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Shakespeare’s 

Histories 


The essence of the renaissance experience was a heightened self-consciousness, a 
self-awareness: one can see it in painting in the new, unexampled development of 
portraiture. In England its fullest expression is to be seen in literature with William 
Shakespeare, The full flowering of the Renaissance impulse was rather late in reaching 
Britain, impeded as it was by the absorption of the Reformation experience. From the 
is8os onwards thest* twin impulses fused in the national self-consciousness and bound- 
ing self-confidence generated by the struggle with Spain - a small half-island country 
against the world-empire of Philip IPs Spain and Portugal combined. 

It was not simply rejoicing over the defeat of the Spanish Armada, as literary folk are 
apt to think ; there were three Armadas which met with disaster, in 1 588, 1 596 and 1597, 
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and the mood of boastful self-confidence (cf. Drake) ~ or the natural inspiration of 
patriotism - antedated these events. In the early isSo’s the struggle with Spain, the 
madrigals, great literature (with Sidney and Spenser), and the Elizabethan drama all 
begin together.^ 

The dramatists of the English chronicle-plays found appealing subjects in England's 
past, but no-one to more purpose than the rather late-comer on the scene, the actor, who 
was a junior to the university wits. He was thus able to profit immensely from the work 
of the best of them - those whom in time he would come to rival as artistic equals, 
Sidney and Spenser, Lyly and Marlowe. 

The actor - who was also a poet and a quick reading man - had two chief store-houses 
of information open to him: Edward HalPs The Union of the two noble and illustrious 
families York and Lancaster and Holinshed’s Chronicles of England, Scotland and Ireland. 
(Raphael Holinshed was a fellow Warwickshire man, but various others contributed 
largely to the big book.) The second and much fuller edition of Holinshed came out in 
1587, the year before the first Armada, just at the right time for the actor, commencing 
author, to make the utmost use of it. Various editions of Hall had come out long before, 
in the 1540’s and 1550’s, and Hall exerted a formative influence in shaping up and 
giving meaning to the muddled and murderous events of the 1 5th century, as Holinshed, 
a pedestrian chronicler of them, never could. 

For Hall had a dominant theme. The conflict regarding the succession to the throne, 
which went back to the deposition of Richard II in 1399 and Bolingbroke’s assumption 
of the crown as Henry IV, had ultimately let loose dissension and civil war, with all its 
horrors, which was settled only by the union of the Lancastrian heir with the Yorkist 
heiress, Henry VII and his wife Elizabeth. Beside the horrors there were all the dramas, 
political and personal. The whole 1 5th century provided a marvellous store-house - and 
we must remember how new and exciting all this was, apart from verbal memory and 
folk-tradition. For history was not taught at school; all education was based on the 
classics. So that the images and comparisons that spring naturally to Shakespeare’s 
mind, apart from nature, are classical; he follows his historians faithfully, even in their 
mistakes, shaping them up, shortening, cutting naturally for his dramatic purposes. 

What stands out with his history plays against the numerous ordinary chronicle-plays 
is that he sees the pattern, the significance of events - in that like Hall, not Holinshed. 
From the very beginning with the Henry VI trilogy he is concerned with the phenomena 
of social disorder, the awful consequences of the breakdown of authority, a hopeless 
king like Henry VI or an unreliable one like Richard II, the dire necessity of order and 
obedience, of competence in the ruler, obedience in the subject. 

How different Shakespeare was in this respect from the other dramatists ! He is more 
like Sidney and Spenser. Where did he get his extraordinary social concern from, his 
political understanding, his involvement with the problems of kingship he kept worry- 
ing at? Philip Sidney was a member of the governing class; Spenser was recruited to it. 
Shakespeare developed a thoroughly governing-class attitude to these questions (with 
its corollary in his view of the people). After all, he regarded himself always as a gentle- 
man, which he was through his mother, an Arden; even his father was an alderman, 
eventually bailiff, i.e. mayor, of Stratford. As an observant boy of six or seven he would 
have seen the disturbance set off by the Northern Rebellion of 1569-70,^ the recruits 
raised and sent north, armed from the town’s armoury. 

Moreover Shakespeare was a family man, grafted into society and undertaking his 
responsibilities - unlike the inhabitants of literary Bohemia, Robert Greene, living with 
a whore, sister of a hanged thief, or unmarried Kyd and Marlowe, the latter as un- 
orthodox about religion as he was about sex. These people displayed no sense of social 
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responsibility and not much political understanding in their work. Shakespeare did to 
an extent so remarkable that it has come to be fully appreciated only in our own politic- 
ally disturbed time. 

His life fell between two distracted periods: the Wars of the Roses (his grandfather 
might well have been at Bosworth, as Elizabeth Ts was), and the Civil War, during 
which his daughter entertained Charles Ts poor Queen at New Place. Shakespeare 
knew too well how thin is the crust of civilisation, how easy for society to break down, 
to fall into what dark waters beneath. And, a kindly man, who hated cruelty, he knew 
that social breakdown brought only all the more suffering with it. We in our time have 
the bitterest reasons for appreciating that, in all the wars and revolutions since the 
breakdown of European civilisation in 1914. 

This overriding theme, with all its consequences, recurs and is demonstrated in play 
after play, not only the English histories but in the Roman histories, the tragedies and 
tragi-comedies. For Shakespeare’s histories are more like his own tragedies and 
comedies than they are like other people’s histories, let alone the ordinary shapeless 
chronicle-plays. Indeed, it is a tragi-comedy, Troilus and Cressida, that most explicitly 
expresses his views on the necessity of hierarchical order according to social function. 
Ulysses’ famous speech on Degree practically versifies the Homily on Obedience,* 
which Elizabethans had regularly brought home to them in church. 

‘Every degree of people, in their vocation, calling and office, hath appointed to 
them their duty and order. Some are in high degree, some are in low; some 
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kings and princes, some inferiors and subjects, priests and laymen, masters and 
servants, fathers and children, husbands and wives, rich and poor - and every 
one have need of other, so that in all things is to be lauded and praised the 
goodly order of God, without the which no house, no city, no commonwealth 
can continue and endure. Take aw^ay Kings, princes, rulers, magistrates, judges 
and such states of God's order, no rnan shall ride or go by the highway 
unrobbed, no man shall sl?ep in his own house or bed unkilled, no man shall 
keep his wife, children and possessions in quietness.' 

Hardly any of the chronicle plays saw^ into the meaning of events, they merely narrated 
them : and in fact, in spite of their popularity, Shakespeare owed very little to them. He 
owed much more to Hall, with whose message of national unity and social integration he 
agreed, and on this basis made his own mixture, never failing to draw the moral, as a 
good historian should. 

The chronicle-plays were, however, inspired by patriotism and here Shakespeare 
agreed with them. There was every reason why he should : the little country was up-and- 
coming - ‘they are people such that mend upon the world'. It was an obvious source of 
inspiration to all writers and artists to be alive and working at such a time - their work 
shows it. 

Politics and history are two sides of the same coin,‘and Shakespeare was historically 
minded, again exceptionally - more so than any other dramatist. Ten of his plays deal 
with English history, four with Roman, one with Scottish, two with the pre-history of 
Britain - King Lear and Cymheline - which to Elizabethans enjoyed a similar status to 
that of histow proper. But Shakespeare’s love of the past, and its rich layers of lore, is 
liable to appear anyyvhere “ in Mercutio's long evocation of it, that crops up unexpectedly 
like something left over from A Midsummer Night's Dream, which is largely created out 
of this material. 


O, then I see Queen Mab hath been with you. 

She is the fairies' midwife, and she comes 
In shape no bigger than an agate stone 
On the forefinger of an alderman . . . 

(Did his father, the alderman, wear such a ring?) Along with the fairy-tale lore comes 
contemporan' social life, as with Bottom and his fellows, or just as the citizens’ life of 
Windsor goes in harness with the legend of Herne's haunted Oak. 

Sometimes she gallops o'er a courtier’s nose. 

And then dreams he of smelling out a suit; 

And sometime comes she with a tithe-pig's tail. 

Tickling a parson’s nose as a’lies asleep. 

Then dreams he of another benefice. 

He was not interested in the future, as secondary artists are - Shaw, for example (even 
he was better inspired with St. Joan) - for the past is inspirational and inspires poetry, 
the future polemics and propaganda. 

What made him so absorbed by the problems of kingship - not only the sad stories of 
the deaths of kings, which lent themselves obviously to pomp and circumstance on the 
stage ? The old tradition that he took ‘kingly parts’ may oflFer a clue, for the mimetic 
faculty of an actor would lead him into the inwardness of the part. John Davies of 
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Hereford saw the point : 

Had’st thou not played some kingly parts in sport, 

Thou hadst been a companion for a king, 

And been a king among the meaner sort. 

Did he think of himself as a king? Or, in modem jargon, did he identify ? There was no 
reason why he should not. He was immensely ambitious: as has been pointed out, to 
challenge all three genres of drama at the very beginning of his writing and about the 
same time history with Henry VI, tragedy with Titus Andronicus, comedy with The 
Comedy of Errors. Robert Greene was quite right in spotting that euphoric self- 
confidence of the actor. And, after all, wasn’t he a king^n his profession ? 

From the first, then, we notice variety, a Protean variety, even within the one category 
of English histor>^ plays. An elastic potentiality’ is suggested, even in work that is raw 
and crude; the immeasurable capability of development we learn only later. We shall 
observe with each play what makes it different from the others. Even within the firj t 
trilogy, the Second Part of Henry VI is more diverse than the First; the Third differs 
again in being more of a revenge-play. Richard III is a grand historical melodrama. 
Richard H is totally different: the most formal and ceremonial, the most lyrical and 
poetic, of the history-plays. Kinffjohn is a reversion to chronicle-play; the two parts of 
Henry IV, a superb fusion of histoiy’ with comedy. Henry V, with its prominent Chorus, 
is epical; Henry VHI something of a stately pageant with ceremonial shows. 

From the first the ability to plot a play went along with the forw^ard thinking out of 
the intellectual theme. These capacities rarely go together. Anthony Monday, for 
example, was highly regarded as a ‘plotter’, but the rest of him was pedestrian. Shake- 
speare was a planner in all senses of the word: in his art, as in his life, he brought it off. 

In his earlier English histor>’ plays he is close in attitude to Daniel’s Civil Wars, the 
one contemporary who approaches Shakespeare in historic concer’n and with a similar 
political outlook. Shakespeare owed something to this book, though we need not 
suppose him incapable of thinking up for himself a comparable epic of England’s past 
in the form of drama. For, where Daniel was a sympathetic, reflective mind, the actor- 
dramatist was all for action, w ith far greater power. And, later on, we find Daniel learn- 
ing from Shakespeare. 

More remarkably, and yet not unexpectedly, we find Marlowe, from whom Shake- 
speare gained much, learning from the actor turned dramatist. Marlowe’s last and most 
mature play, Edward II, was indebted to Henry VI for its wider spread of characterisa- 
tion, its portrayal of a non-hero in place of the Marlovian concentration upon a Tam- 
burlaine. Indeed, so much attention is paid to uncovering ‘sources’ for Shakespeare 
- often with irrelevant pedantry, when Shakespeare could have picked up the ideas 
anywhere or possibly have thought of them for himself - that we are apt to overlook his 
influence upon others or their response in competition with him. It was a highly com- 
petitive age: hence its achievement. Marlowe’s Edward II and the admirable Woodstock 
play are indebted to Shakespeare ; the Chamberlain’s Company’s success with Henry IV 
led immediately to the Admiral’s commissioning Sir John Oldcastle from M unday, 
Drayton and Hathaway. 

Everything shows Shakespeare’s essential independence of mind, for all that he 
providently used everything that came to hand. His greatest debt, however, was to the 
time in which he lived. France and Italy had no chronicle plays to build on. The 
Elizabethans had every reason to be proud of their country and of themselves : the age 
itself inspired them, bore them up and carried them upwards. 
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This is almost certainly Shakespeare’s first play. The combination of dramatic 
effectiveness with the forward planning of a whole trilogy announced the arrival of a 
new playwright of power and promise, as also the self-confidence Robert Greene had 
observed in the actor. These plays were immensely successful in the Elizabethan age, 
and made the actor’s name as a dramatist. They have again proved their actability and 
appeal to audiences in our time, with a certain amount of judicious cutting - for the 
abounding author simply flowed over. 

In the interval these plays have been disconsidered, misconceived and subjected to 
every kind of absurdity from critics and commentators, even eminent ones like Cole- 
ridge. He, however, was hardly a model of common sense. The inspired sense of Dr. 
Johnson saw that ‘in the production of genius there will be inequality’ - particularly in 
its early productions, we may add; that ‘the diction, the versification, and the figures are 
Shakespeare’s’ - overwhelmingly obvious today with our greater knowledge of Eliza- 
bethan usage. It was also apparent to Johnson, coming to the Second Part of the trilogy, 
that ‘this play begins where the former ends, and continues the series of transactions, of 
which it presupposes the First Part already known. There is sufficient proof that the 
Second and Third Parts were not written without dependence on the First.’ But, of 
course. In spite of that mighty sign-post we have had a welter of conjecture and com- 
mentary, superfluously confusing the reader, as again with regard to the Sonnets. 

A further difficulty arose from the fact that memorial reconstructions of the Second 
and Third Parts were issued as quartos in 1 594 and 1 595, while the full text of the trilogy, 
published many years later in the First Folio, 1623, was unsatisfactory. In a way this was 
understandable, for the printers had complicated materials to work from and added 
their own mistakes. The very inconsistencies point to the author, for one cannot always 
remember what one has written; and Shakespeare had never had time to tidy up and 
revise his earliest work. Why should he ? - the play was the thing ; it had had resounding 
success, and it had launched him. 


12 


The Background. As always we must keep in mind the two-fold background - that of 
the stage, dramatic and literary, and that in the events of the time. 
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The immense patriotic excitement generated by the struggle with Spain, the mood of 
national self-confidence, pride and self-glorification - again natural enough in a youth- 
ful, emerging people - at the triumph over the Spanish Armada in 1588 expressed itself 
in a surge of self-consciousness and interest in the nation’s past. The expanded edition 
of Holinshed’s Chronicles^ of 1587, provided keen purveyors of popular entertainment 
with a storehouse of subjects for dramatisation. A common stock came into existence of 
subjects, themes and reactions to them, as also of diction and images, largely from the 
classical education then general. People naturally borrowed from each other, especially 
those working in proximity as Marlowe and Shakespeare were, in this exciting, kaleido- 
scopic, confused time. 

The dominant influence observable again and again in Henry VI Marlowe’s. He 
had patented this grandiloquent poetic diction, in splendid blank verse, in Tamburlaine. 
The actor copied it - indeed he may have had it in his head from acting in it ; though 
already he had his own grandiloquence, which reverberated in the theatre and which 
Elizabethans relished. One notices already in this early play his characteristic words 
his fondness for words ending in ‘ive’, submissive, intermissive; for words like presage, 
peruse, periapt. Where Marlowe’s blank verse is more splendid to date, Shakespeare 
has much more rhyme - he is a natural poet, with obvious capacity for development, 
perhaps greater potentiality, for there is more variety and diversity. A couple of scenes 
in this play are almost wholly in rhymed couplets; these also conclude each scene, and 
very often a single speech. (This must have had its punctuating, if not detonating, 
effect.) 

Marlowe was the senior, the initiator, the leader; but the influence was not all one 
way. Before he died, so lamentably, he copied from Henry VI and wrote his Edward 11 . 
A purely literary influence, observable in phrases, is Spenser, whose Faerie Queene 
came out this year, 1590. Ubiquitous is the influence of school education in the classics 
and of Bible and Prayer Book from constant early attendance at church. A number of 
classical references are traceable to Cooper’s Thesaurus, the Latin dictionary which 
Vicar Bretchgirdle had bequeathed for the use of the scholars at Stratford Grammar 
School - he had christened William in 1564. Other references, to Froissart, for example, 
show the quick reading man, adept at picking up tips from everywhere - as an actor 
would be. Anyhow, the years before 1590 would have left time for reading. 

Theme. Though there are touches from Holinshed, the dominant theme in shaping 
the Henry VI plays came from Edward Hall’s book. The Union of the two noble and 
illustrious families York and Lancaster, of which there had been several editions in the 
1540’s. This book elaborated the message of the Tudor dynasty - the ending of the 
uncivil strife of the Wars of the Roses in Henry VI I’s union with Elizabeth, heiress of the 
house of York. The conflict between these two houses, unleashed by the incapacity and 
imbecility of poor Henry VI, led to the discord and breakdown of social order, which is 
foreshadowed in this play, being a secondary theme in it and the primary subject 
of its successors, including Richard III. It all went back to the revolution of 1399 and 
Bolingbroke’s ejection of Richard II from the throne; from this exfoliated another 
quartet of historical plays. One sees what a prodigious, powerful planner the actor- 
dramatist was to become. 

In the First Part the main theme is that of the war against France, the conflict un- 
leashed by Charles Vi’s (Henry Vi’s grandfather) imbecility, and Henry V’s astonishing, 
Napoleonic conquest. Fighting the French was a traditional activity in England, ever 
since the Norman Conquest (and in spite of the fact that the dynasty was French - even 
Henry VII was more French than English). The subject immensely appealed to the 
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simple souls of the Elizabethans, to anti-French feeling, the boastful pride in themselves 
of a young people, the gallant memories of the. Hundred Years War, such heroes as 
‘fighting Talbot, the I'error of the French.* 

Tailbot is the popular hero of this play (typically he gave his name to a hunting dog) - 
and apparently was played by an actor the more appealing for being undersized ; ‘gallant 
little fellow’, one can hear them saying. Thomas Nashe, himself one of this early group, 
familiar with Marlowe and Shakespeare, testified to the play’s appeal. ‘How it would 
have joyed brave Talbot (the terror of the French) to think that he should triumph 
again on the stage, and have his bones new embalmed with the tears of ten thousand 
spectators at least - at several times - who imagine they behold him fresh bleeding.’ 

The villain of the piece, if we may so call a Saint, is Joan of Arc: she is rendered as 
the 1 5th centur>' soldiers who fought in France thought of her - as a witch and a strum- 
pet. (After all, had she not been condemned as such by the Church ? - when she was 
probably only a chaste, rejSressed Lesbian.) The tyro of a dramatist gave the groundlings 
what they expected, though there is no reason to suppose that he knew any better. 
F^xcept that, when she speaks for herself, the dramatist’s sympathy cannot help 
breaking in : 


Talbot, Earl of 
Shrewsbury 
presentinfi a book 
to Margaret of 
Anjou and Henry 
V!. Engraving 
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Virtuous and holy, chosen from above, 

By inspiration of celestial grace, 

I'o work exceeding miracles on earth. 

I never had to do with wicked spirits . . . 

A virgin from her tender infancy. 

Chaste and immaculate in very thought, 

Whose maiden blood, thus rigorously effused, 

Will cry for vengeance at the gates of heaven. 

Hers is the Shakespearean humanity, thus early expressed, which was true to his 
nature and paid such dividends later in the sense of dramatic justice. We may also 
notice the reiteration of 7 % conscious or unconscious, that bespeak the poet naturally 
inspired. 

Already the characters are more individualised, the scenes more varied, than in 
Marlowe. The rivalry between Humphrey, Duke of Gloucester, and Cardinal Beaufort 
is sketched, which will have formidable development in the next play. Suffolk’s 
character is already headed forward, for he is portrayed as falling in love with Margaret 
of Anjou, whose marriage to Henry VI he negotiated, with such fatal consequences. 

7’he age of the young King presents a difficulty; a child at the beginning, he has to be 
ready for marriage at the end. However, that presented no difficulty to Elizabethans, 
who did not look for probability^ in their plays but strong scenes. 

Scenes. Of these we have plenty. Perhaps the best remembered today is the plucking 
of white and red roses in the Temple Garden, for which there is no historical warrant, 
but from which in the play the rival parties tgike their emblems: Yorkist white, Lan- 
castrian red. The simple spectacle must have provided something different in the 
elementary equipment of the early Shakespearean theatre. The gallery above the stage 
served for walls, battlements, etc. to scale; we know that Hell reverberated below the 
stage. In this play a chair is brought in two or three times, to carry a sick or dying 
character. There were ceremonies, several funeral processions and dead marches, a 
coronation, drums and trumpets, much marching to and fro, fighting of groups or 
individuals, the confrontation of colours - Gloucester’s blue-coats against Winchester’s 
tawny-coats. 

We are in the early Elizabethan theatre, crude and rhetorical, but spectacular and 
effective. We must remember the redoubled impact upon spectatois, when there were 
no act- or scene-divisions, and - with the stage partly surrounded, partly occupied by 
spectators - the audience felt themselves part of the action, as we know from contem- 
porary evidence. It is thus absurd to condemn these early plays as ‘episodic’ - for, of 
course, they consist of episodes: strong scenes were what was wanted. What is more 
remarkable is that there should have been such effective over-all planning, the feat of 
reducing so many years, indeed decades, of history to some dramatic form. Every 
opportunity is taken by the practising dramatist to help the illusion of unity : this is the 
function of forward-looking prophecies, backward-looking curses, dreams and omens. 

They all help to knit things together, so that in the end each play has the dramatic unity 
of rise-climax-fall. 

Personal. Not many flecks of Shakespeare’s own time occur in this play dealing with 
events a century and a half before, but there are some. After the defeat of the Armada 
there was a good deal of doubt and dispute as to the right policy to pursue. This is 
reflected in - 
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One would have lingering wars with little cost ; 

Another would fly swift but wanteth wings ; 

A third thinks, without expense at all, 

By guileful fair words peace may be obtained. 

(The Queen preferred the third course.) 

The Tower was still the country’s chief arsenal and storehouse, as when Gloucester 
says. 
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ril to the Tower with all the haste I can 
To view th*artillery and munition. 

The French King hails Joan of Arc as another 

Helen, the mother of great Constantine. 

The Gild Chapel at Stratford had a wall-painting of this legend; it had fallen to John 
Shakespeare as burgess to whitewash the painted Doom there (he is most unlikely to 
have been a Catholic). 

In Gloucester’s berating the Cardinal, who was bishop of Winchester - the mutual 
insults must have delighted the simple audience - he does not fail to rake up the Stews 
on the South Bank, which were on episcopal property : 

Thou that giv’st whores indulgences to sin . . . 

Winchester goose ! 

This was a venereal swelling in the groin, Elizabethan rather than medieval. 

We note that Sir William Lucy, of the family out at Charlecote, was given a good 
part. Shakespeare himself is audible in his grand words, impressive to an audience : 

In dumb significants proclaim your thoughts; 

or ‘with sudden and extemporal speech’; eyes wax dim, ‘as drawing to their exigent’, 
etc. Suffolk, speaking of Margaret of Anjou, says: 

She’s beautiful, and therefore to be wooed; 

She is a woman, therefore to be won. 

These words are improved on in Venus and Adonis, and something very close appears in 
Marlowe’s Hero and Leander. Perhaps they were a commonplace of the time. 

Text The only text of the First Part of King Henry VI is that of the Folio, but its 
unsatisfactory state means that it requires careful editing. Until quite recently there has 
been much confusion and superfluous conjecture as to composite authorship. We now 
know that there is no need for this. The best editions of all three plays, by Dr. Andrew S. 
Cairncross, (The Arden Shakespeare), clear up the confusions. Characteristically he 
retains the reading ‘Falstaff’ from the Folio where most editors have instated ‘Fastolf ’ 
from the Chronicles. It does not seem to have occurred to anybody that, in spite of the 
spelling, Falstaff would have been the common pronunciation of Fastolf. 

Similarly for a superfluous annotation, under a misapprehension, take the line : 

Our isle be made a nourish of salt tears. 

One editor comments : ‘Elizabethan form of “nurse”. Three ideas seem to be presented : 
(a) the men will all be killed, only the women left ; (b) the women will nurse their babes 
at their weeping eyes; (c) England (i.e. the women) will be one “nourish”, feeding her 
offspring (at her weeping eyes) on salt tears (instead of milk).’ Ludicrous as well as 
superfluous: ‘nourish’ is a simple misprint for the common Elizabethan word ‘marish’, 
i.e. marsh. 
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THE FIRST PART OF 

KING HENRY THE SIXTH. 

DRAMATIS PKKSONiE. 


King Henrv the Sixth. 

iJuivE OK Gloucester, uncle to the King, 
and Protedlor. 

Dukp: of Bedford, uncle to the King, and 
Regent of France. 

Thomas Bkaufokt, Duke of lOxcter, great- 
uncle to the King. 

Henry Beaufort, great-uncle to the King, 
Bishop of Winchester, and afterwards 
Cardinal. 

John Beaufort, Earl, afterwards Duke, of 
Somerset. 

Richard Pi.anta(;enet, son of Richard 
late Earl of Cambridge, afterwards Duke 
of York. 

Earl of Warwick. 

Karl of Salisiujry. 

Earl of Suffolk. 

Lord Talbot, afterwards Earl of Shrews- 
bury. 

John Talbot, his son. 

Edmund Mortimer, Earl of March. 

Sir John Fas i olfk. 

Sir William J.,ucv. 

Sir William Clansdai.e. 

Sir Thomas CiAKOKAVE. 

Mayor of London. 

W’ooDViLE, Lieutenant of the Tower. 

Vernon, of the White-Rose or York faifiion. 


-/ bullet beside u text hue indmiles (in unnulutnni in the 
opposite (olunin 


ACT 1. 

Scene I . / / "estminster A hhey. 

Dead March. E?iter the Funeral of Kinc; 
Henry the Fifth, attended on by the J3uke of 
Bedford, Kege?it of France; the Duke of 
Gloucester, Proteftor; the Duke of Exe- 
ter, the Earl of Warwick, the Bishop of 
Winchester, Herald.s, 

• Bed. Hung be the heavens with black, yield 

day to night ! 

Comets, importing change of times and states, 

• Brandish your crystal tresses in the sky, 

And with them scourge the bad revolting stars 
That have consented unto Henry’s death ! 

King Henry the Fifth, too famous to live long I 
England ne’er lost a king of so much w'orth. 


Ba.s.set, of the Red- Rose or Lancaster 
faction. 

A Lawyer. Morlimcr’.s Keepers. 

Charles, Dauphin, and afterwards King, 
of France. 

Reignier, Duke of Anjou, and titular King 
of Naples. 

Duke of Burgundy. 

Duke OF Aleni^dn. 

Bastard of Orleans. 

(jovernor of Paris. 

Master-Gunner of Orleans, and his Son. 
General of the French forces in Bourdcaux. 
A French Sergeant. A Porter. 

An old Shepherd, father to Joan la Pucclle. 

Margaret, daughter to Reignier, after- 
wards married to King Henry. 

Countess of Auvickone 
Joan l\ Pucelle, commonly called Joan 
of Arc. 

Lords, Warders of the Tower, Heralds, Officers, 
Soldiers, Mcs.sengers, and Attendants. 

Fiends appearing to La Puccllc. 

Scene: Partly in Fm^landy and /artly in 
d'raru e. 


1 Hung . . black. It was a convention of the Elizabethan 
theatre to drape the stage in black for tragedies. 

3 crystal. Bright 


Opposite: Joan of Arc. Painting by Jean Auguste 
Dominique Ingres (1780 1867) 
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KING HENRY VI Part I Act I Scene I 



Richard Beauchamp, Earl of Warwick, shown holding 
in his left ami the child-king Henry VI, and in his right 
one of the many churches he endowed. From a contem- 
porary manuscript 


16 lift. Lifted. 

17 mourn . . . blood. Fight the French. 

37 protector, i.e. in charge of the kingdom during the 
minority of the sovereign. 


England ne’er had a king until his time. 
Virtue he had, deserving to command : 

His brandish'd sword did blind men with his 
beams : lo 

His arms spread wider than a dragon's wings ; 
His sparkling eyes, replete with wrathful fire, 
More dazzled and drove back his enemies 
Than mid-day sun fierce bent against their faces 
What should I say ? his deeds exceed ail speech ; 

• He ne’er lift up his hand but conquered. 

• W'e mourn in black : why mourn we not 
in blood? 

Henry is dead and never shall revive : 

Upon a wooden coffin we attend, 

And death's dishonourable vidlory 20 

We with our stately presence glorify, 

Like captives bound to a triumphant car. 

What ! shall we curse the planets of mishap 
That plotted thus our glory’s overthrow ? 

Or shall we think the subtle-witted French 
Conjurers and sorcerers, that afraid of him 
By magic verses have contrived his end ? 

JVzn. He was a king bles.s’d of the King of 
kings. 

Unto the French the dreadful judgement-day 
So dreadful will not be as was his sight. 30 

The battles of the Lord of hosts he fought : 

The church's prayers made him so prosperous. 
G/ou. The church! where is it? Had not 
churchmen pray’d, 

His thread of life had not so soon decay'd : 

None do you like but an effeminate prince, 
Whom, like a school-boy, you may over-awe. 

• IVm, Gloucester, whate'er we like, thou art 

protedlor 

And lookest to command the prince and realm. 
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Thy wife is proud ; she holdeth thee in awe, 

More than God or religious churchmen may. 40 
Glati, Name not religion, for thou lovest the 
flesh, 

And ne’er throughout the year to church thou go^st 
Except it be to pray against thy foes. 

• Bed. Cease, cease these jars and rest your 

minds in peace ; 

Let’s to the altar: heralds, wait on us: 

Instead of gold, we ’ll offer up our arms ; 

Since arms avail not now that Henry’s dead. 
Posterity, await for wretched years. 

When at their mothers’ moist eyes babes shall 
suck, 

• Our isle be made a nourish of salt tears, 50 

And none but women left to wail the dead. 
Henry the Fifth, thy ghost I invocate : 

Prosper this realm, keep it from civil broils, 
Combat with adverse planets in the heavens I 

A far more glorious star thy soul will make 

• Than Julius Ca;sar or bright 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My honourable lords, health to you all ! 
Sad tidings luring 1 to you out of France, 

Of loss, of slaughter and discomfiture : 

Guienne, Champagne, Rheims, Orleans, 60 
Paris, Guysors, Poidtiers, are all quite lost. 

• Bed. What say’st thou, man, before dead 

Henry’s corse? 

Speak softly, or the loss of those great towns 

• Will make him burst his lead and rise from death. 

Glou. Is Paris lost? is Rouen yielded up? 

If Henry were recall’d to life again. 

These news would cause him once more yield 
the ghost. 

Kxe. How were they lost? what treachery 
was used? 

Mess. No treachery; but want of men and 
money. 

Amongst the soldiers this is muttered, 70 

That here you maintain several factions, 

And whilst a field should be dispatch’d and fought, 
You are disputing of your generals : 

One would have lingering wars with little cost; 
Another would fly swift, but wanteth wings; 

A third thinks, without expense at all. 

By guileful fair words peace may be obtain’d. 
Awake, awake, English nobility! 

Let not sloth dim your honours new-begot: 

• Oopp’d are the flower-de-luces in your arms; 80 
Of England’s coat one half is cut away. 

Exe. Were our tears wanting to this funeral. 
These tidings would call forth their flowing tides 
Bed. Me they concern; Regent I am of 
France. 

Give me my steeled coat. I’ll fight for France. 
Away with these disgraceful wailing robes! 
Wounds will I lend the French instead of eyes, 

• To weep their intermissive miseries. 

Enter to them afiother Messenger. 

Mess. Lords, view these letters full of bad 
mischance. 

France is revolted from the English quite, 90 
Except some petty towns of no import : 

The Dauphin Charles is crowned king in Rheims ; 
The Bastard of Orleans with him is join’d; 
Reignier, Duke of Anjou, doth take his p>art , 


44 jars. Quarrels. 

60 nourish. A misprint of the Elizabethan word ‘marish’, 
meaning a marsh. Sec introduction. 


66 Caesar. In Ovid*s Metamorphoses the soul of the 
dead Caesar became a star in the heavens. 



Duke of Bedford, uncle to the King and Regent of 
France, kneels before St George. Engraving from 
Bedford Missal, 1430 


62 corse. Corpse. 

64 lead. Lining of the wooden coffin. 

80 flower-de-luces. The fleur-de-lis, or lily of France 
quartered with the English lions in the royal coat of 

88 intermissive. Temporarily interrupted. 
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116-117 pikrs stakes hedges. Stakes Hxed into the 
ground to protect archers from the charge of enemy 
cavalry 

126 agazed Aghast, astounded. 

132 rau'ard Vanguard. 

154 Saint Cjenrge\ feast 2ird April 


The Duke of Alen^on flieth to his side. 

Exe,^ The Dauphin crowned king * all fly to 
him ! 

O, whither shall we fly from this reproach ? 

Glou, We will not fly, but to our enemies’ 
throats. 

Bedford, if thou be slack, I ’ll fight it out 
Bed. Gloucester, why doubt’st thou of my for- 
wardness? lOO 

An army have I muster’d in my thoughts, 
Wherewith already France is overrun. 

E nter aJiotker Messenger. 

rss. M y gracious lords, to add to your laments, 
Wherewith you now bedew King Henry’s hearse, 
I must inform you of a dismal fight 
Betwixt the stout Lord Talbot and the French. 

What I wherein Talbot overcame? is’t so? 
Mess. O, no; wherein Lord Talbot was over- 
thrown : 

The circumstance I ‘11 tell you more at large. 

The tenth of August last this dreadful lord, no 
Retiring from the siege of Orleans, 

Having full scarce six thousand in his troop, 

By three and twenty thousand of the French 
Was round encompassed and set upon. 

No leisure had he to enrank his men; 

• He wanted pikes to set before his archers: 
Instead whereof sharp stakes pluck’d out of hedges 
They pitched in the ground confusedly, 

To keep the horsemen off from breaking in. 

More than three hours the fight continued ; 120 

Where valiant Talbot above human thought 
Knadled wonders with his sword and lance : 
Hundreds he sent to hell, and none durst stand 
him ; 

Here, there, and every where, enraged he flew : 
The French exclaim’d, the devil was in arms; 

• All the whole army stood agazed on him : 

His .soldiers spying his undaunted spirit 
A Talbot ! a Talbot ! cried out amain 
And rush’d into the bowels of the battle. 

Here had the conquest fully been seal’d up, 130 
If Sir John Fastolfe had not play’d the coward ; 

• He, being in the vaward. placed behind 
With purpose to relieve and follow them. 
Cowardly fled, not having struck one stroke. 
Hence grew the general wreck and massacre; 
Fnclosed were they with their enemies : 

A base Walloon, to win the Dauphin’s grace, 
rhrust Talbot with a spear into the back, 

Whom all France with their chief assembled 
strength 

Durst not presume to look once in the face. 140 
Bed. Is Talbot slain? then I will slay myself, 
For living idly here in pomp and case. 

Whilst such a worthy leader, wanting aid. 

Unto his dastard foemen is betray’d. 

Mess. O no, he lives ; but is took prisoner. 
And Lord Scales with him and Lord Hungerford : 
Most of the rest slaughter’d or took likewise. 

Bed. His ransom there is none but I shall pay: 
I’ll hale the Dauphin headlong from his throne : 
His crown shall be the ransom of my friend ; 150 
Four of their lords I ’ll change for one of ours. 
Farewell, my ma.stcrs; to my task will I ; 

Bonfires in France forthwith I am to make, 

• To keep our great Saint George’s feast withal : 
Ten thousand .soldiers with me I will take. 
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Whose bloody deeds shall make all Europe quake. 

Mess. So you had need ; for Orleans is besieged ; 
The English army is grown weak and faint ; 

The Earl of Salisbury craveth supply, 

And hardly keeps his men from mutiny, 160 
Since they, so few, watch such a multitude. 

Exe. Reiiierribcr, lords, your oaths to Henry 
sworn, 

Either to quell the Dauphin utterly. 

Or bring him in obedience to yoiir yoke. 

Bed. I do remember it; and here take my 
leave, 

To go about my preparation. [Exit. 

Glou. I ’ll to the Tower with all the haste 1 can, 
To view the artillery and munition ; 

And then I w’ill proclaim young Henry king. 

[Exit. 

Exe. To Eltham will I, where the young king is, 
Being ordain’d his special governor, 171 

And for his safety there I’ll best devise. [Exit 
IV in. Each hath his place and func^lion to 
attend : 

I afn left out ; for me nothing remains. 

• But long I will not be Jack out of office : 

The king from Eltham I intend to steal 

• And sit at chiefest stern of public weal. [Exciiut. 


Scene II. E'ra 7 ice. Before Orleans. 

Son7id a flourish. iT/z/rr Chakles, Alen^on, 
aiid Reign I ER, marching uuth drum atid 
Soldiers, 

• Char, Mars his true moving, even as in the 

heavens 

So in the earth, to this day is not known : 

Late did he shine upon the English side; 

Now we are vidlors; upon us he smiles. 

What towns of any moment but we have? 

At pleasure here we lie near Orleans ; 
Otherwhilesthe famish’d English, like pale ghosts, 
Faintly besiege us one hour in a month. 

• AUn. They want their porridge and their fat 

bull -beeves: 

Either they must be dieted like mules 10 

And have their provender tied to their mouths 
Or piteous they will look, like drowned mice. 
Reig. Let ’s raise the siege ; why live we idly 
here? 

Talbot is taken, whom we wont to fear : 
Remaineth none but mad-brain’d Salisbury ; 

And he may well in fretting spend his gall, 

Nor men nor money hath he to make war. 

Char. Sound, sound alarum ! we will rush on 
them. 

Now for the honour of the forlorn French . 

Him I forgive my death that killeth me 20 

When he sees me go back one foot or fly . {Exeunt. 

Here alarum; they are beaten hack by the 
English with great loss. Re-enter Chaki.i-s, 
ALEN90N, and KEit;NiER. 

Char. Who ever saw the like? what men 
have I ! , , , , , 

Does ! cowards ! dastards ! I would ne er have 
fled. 

But that they left me ’midst my enemies. 

Reig. Salisbury is a desperate homicide ; 

He fighteth as one weary of his life. 

The other lords, like lions wanting food, 



Hall of Eltham Palace, one of Elizabeth I’s royal 
residences; by the latter halt f>f the 17th centurv it wa.s 
uninhabitable. Engraving from Old Ettfjland, 1854 


1 75 Jack out of ojfice A person v\ itluiut employment , 
the Bishop is playing upon the slightly derogatory term 
‘Jack-in-office’, meaning a self-important functionary. 

177 wt . . . weal Be at the helm of the ship of state. 


1 Mars his. Mars’s. 

9 want Lack, hull-heeiws. Beef was supposed to give 
courage 
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29 Frotssart. French chronicler (1338- 1410). 



Froissart reading. Engraving from Old Enf*land, 1854 

30 Olivers and Rowlands. Two famous knights of 
Charlemagne about whom there were many legends. 

41 gimmors. Gimmals. Interlocking rings or joints in 
machinery for transmitting motion e.g. clockwork. 

48 cheer appalVd. Face grown pale. 

71 She . . . dash. She has made a bold beginning. 



Joan of Arc greets the Dauphin at Chinon, 1428. 
Illustration from a contemporary German tapestry 


Do rush upon us as their hungry prey. 

• A len. Froissart, a countryman of ours, records, 

• England all Olivers and Rowlands bred 30 

During the time Edward the Third did reign. 
More truly now may this be verified ; 

For none but Samsons and Goliases 
It sendeth forth to skirmish. One to ten ! 

I.ean raw-boned rascals ! who would e’er suppose 
They had such courage and audacity? 

Char. Let’s leave this town ; for they are hare- 
brain ’d slaves, 

And hunger will enforce them to be more eager : 
Of old I know them ; rather with their teeth 39 
The walls they’ll tear down than forsake the siege. 

• Retg‘. I think, by some odd gimmors or device 
Their arms are set like clocks, still to strike on ; 
Else ne’er could they hold out so as they do. 

By my consent, we’ll even let them alone. 

Alen, Be it so. 

Enter the Bastard of Orleans. 

Bast, Where’s the Prince Dauphin? I have 
news for him. 

Char, Bastard of Orleans, thrice welcome 
to us. 

• Bast. Methinks your looks are sad, your cheer 

appall’d : 

Hath the late overthrow wrought this offence? 

Be not dismay’d, for succour is at hand : 50 

A holv maid hither with me I bring, 

Which by a vision sent to her from heaven 
Ordained is to raise this tedious siege 
And drive the English forth the bounds of France. 
The spirit of deep prophecy she hath, 

Exceeding the nine sibyls of old Rome : 

What's past and what's to come she can descry. 
Speak, shall I call her in? Believe my words, 
For they are certain and unfallible. 

Char. Go, call her in. {Ejcit Bastard. But 
first, to try her skill, _ 60 

Reignier, stand thou as Dauphin in my place : 
Question her proudly ; let thy looks be stern : 

By this means shall we sound what skill she hath. 

Re-enter the Bastard of Orleans, with Joan 
La Pucelle. 

Reiic» Fair maid, is’t thou wilt do these won- 
drous feats? 

Puc, Reignier, is’t thou that thinkest to be- 
guile me? 

Where is the Dauphin? Come, come from behind ; 
I know thee well, though never seen before. 

Be not amazed, there ’.s nothing hid from me: 

In private will I talk with thee apart. 69 

Stand back, you lords, and give us leave awhile. 

• Reig. She takes upon her bravely at first dash. 
Puc, Dauphin, 1 am by birth a shepherd’s 

daughter, 

My wit untrain’d in any kind of art. 

Heaven and our Lady gracious hath it pleased 
I’o shine on my contemptible estate: 

Lo, whilst I waited on my tender lambs. 

And to sun’s parching heat display’d my checks, 

God’s mother deigned to appear to me 

And in a vision full of majesty 

Will’d me to leave my base vocation 80 

And free my country from calamity : 

Her aid she promised and assured success : 

In complete glory she reveal’d herself ; 
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And, whereas 1 was black and swart before, 

With those clear rays which she infused on me 
That beauty am I bless’d with which you see. 
Ask me what question thou canst possible, 

And 1 will answer unpremeditated: 

My courage try by combat, if thou darest. 

And thou shalt find that I exceed my sex. 90 
Resolve on this, thou shalt be fortunate, 

If thou receive me for thy warlike mate. 

Char. Thou hast astonish'd me with thy high 
terms : 

Only this proof I '11 of thy valour make, 

1 n single combat thou shalt buckle with me, 

And if thou vanquishest, thy words are true; 
Otherwise I renounce all confidence. 

Puc. I am prepared : here is my keen-edged 
sword, 

Deck’d with five flower-de-luces on each side ; 
rhe wliich at Touraine, in Saint Katharine’s 
churchyard, 100 

Out of a great deal of old iron I chose forth. 
Char. Then come, o* God’s name ; 1 fear no 
woman. 

Puc. And while I live, I’ll ne’er fly from a 
man. 

\^li€re they fight ^ and Joan La Pticellc 

overcomes. 

Char. Stay, stay thy hands ! thou art an 
Amazon 

• And Tightest with the sword of Deborah. 

J*uc\ Christ’s mother helps me, else I were 
too weak. 

Char. Whoe’er helps thee, ’tis thou that must 
help me : 

Impatiently I burn with thy desire; 

My heart and hands thou hast at once subdued, 
l^xcellent Pucelle, if thy name be so, no 

• J.et me thy servant and not sovereign be : 

’ J'ls the French Dauphin sueth to thee thus. 

Puc. 1 must not yield to any rites of love. 

For my profession's sacred from above : 

When I have chased all thy foes from hence. 
Then will 1 think upon a recompense. 

Char. Meantime look gracious on thy pros- 
trate thrall. 

Reig. My lord, methinks, is very long in talk. 

• A leu. Doubtless he shrives this woman to her 

smock ; 

Else ne'er could he so long protracl his speech. 
Reig. Shall we disturb him, since he keeps 
no mean? 12 1 

A ten. He may mean more than we poor men 
do know : 

These women are shrewd tempters with their 
tongues. 

Reig. My lord, where arc you? what devise 
you on ? 

Shall we give over Orleans, or no? 

Puc. Why, no, I say, distrustful recreants! 
Fight till the last gasp; 1 will be your guard. 
Char. What she says I'll confirm : we’ll fight 
it out. 

Puc. Assign’d am I to be the English scourge, 
'j'his night the siege assuredly I'll raise: 130 

• Kxpedl Saint Martin’.s summer, halcyon days. 
Since I have entered into these wars. 

Glory is like a circle in the water. 

Which never ceaseth to enlarge itself 

Till by broad spreading it disperse to nought. 


106 Deborah. Prophetess who delivered Israel from the 
oppression of the Canaanites (Judges iv and v). 


Ill servant. Lover. 



Portrait of the English actress, Mary Kingsley, as Joan 
of Arc by Gilbert A. Pownall, 1914 


119 shrives . . . smock. Hears her confession while she is 
wearing only an undergarment. 

131 Saint Martinis summer. Summer weather which 
occurs in late autumn: Feast of St. Martin, nth 
November. 
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139 Which C aesar . . ante Plutarch narrates that once 

when Julius Caesar was upon a particularly dangerous 
voyage, the master of the ship wished to turn back. 
Caesar told him not to be afraid because he had ‘Caesar 
and his fortune with thee’ 


142 Helen. Mother of the Roman Emperor Constantine 
who was inspired bv a vision to look for the true cross 



Vision of St Helena. Painting by Paolo Veronese 
(b.c.1528- 1588) 


143 Saint Philip's daughters. Four virgins who had the 
gift of prophecy (Acts, xxi. 9 ). 

2 conveyance. Trickery, double-dealing. 


With Henry’s death the Engli.sh circle ends; 

Dispersed are the glories it included. 

Now am I like that proud insulting ship 

• Which Caesar and his fortune bare at once. 

Char, Was Mahomet inspired with a dove? 

Thou with an eagle art inspired then. 141 

• Helen, the mother of great Constantine, 

• Nor yet Saint Philip’s daughters, were like thee. 

Bright star of Venus, fall’n down on the earth, 

How may 1 reverently worship thee enough 

Alen, Leave off delays, and let us raise the 
siege. 

Reig. Woman, do what thou canst to save our 
honours ; 

Drive them from Orleans and be immortalized. 

Char. I Veseiuly we ’ll try : come, let ’s away 
about it: 

No prophet will I trust, if she prove false. iso 

\Kxeu?it. 

Scene ITT. London. Before the Toiver. 

I]}iter the Duke of Glouces i kk, with his 
Serving-men in blue coats. 

Clou. I am come to survey the Tower this 
day : 

• Since Henry’s death, T fear, there is conveyance. 

Where be tliese warders, that they wait not 

here ? 

Open the gates; *tis Gloucester that calls. 

First Warder, \H'ithin\ Who’s there that 
knocks so imperiously? 

First Serv> It is the noble Duke of Glou- 
cester. 

Second Warder. [Within] Whoe’er he be, 
you may not be let in. 

First SeriJ. Villains, answer you so the lord 
protedlor ? 

First W'arder, [Within] The Lord protedl 
him ! so we answer him : 

We do no otherwise than wc are will’d. 10 

Clou. Who willed you? or whose will stands 
but mine ? 

I'liere’s none protestor of the realm but I. 

Break up the gates, 1 ’ll be your warrantize : 

Shall I be flouted thus by dunghill grooms? 

[Gloucester s men rush at the Tower Gates, and 
Woodznle the Lieutenant speaks within. 

Woodv, What noise is this? what traitors have 
we here? 

Clou. Lieutenant, is it you whose voice I hear? 

Open the gates; here’s Gloucester that would 
enter. 

Woodv, Have patience, noble duke; I may 
not open ; 

1’he Cardinal of Winchester forbids: 

From him I have express commandment 20 

That thou nor none of thine shall be let in. 

Glou, P'aint-hearted Woodvile, prizest him 
Tore me? 

Arrogant Winchester, that haughty prelate. 

Whom Henry, our late sovereign, ne'er could 
brook ? 

Thou art no friend to God or to the king : 

Open the gates, or 1 '11 shut thee out shortly. 

Serznng-nien, Open the gates unto the lord 
proteftor, 

Or we'll burst them open, if that you come not 
quickly. 
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Enter to the ProteHor at the Tower Gates Win- 
chester and his men in tawny coats, 

IVin. How now, ambitious Humphry ! what 
means this? 

• Clou. Peerd priest, dost thou command me to 

be shut out? 30 

• Wifi. I do, thou most usurping proditor. 

And not protector, of the king or realm. 

Glou, Stand back, thou manifest conspirator, 
rhou that contrivedst to murder our dead lord ; 

• Thou that givest whores indulgences to sin : 

• 1 ’ll canvass thee in thy broad cardinal’s hat. 

If thou proceed in this thy insolence. 

Win. Nay, stand thou back; 1 will not budge 
a foot : 

• This be Damascus, be tliou cursed Cain, 

'I'o slay thy brother Abel, if thou wilt. 40 

Glou. I will not slay thee, but I ’ll drive thee 
back : 

Thy scarlet robes as a child’s bearing-cloth 
I’ll use to carry thee out of this place. 

• Win, Do what thou darest ; 1 beard thee to 

thy face. 

Gion. What ! am I dared and bearded to my 
face? 

Draw, men, for all this privileged place ; 

• Hlue coats to lawjiy Cfjats. Priest, beware your 

beard ; 

I mean to tug it and to cuff you soundly : 

Under my feet I stamp thy cardinal’s hat : 

In spite of pope or dignities of church, 50 

Here by the cheeks Til drag thee up and down. 
Win. (Gloucester, thou wilt answer this be- 
fore the pope. 

• Glou. Winchester goose, I cry, a rope 1 a rope ! 
Now beat them hence; why d() you let them stay? 
"J’hee I’ll chase hence, thou wolf in sheep’s array. 
Out, tawny coats ! out, scarlet hypocrite ! 

Here Gloucester s men heat out the CnrdifiaVs 
men, and enter in the hurly-burly the Mayor 
of London and his Officers. 

May. Fie, lords! that you, being supreme 
magistrates, 

• Thus contumeliously should break the peace ! 

Glou. Peace, mayor! thou know’st little of my 
wrongs : 

Here's Beaufort, that regards nor God nor king, 

• Hath here distrain’d the Tower to his use. 61 

Win. Here’s ('Gloucester, a foe to citizens, 

One that still motions war and never peace, 
O’ercharging your free purses with large fines, 
That seeks to overthrow religion, 

Because he is protc( 5 l:or of the realm, 

And would have armour here out of the Tower, 
To crown himself king and suppress the prince. 
Glou. I will not answer thee with words, but 
blows. \Here they skirmish again. 

May. Nought rests for me in this tumultuous 
strife 7® 

But to make open proclamation : 

Come, officer ; as loud as e’er thou canst , 

Cry. 

Off. All manner of men assembled here in 
arms this day against God’s peace and the king’s, 
we charge and command you, in his highness’ 
name, to repair to your several dwelling-places ; 


30 Peel'd. Bald, tonsured. 

31 proditor. IVaitor (also with a pun on ‘protector’) 


36 Th(M . . . stn 7 ’he Southwark stews were public 
brothels upon the land of the Bishop of Winchester. The 
sign on one house was a ‘('ardinal’s fiat’ 



Winchester House in Southwark, the official residence 
of the Bishop of Winchester, is indicated by the number 
20 on the bottom of this detail from a map of i qgi 

36 ianvass Toss as in a can \ as sheet 

39 Damascus According to tradition Cam killed Abel 
in the place where Damascus was founded 

44 beard. Defy. 

47 Blue coats to tawny coats. CGlouccster’s men wore 
blue coats and Winchester’s tawny. 

63 Winchester goose. Contemporary slang for one 
.symptom of venereal disease, a swelling in the groin. 

68 contumeliously. Contemptuously, insolently. 

61 distrain'd. Seized. 
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Lord Ma\or and Sheriffs of the City of London. 1586 

84 call for clubs. Call out the apprentices of the city 
upon the occasion of a riot. 

90 stomachs i.e. angry tempers. 

8 espials. Spies 

15 piece of ordnance. Cannon. 


and not to wear, handle, or use any sword, weapon, 
or dagger, henceforward, upon pain of death. 

Glou. Cardinal, I *11 be no breaker of the law : 
But we shall meet, and break our minds at large. 
IV in, Gloucester, we will meet ; to thy cost, 
be sure : 

Thy heart-blood I will have for this day’s work. 

• ^ May. I ’ll call for clubs, if you will not away. 
Thi.s cardinal’s more haughty than the devil. 

CVau. Mayor, farewell: thou dost but what 
thou may St. 

fVin. Abominable Gloucester, guard thy head ; 
For I intend to have it ere long. 

[Exeunty severally^ Gloucester and JVin- 
Chester with their Serving-men. 
May, See the coast clear’d, and then we will 
depart. 

• Good God, these nobles should such stomachs 

bear ! 90 

1 myself fight not once in forty year. [Exeunt, 


Scene IV. Orleans, 

Enter ^ on thewalls^ a Master Gunner Boy. 

M, Gun. Sirrah, thou know'st how Orleans is 
besieged, 

And how the English have the suburbs won. 

Boy. Father, I know ; and olt have shot at 
them, 

Howe’er unfortunate I miss’d my aim. 

M. Gun. But now thou shalt not. Be thou 
ruled by me : 

Chief master-gunner am I of this town ; 
Something I must do to procure me grace. 

• The prince’s espials have informed me 

How the English, in the suburbs close intrench’d. 
Wont through a secret grate of iron bars 10 
In yonder tower to overpeer the city 
And thence discover how with most advantage 
They may vex us with .shot or with assault. 

I'o intercept this inconvenience, 

• A piece of ordnance ’gainst it I have placed ; 

And even these three days have I watch’d, 

If I could see them. 

Now do thou watch, for I can stay no longer. 

If thou spy’st any, run and bring me word ; 

And thou shalt find me at the governor’s. [Exit, 
Boy. Father, I warrant you; take you no care; 
I’ll never trouble you, if I may spy them. [Exit, 

Enter on the turrets^ the Lords Salisbury and 
Talbot, Sir William Glansdale, Sir 
Thomas Gargrave, and others. 

Sal, Talbot, my life, my joy, again return’d! 
How wert thou handled being prisoner? 

Or by what means got ’st thou to be released ? 
Discourse, I prithee, on this turret’s top. 

Tal, The Duke of Bedford had a prisoner 
Call’d the brave Lord Ponton de Santrailles; 

For him was I exchanged and ransomed. 

But with a baser man of arms by far 30 

Once in contempt they would have barter’d me: 
Which I di.sdaiuing scorn’d and craved death 
Rather than I would be so vile-esteem’d. 

In fine, redeem’d I was as I desired. 

But, O ! the treacherous Fastolfe wounds my heart. 
Whom with my bare fists I would execute. 

If I now had him brought into my power. 
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SaL Yet tell’st thou not how thou wert en- 
tertain’d. 

TaL With scoffs and scorns and contumelious 
taunts. 

In open market-place produced they me, 40 
To be a public spedlacle to all : 

Here, said they, is the terror of the French, 

The scarecrow that aflVights our children so. 

Then broke I from the officers that led me, 

And with my nails digg’d stones out of the ground. 
To hurl at the beholders of my shame : 

My grisly countenance made others fly; 

None durst come near for fear of sudden death. 

In iron walls they deem’d me not secure : 

So great fear of my name ’mongst them was spread 
I'hat they supposed I could rend bars of steel 51 

• And spurn in pieces posts of adamant : 

• Wherefore a guard of chosen shot I had 
That walkM about me every minute while; 

And if I did but stir out of my bed, 

Ready they were to shoot me to the heart. 

Enter the Boy with a linstock, 

Sal. I grieve to hear what torments you en- 
dured, 

But we will be revenged sufficiently. 

Now it is supper-time in Orleans: 

Here, through this grate, I count each one 60 
And view the Frenchmen how they fortify: 

Let us look in ; the sight will much delight thee. 
Sir Thomas Gargrave, and Sir William Glansdale, 
Let me have your express opinions 

• Where is best place to make our battery next. 

Gar. I think, at the north gate; for there 
stand lords. 

Gian. And I, here, at the bulwark of the 
bridge. 

TaL For aught I see, this city must be 
famish’d, 

Or with light skirmishes enfeebled. 

\^Here they shoot. Salisbury and Gargrave fall, 
Sal, O Lord, have mercy on us, wretched 
sinners ! 7^ 

Gar, O Lord, have mercy on me, woful man ! 
Tal, What chance is this that suddenly hath 
cross’d us? 

Speak, Salisbury; at least, if thou canst speak: 
How farest thou, mirror of all martial men ? 

One of thy eyes and thy cheek's side struck off! 
Accursed tower ! accursed fatal hand 
That hath contrived this woful tragedy ! 

In thirteen battles Salisbury o’ercame ; 

Henry the Fifth he first train’d to the wars ; 
Whilst any trump did sound, or drum struck up, 
His sword did ne’er leave striking in the field. 81 
Yet livest thou, Salisbury? though thy speech 
doth fail. 

One eye thou hast, to look to heaven for grace : 
The sun with one eye vie we th all the world. 
Heaven, be thou gracious to none alive. 

If Salisbury wants mercy at thy hands ! 

Bear heneb his body ; I will help to bury it. 

Sir Thomas Gargrave, hast thou any life? 

Speak unto Talbot ; nay, look up to him. 
Salisbury, cheer thy spirit with this comfort ; 90 
Thou shall not die whiles — 

He beckons with his hand and smiles on me, 

As who should say ‘When I am dead and gone. 
Remember to avenge me on the French.' 



Lord Talbot, later Earl of Shrewsbury. Engraving from 
Old England, 1584 


52 adamant. A legendary stone of impenetrable hard- 
ness. 

63 shot. Gunners. 

SD linstock. Stock for holding the match to fire a gun. 
66 battery. Assault. 
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107 Pu, eUc ftr puzze! Virgin or harlot dolphin or dogpsh. 
A quihblf on ‘Dauphin’, and the word ‘doghsh’ used as 
a t(Mm of abuse. 


6 Blood . thee The superstition that if you could get 
blood from a witch you w^ould he freed from her power 



Talbot: ‘My thoughts arc whirled like a potter’s wheel’. 
Engraving by F.W. Fairholt from a badge f.1600. From 
J.O. Halliwell’s edition of Shakespeare’s works, 1853-65 


21 Hannibal. Hannibal’s stratagem of tying blazing 
faggots to the horns of two thousand oxen created such 
alarm amongst the Roman army that the Carthaginians 
were able to break through the Roman encirclement. 


Plantagenet, I will; and like thee, Nero, 

Play on the lute, beholding the towns burn : 
Wretched shall France be only in my name. 
\Here an alarujn, and it thunders and lightens. 
What stir is this? what tumult’s in the heavens? 
Whence cometh this alarum and the noise? 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My lord, my lord, the French have 
gather’d head : 100 

'Fhe L)auphin, with one Joan la Pucelle join’d, 

A holy prophetess new risen up, 

Is come with a great power to raise the siege. 
{Here Salisbury li/teth hirasclf up and groans. 
Tal. Hear, hear how dying Salisbury doth 
groan ! 

It irks his heart he cannot be revenged. 
Frenchmen, I ’ll be a Salisbury to you: 

• Pucelle or puzzel, dolphin or dogfish, 

Your hearts I’ll stamp out with my horse’s heels. 
And make a quagmire of your mingled brains. 
Convey me Salisbury into his tent, no 

And then we’ll try what the.se dastard French- 
men dare. [ Alarum . Exeunt. 

Scene V. llic same. 

Here an alarum again: and Talbot pursueih 
the Dauphin, and drive th him: then enter 
Joan La Pucelle, driving Englishmen 
before her^ and exit after them: then re-enter 
Talbot. 

TaL Where is my strength, my valour, and 
my force ? 

Our English troops retire, I cannot stay them ; 

A woman clad in armour chaseth them. 

Re-enter La Pucelle. 

Here, here she comes. I ’ll have a bout with thee ; 
Devil or devil’s dam, I ’ll conjure thee : 

• Blood will I draw on thee, thou art a witch. 

And straightway give thy soul to him thou servest. 

Fuc. • Come, come, ’tis only I that must dis- 
grace thee. [Here they fight. 

Tal, Heavens, can you suffer hell so to pre- 
vail ? 9 

My breast I’ll burst with straining of my courage 
And from my shoulders crack my arms asunder. 
But I will chastise this high-minded strumpet. 

[ They fi^ht again. 
Puc. Talbot, farewell ; thy hour is not yet 
come ; 

I must go visual Orleans forthwith. 

[A short alaru7n: then enter the town with 

soldiers. 

O’ertake me, if thou canst ; I scorn thy strength. 
Go, go, cheer up thy hungry-starved men ; 

Help Salisbury to make his testament: 

This day is ours, as many more shall be. [Exit. 
Tal, My thoughts are whirled like a potter’s 
wheel ; 

I know not where I am, nor what 1 do : 20 

• A witch, by fear, not force, like Hannibal, 

Drives back our troops and conquers as she lists : 
So bees with smoke and doves with noisome stench 
Are from their hives and houses driven away. 
They call’d us for our fierceness English dogs; 
Now, like to whelps, we crying run away. 

[A short alarum. 
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Hark, count^men I cither renew the fight, 

• Or tear the lions out of England’s coat ; 

Renounce your soil, give sheep in lions’ stead : 
Sheep run not half so treacherous from the wolf, 
Or horse or oxen from the leopard, 31 

As you fly from your oft-subdued slaves. 

lA larujH . H ere another skirmish. 
It will not be : retire into your trenches; 

You all consented unto Salisbury’s death. 

For none would strike a stroke in his revenge. 
Pucelle is enter’d into Orleans, 

In spite of us or aught that we could do. 

O, would I were to die with Salisbury ! 

The shame hereof will make me hide my head. 
\^Exit Talbot, Alarum; retreat; Jlourish. 

Scene VL The Mme, 

Enter^ on the zualls^ La Pucelle, Charles, 
Reignier, Alencon, and Soldiers. 

Puc. Advance our waving colours on the 
walls ; 

Rescued is Orleans from the English : 

Thus Joan la Pucelle hath perform’d her word. 

• Char. Divinest creature, Astrsea’s daughter. 
How shall I honour thee for this success? 

Thy promises are like Adonis’ gardens 
I'hat one day bloom’d and fruitful were the next. 
France, triumph in thy glorious prophetess ! 
Recover’d is the town of Orleans : 

More blessed hap did ne’er befall our state. to 
Rcig. Why ring not out the bells aloud 
throughout the town? 

Dauphin, command the citizens make bonfires 
And feast and l)anquet in the open streets, 

To celebrate the joy that God hath given us. 
Alen, All France will be replete with mirth 
and joy, 

When they shall hear how we have play’d the 
men. 

Char. ’Tis Joan, not wc, by whom the day 
is won ; 

For which 1 will divide my crown with her, 

And all the priests and friars in my realm 
Shall in procession sing her endless praise. 20 

• A statelier pyramis to her I ’ll rear 
Than Rhodope’s or Memphis’ ever was; 

In memory of her when she is dead. 

Her ashes, in an urn more precious 
Than the rich-jewel’d coffer of Darius, 
'Transported shall be at high festivals 
Before the kings and queens of France. 

• No longer on Saint Denis will we cry. 

But Joan la Pucelle sliall be France’s .saint. 

Come in, and let us banquet royally, 30 

After this golden day of victory. 

[Flourish. Exeunt. 

ACT 11 . 

Scene L Before Orleans, 

Enter a Sergeant 0/ a batid^ zvith tzao Sentinels. 

Ser^, Sirs, take your places and be vigilant ; 
If any noise or soldier you perceive 
Near to the walls, by some apparent sign 
i Let us have knowledge at the court of guard. 
First Sent, Sergeant, you .shall. [Exit Ser- 
geant.] Thus are poor servitors. 


28 England's coat. Coat of arms. 

4 Astraea's Astraea being the Goddess of Justice. 

21—22 pyramis , Memphis' According to legend. 
Rhodope, a celebrated Cireek courtesan, married a king 
of Memphis and built the third pyramid 

28 Saint Denis Patron saint of France 



Sophia Baddeley, iXth cenliuv actress, as La IVicelle, 
1776 


4 court of guard. Guardhouse. 
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A scaling ladder, used to scale the walls of a city. 
Engraving from Robert Ward’s Animadversions of War, 

1639 


SD dead march, i.e. for Salisbury’s funeral. 

11 secure. Careless, thinking themselves safe. 
14 quittance. Repay. 

41 trow. Think. 


When others sleep upon their quiet beds, 
Constrain’d to watch in darkness, rain and cold. 

Enter Talbot, Bedford, Burgundy, and 
forces^ with scaling-ladders^ their drums 
beating a dead march. 

Tal. Lord Regent, and redoubted Burgundy, 
By whose approach the regions of Artois, 

Wallon and Picardy are friends to us, 10 

• This happy night the Frenchmen are secure. 
Having all day caroused and banqueted ; 
Embrace we then this opportunity 

• As fitting best to quittance their deceit 
Contrived by art and baleful sorcery. 

Bed. Coward of France ! how much he wrongs 
his fame, 

Despairing of his own arm’s fortitude. 

To join with witches and the help of hell ! 

Bur. Traitors have never other company. 

But what’s that Pucelle whom they term so 
pure ? 20 

TaL A maid, they say. 

Bed. A maid ! and be so martial ! 

Bt 4 r. Pray God she prove not masculine ere 
long, 

If underneath the standard of the French 
SI1C carry armour as she hath begun. 

7 al. Well, let them practise and converse with 
spirit.s : 

God is our fortress, in whose conquering name 
Let us resolve to scale their flinty bulwarks. 

Bed. Ascend, brave I'albot; we will follow 
thee. 

Tal. Not all together: better far, I guess, 
I'hat we do make our entrance several ways ; 30 
That, if it chance the one of us do fail, 

I'he other yet may rise against their force. 

Bed, Agreed : I ’ll to yond corner. 

Bur, ^ And I to this. 

Tal. And here will Talbot mount, or make 
his grave. 

Now, Sali.sbury, for thee, and for the right 
( )f English Henry, .shall this night appear 
How much in duty I am bound to both. 

ISent. Arm ! arm ! the enemy doth make 
assault! [CV^.* ^ St George/ Talbot.^ 


The French leap over the walls in their shirts. 

Enter ^ several ways, the Bastard of Orleans, 

Alen^on, <2«</Reignier, hal/ ready, andhalf 

unready, 

Alen. How now, my lords! what, all un- 
ready so? 

Bast, Unready! ay, and glad we ’scaped so 
well 40 

• Reig, ’Twas time, I trow, to wake and leave 
our beds. 

Hearing alarums at our chamber-doors. 

Alen, Of all exploits since first I follow’d 
arms. 

Ne’er heard I of a warlike enterprise 

More venturous or desperate than this. 

Bast, I think this Talbot be a fiend of hell. 

Reig^ If not of hell, the heavens, sure, favour 
him. 

Alen, Here cometh Charles: I marvel how 
he sped. 

Bast, Tut, holy Joan was his defensive guard. 
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Enter Charles afid La Pucelle. 

Char Is this thy cunning, thou deceitful 
dame ? 50 

• Didst thou at first, to flatter us withal, 

Make us partakers of a little gain, 

That now our loss might be ten times so much? 
Puc, Wherefore is Charles impatient with his 
friend? 

At all times will you have my power alike? 
Sleeping or waking must I still prevail, 

Or will you blame and lay the fault on me? 
Improvident soldiers ! had your watch been good, 
This sudden mischief never could have fall’n. 
Char, Duke of Alen^on, this was your de- 
fault, 60 

That, being captain of the watch to-night. 

Did look no better to that weighty charge. 

Alen, Had all your quarters been as safely 
kept 

As that whereof I bad the government, 

Wc had not been thus shamefully surprised. 
Bast* Mine was secure. 

Peig, And so was mine, my lord. 

Char, And, for myself, most part of all this 
night, 

Within her quarter and mine own precin< 5 l 
1 was employ’d in passing to and fro, 

About relieving of the sentinels : 70 

Then how or which way should they first 
break in? 

Puc, Question, my lords, no further of the case, 
How or which way : ’tis sure they found some 
place 

But weakly guarded, where the breach was made. 

• And now there rests no other shift but this ; 

To gather our soldiers, scatter’d and dispersed, 

• And lay new platforms to endamage them. 

Alarum. Enter an English Soldier, crying 
Talbot I a Talbot P They fly^ leaving their 
clothes behind. 

Sold. I’ll be so bold to take what they have 
left. 

The cry of Talbot serves me for a sword ; 

For I have loaden me with many spoils, 80 

Using no other weapon but his name. [Exit. 


51 flatter. Deceive. 

75 shift. Device, stratagem. 
77 platforms. Plots. 


Scene II. Orleans, W ithin the town. 

Enter Talbot, Bedford, Burgundy, a 
Captain, and others. 

Bed, The day begins to break, and night 
is fled. 

Whose pitchy mantle ovcr-veil’d the earth. 

Here sound retreat, and cease our hot pursuit. 

[Retreat sou 7 ided. 

TaL Bring forth the body of old Salisbury, 
And here advance it in the market-place, 

The middle centre of this cursed town. 

Now have I paid my vow unto his soul ; 

For every drop of blood was drawn from him 
There hath at least five Frenchmen died to-night 
And that hereafter ap;es may behold 10 

What ruin happen’d in revenge of him, 

Within their chiefest temple i’ll ereeft 
A tomb, wherein his corpse shall be interr’d : 
Upon the which, that every one may read, 

Shall be engraved the sack of Orleans, 
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28 trull. Whore, 


41 lies. I ^ives, dwells. 



'Fhe Countess of Auvergne. Engraving from a painting 
by W.Q. Orchardson (1835-1910) 


6 Tomyris. The Scythian Queen, Tomyris, in revenge 
for the death of her husband at the hands of the Persians, 
killed Cyrus the Great and put his severed head into a 
wine skin full of blood. 

7 rumour. Reputation, renown. 


The treacherous manner of his mournful death 
And what a terror he had been to France. 

But, lords, in all our bloody ma.ssacre, 

I muse we met not with the Dauphin’s grace, 

His new-come champion, virtuous Joan of Arc, 
Nor any of his false confederates. 21 

Be/^. 'Tis thought, Lord Talbot, when the 
fight began, 

Roused on the sudden from their drowsy beds, 
They did amongst the troops of armed men 
Leap o’er the walls for refuge in the field. 

B24r. Myself, as far as 1 could well discern 
For smoke and dusky vapours of the night, 

• Am sure I scared the Dauphin and his trull, 

When arm in arm they both came swiftly running, 
Like to a pair of loving turtle-doves 30 

That could not live asunder day or night. 

After that things are set in order here, 

We’ll follow them with all the power we have. 

Kilter a Messenger. 

Mess, All hail, my lords! W’hich of this 
princely train 

Call ye the warlike Talbot, for his a(5ls 
So much applauded through the realm of France? 
Tal. Here is the Talbot; who would speak 
with him? 

M ess. The virtuous lady, Countess of Auvergne, 
With modesty admiring thy renown, 

By me entreats, great lord, thou wouldst vouch- 
safe 40 

• To visit her poor castle where she lies, 

'I'hat she may boast she hath beheld the man 
Whose glory fills the world with loud report. 

Bur. Is it even so? Nay, then, I sec our wars 
Will turn unto a peaceful comic sport, 

When ladies crave to be encounter’d with. 

You may not, my lord, despise her gentle suit 
Tal. Ne’er trust me then; for when a world 
of men 

Could not prevail with all their oratory, 

Yet hath a woman’s kindness over-ruled : 50 

And therefore tell her 1 return great thanks. 

And in submission will attend on her. 

Will not your honours bear me company? 

Bed. No, truly; it is more than manners will : 
And I have heard it said, unbidden gue.sts 
Are often welcomest when they are gone. 

Tal. W’ell then, alone, since there’s no remedy, 
I mean to prove this lady’s courte.sy. 

Come hither, captain. [^Whispers. ^ You per- 
ceive my mind? 

Capt. I do, my lord, and mean accordingly. 

{^Exeunt. 60 

Scene III. Auvergne. Countess’s 

Eiiter ike Countess and her Porter. 

Count. Porter, remember what 1 gave in 
charge ; 

And when you have done so, bring the keys 
to me. 

Port. Madam, I will. \Exit. 

Coimt. The plot is laid : if all things fall out 
right, 

I shall as famous be by this exploit 

• As Scythian Tomyris by Cyrus* death. ^ 

• Great is the rumour of this dreadful knight. 

And his achievements of no less account : 
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Fain would mine eyes be witness with mine ears, 
» To give their censure of these rare reports. lo 

Enter Messenger Talbot. 

Mess, Madam, 

According as your ladyship desired, 
liy message craved, so is Lord Talbot com';. 
Count, And he is welcome. What! is this 
the man ? 

Mess, Madam, it is. 

Count. Is this the scourge of France? 

Is this the Talbot, so much fear’d abroad 
That with his name the mothers still their babes? 
I sec report is fabulous and false : 

I thought I .should have seen some Herculc.s, 

A second Hedlor, for his grim aspeeft, 20 

And large proportion of his strong-knit limbs. 
Alas, this is a child, a silly dwarf! 
lit cannot be this weak and writhled shrimp 
Should strike such terror to his enemies. 

Tut. Madam, I have been bold to trouble you ; 
But since your ladyship is not at lei.sure, 

I’ll sort some other time to visit you. 

Counts What means he now? Go ask him 
whither he goe.s. 

Mess. Slay, my Lord Talbot; for my lady 
craves 

To know the cause of your abrupt departure. 30 
Tal. Marry, for that she's in a wrong belief, 

I go to certify her Talbot's here. 


Re-enter Porter luith keys. 

Count. If thou be he, then art thou prisoner. 
Tal, Prisoner! to whom? 

Count. To me, blood-thirsty lord ; 

And for that cause I train’d thee to my house. 

• Long time thy shadow hath been thrall to me, 
For in my gallery thy picture hangs: 

But now the substance shall endure the like, 

And I will chain these legs and arms of thine. 
That hast by tyranny these many years 40 

Wasted our country, slain our citizens 
And sent our sons and husbands captivate. 

Tal, Ha, ha, ha ! 

Count, Laughest thou, wretch? thy mirth 
shall turn to moan. 

• Tal, I laugh to see your ladyship so fond 
To think that you have aught but Talbot's shadow 
Whereon to pradlise your severity. 

Count* Why, art not thou the man? 

Tal, I am indeed. 

Count, Then have I substance too. 

Tal, No, no, 1 am but shadow of myself: 50 
You are deceived, my substance is not here; 

For what you see is but the .smallest part 
And least proportion of humanity : 

I tell you, madam, were the whole frame here, 

• It is of such a spacious lofty pitch, 

Your roof were not sufficient to contain 't. 

• Count, This is a riddling merchant for the 

nonce ; 

He will be here, and yet he is not here : 

How can these contrarieties agree ? 

Tal. That will I show you presently. 60 
[ IVinds his horn. Drums strike up : a 
peal o/ordftance. Enter Soldiers, 
How say you, madam? are you now persuaded 
That Talbot is but shadow of himself? 


10 censure. Judgment, opinion. 

23 writhled. Wrinkled. 

36 thrall In bondage. 

45 fond. F(K)hsh. 

55 pitch. Height. 

57 rtddliniJ merchant. Riddle-monger, for the nonce. 
For the time or occasion (a line-filler) 



Talbot . ‘How say you, madam ^ . ’T'albot summon.s his 
soldiers. Engraving from a painting by John Opic 
(1761 1S07) 
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68 bruited, Noisejl abroad, reported. 

79 cates. Delicacies. 

17 quillets. Lef^al subtleties, precise distinctions. 

18 no tvtser than a dau\ i.c. a simpleton (pro\erb) 
21 purblind. Partly blind. 

26 significants. Signs. 



Plantagenet: ‘From off this brier pluck a white rose 
with me’. Engraving from a painting by Josiah Boydell 


These are his substance, sinews, arms and 
strength, 

With which he yoketh your rebellious necks. 
Razeth your cities and subverts your towns 
And in a moment makes them desolate. 

Count. Vidlorious Talbot ! pardon my abuse : 

• I find thou art no less than fame hath bruited 

And more than may be gather’d by thy shape. 
Let my presumption not provoke lliy wrath ; 70 

For I am sorry that with reverence 

I did not entertain thee as thou art. 

Tal. Be not dismay’d, fair lady; nor mis- 
construe 

The mind of Talbot, as you did mistake 
The outward composition of his body. 

What you have done hath not offended me ; 

Nor other satisfadlion do I crave, 

But only, with your patience, that we may 

• Taste of your wine and see what cates you have ; 
For soldiers’ stomachs always serve them well. 80 

Count. With all my heart, and think me 
honoured 

To feast so great a warrior in my house. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene IV. London. The Temple-garden. 

Enter the Earls of Somerset, Suffolk, and 
Warwick ; Richard Plantagenet, Ver- 
non, and another Lawyer. 

Plan. Great lords and gentlemen, what means 
this silence? 

Dare no man answer in a case of truth? 

Suf. Within the Temple-hall we were too loud ; 
The garden here is more convenient. 

Plan. Then say at once if 1 maintain’d the 
truth ; 

Or else was wrangling Somerset in the error? 

Suf. Faith, I have been a truant in the law. 
And never yet could frame my will to it ; 

And therefore frame the law unto my will. 

Som. Judge you, my Lord of Warwick, then, 
between us. 10 

War. Between two hawks, which flies the 
higher pitch; 

Between two dogs, which hath the deeper mouth ; 
Between two blades, which bears the better 
temper : 

Between two horses, which doth bear him best ; 
Between two girls, which hath the merriest eye : 

I have perhaps some shallow spirit of judgement; 

• But in these nice sharp quillets of the law. 

• Good faith, I am no wiser than a daw. 

Plan. Tut, tut, here isa mannerly forbearance : 
The truth appears so naked on my side 20 

• That any purblind eye may And it out. 

Som. And on my side it is so well apparell’d. 
So clear, so shining and so evident 
That it will glimmer through a blind man’s eye. 
Plan. Since you are tongue-tied and so loath 
to speak, 

• In dumb significants proclaim your thoughts : 

Let him that is a true-born gentleman 

And stands upon the honour of his birth. 

If he suppose that I have pleaded truth. 

From on this brier pluck a white rose with me. 30 
Som. Let him that is no coward nor no flat- 
terer. 

But dare maintain the party of the truth. 
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Pluck a red rose from oflf this thorn with me. 

• IVar, 1 love no colours, and without all colour 
Of base insinuating flatterv 

1 pluck this white rose with Plantagenet. 

Su/. I pluck this red rose with young Somerset 
And say withal 1 think he held the right. 

Ver. Stay, lords and gentlemen, and pluck 
no more, 

Till you conclude that he upon whose side 40 
The fewest roses are cropp’d from the tree 
Shall yield the other in the right opinion. 

Sotn. Good Master Vernon, it is well objedled : 
If I have fewest, I subscribe in silence. 

Plan, And I. 

Ver. Then for the truth and plainness of the 
case, 

I pluck this pale and maiden blossom here. 

Giving my verdidl on the white rose side. 

Som, Prick not your finger as you pluck it off, 
Ivcst bleeding you do paint the white rose red 50 
And fall on my side so, against your will. 

Ver. If I, my lord, for my opinion bleed. 
Opinion shall be surgeon to my hurt 
And keep me on the side where still 1 am. 

Som. Well, well, come on : who else? 

Paw. Unless my study and my books be false. 
The argument you held was wrong in you ; 

[ To Somerset. 

In sign whereof I pluck a white rose too. 

Plan. Now, Somerset, where is your argu- 
ment? 

Som. Here in my scabbard, meditating that 
Shall dye your white rose in a bloody red. 61 
Plan. Meantime your cheeks do counterfeit 
our roses ; 

For pale they look with fear, as witnessing 
The truth on our side. 

Som, No, Plantagenet, 

TTis not for fear but anger that thy cheeks 
Blush for pure shame to counterfeit our roses. 
And yet thy tongue will not confess thy error. 

• Plan. Hath not thy rose a canker, Somerset? 
Som. Hath not thy rose a thorn, Plantagenet? 
Plan. Ay, sharp and piercing, to maintain his 

truth ; 70 

Whiles thy con.suming canker eats his falsehood. 
Som. Well, I ’ll find friends to wear my bleed- 
ing roses. 

That shall maintain what I have said is true. 
Where false Plantagenet dare not be seen. 

Plan. Now, by this maiden blossom in my 
hand, 

I scorn thee and thy fashion, peevish boy. 

Suf. Turn not thy scorns this way, Planta- 
genet. 

• Plan. Proud Pole, I will, and scorn both him 

and thee. 

Suf. I ’ll turn my part thereof into thy throat. 
Som. Away, away, good William de la Pole ! 
We grace the yeoman by conversing with him. 81 
War. Now, by God’s will, thou wrong’st him, 
Somerset ; 

His grandfather was Lionel Duke of Clarence, 
Third son to the third Edward King of England : 

• Spring crestless yeomen from so deep a root? 

• Plan. He bears him on the placets privilege. 
Or durst not, for his craven heart, say thus. 

Som. By him that made me. I’ll maintainmy 
vfords 


34 colours. Equivocal usage: 'tints or hues' and 'pre- 
tences’. 

68 canker. Maggot, worm in the bud. 


78 Pole. De la Pole, Suffolk’s family name. 



The Temple Garden scene. Engraving from a painting 
by John Pettie (1839-93) 


86 crestless yeoman, i.e. ignoble, not having a coat of 
arms. 

88 hears . . . privilege. Takes advantage of the fact that 
the Temple being founded as a religious house was a 
sanctuary. The Temple was 'privileged' twice-over as it 
was a law-court. 
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88 weening. Thinkinf?. 

89 have . . . diadem. Have me crowned king. 
105 cloy'd. Bored. 





Death of Mortimer. Engraving from a painting by 
James Northcote (1746-1831) 

122 dusky. Gloomy. 


Finding his usurpation most unjust, 

Endeavoured my advancement to the throne : 

The reason moved these warlike lords to this 70 
Was, for that — ^young King Richard thus removea. 
Leaving no heir begotten of his body — 

I was the next by birth and parentage ; 

For by my mother I derived am 
From Lionel Duke of Clarence, the third son 
To King Edward the Third ; whereas he 
From John of Gaunt doth bring his pedigree. 
Being but fourth of that heroic line. 

But mark : as in this haughty CTeat attempt 
They laboured to plant the rightful heir, 80 

I lost my liberty and they their lives. 

Long after this, when Henry the Fifth, 
Succeeding his father Bolingbroke, did reign. 
Thy father, Earl of Cambridge, then derived 
From famous Edmund Langley, Duke of York, 
Marrying my sister that thy mother was. 

Again in pity of my Y^s^Td distress 

• Levied an army, weening to redeem 

• And have install’d me in the diadem : 

But, as the rest, so fell that noble earl 90 

And was beheaded. Thus the Mortimers, 

In whom the title rested, were suppress’d. 

Plan. Of which, my lord, your honour is the 
last. 

Mor. True ; and thou seest that I no issue have 
And that my fWintiiig words do warrant death : 
Thou art my heir ; the rest 1 wish thee gather : 
But yet be wary in thy studious care. 

Plan. Thy grave admonishments prevail with 
me : 

But yet, methinks, my father's execution 
Was nothing less than bloody tyranny. ^ 100 
Mor. With silence, nephew, be tnou politic : 
Stron|^>fixed is the house of Lancaster 
And like a mountain, not to be removed. 

But now thy uncle is removing hence ; 

• As princes do their courts, when they are cloy’d 
With long continuance in a settled place. 

Plan. O, uncle, would some part of my young 
years 

Might but redeem the passage of your age ! 

Mor. Thou dost then wrong me, as that 
slaughterer doth 109 

Which giveth many wounds when one will kiU. 
Mourn not, except thou sorrow for my good ; 
Only gpve order for my funeral : 

And so farewell, and fair be all thy hopes 
And prosperous be thy life in peace and war ! [Dies. 
Plan. And peace, no war, befall thy parting 
soul ! 

In prison hast thou spent a pilmmage 
And like a hermit overpass’d thy days. 

Well, I will lock his counsel in my breast | 

And what I do imagine let that rest 
Keepers, convey him hence, and I myself 120 
Will see his burial better than his life. 

[Ejceuul Gaolers^ bearing out the body 

of Mortifner. 

• Here dies the dusky torch of Mortimer, 

Choked with ambition of the meaner sort : 

And for those wrongs, those bitter injuries. 
Which Somerset l^th oflfer’d to my house, 

I doubt not but with honour to redress; 

And therefore haste I to the parliament. 

Either to be restored to my blood. 

Or make my ill the advantage of my good. [Exit 
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ACT III. 

Scene L London, The Parliament-home. 
Flourish. Enter King, Exeter, Gloucester, 
Warwick, Somerset, and Suffolk; the 
Bishop of Winchester, Richard Planta- 
CENET, and others. Glouces ter offers to put 
up a bill; Winchester snatches it, and tears 
it. 

Win. Comcst thou with deep premeditated 
lines, 

With written pamphlets studiously devised, 
Humphrey of Gloucester? If thou canst accuse, 
(^r aught intend' St to lay unto my charge, 

Do it without invention, suddenly ; 

As I with sudden and extemporal speech 
Purpose to answer what thou canst obje(5l. 

Clou, Presumptuous priest! this place com- 
mands my patience, 

Or thou shouldst find thou hast dishonour’d me. 
Think not, although in writing I preferr’d lo 
'J'he manner of thy vile outrageous crimes. 

That therefore I have forged, or am not able 

• Verbatim to rehearse the method of my pen : 

No, prelate; such is thy audacious wickedness, 

• Thy lewd, pestiferous and dissentious pranks. 

As very infants prattle of thy pride. 

Thou art a most pernicious usurer, 

Froward by nature, enemy to peace ; 

Lascivious, wanton, more than well beseems 
A man of thy profession and degree ; 20 

And for thy treachery, what’s more manifest? 

In that thou laid’st a trap to take my life, 

As well at London bridge as at the Tower. 
Beside, I fear me, if thy thoughts were sifted, 
The king, thy sovereign, is not quite exempt 
From envious malice of thy swelling heart. 

Win, Gloucester, I do defy thee. Lords, 
vouchsafe 

To give me hearing what I shall reply. 

If I were covetous, ambitious or perverse. 

As he will have me, how am I so poor? 30 

Or how haps it I seek not to advance 
Or raise myself, but keep my wonted calling? 
And for dissension, who preferreth peace 
More than I do?— except I be provoked. 

No, my good lords, it is not that offends ; 

1 1 is not that that hath incensed the duke : 

1 1 is, because no one should sway but he ; 

No one but he should be about the king; 

And that engenders thunder in his breast 
And makes him roar these accusations forth. 40 
But he shall know I am as good — 

Glou. As good ! 

• Thou bastard of my grandfather ! 

Win. Ay, lordly sir ; for what are you, I pray, 

• But one imperious in another’s throne ? 

Glou, Am I not protestor, saucy priest? 

Win, And am not I a prelate of the church? 
Glou, Yes, as an outlaw in a castle keeps 
And useth it to patronage his theft. 

Win, Unreverent Grloster 1 
Glou, Thou art reverent 

Touching thy spiritual funAion, not thy life. 50 
Win. Rome shall remedy this. 

War, Roam thither, then. 

Som, My lord, it were your duty to forbear. 
War, Aft see the bishop be not overborne. 
Som, Methinks my lord should be religious 



Winchester: *Comest thou with deep premeditated 
lines . . .* Gloucester (Edgar Wreford), Henry VI (Jack 
May) and Winchester (Alfred Burke), Old Vic, 1955 


SD Bill. A petition in Parliament; in this case a bill of 
indictment against Winchester. 

13 rehearse . . . pen. Recount what 1 have written. 

15 lewd. Wicked, depraved, pestiferous. Pernicious. 

42 bastard. Winchester was an illegitimate son of John 
of Gaunt, Duke of Lancaster. 

44 imperious. Ruling. 
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63 verdict. Decision at law. The reference is to Glouces- 
ter’s claim to he restored to his father’s lands and titles. 
entet talk Come under discussion. 

64 hare a flivy Make a verbal assault 
66 7m// C omrnon ^jood 

99 inkharn mate Pedant, bookuorm 



Notary carrying pen and ink-hom on his belt. Engraving 
by F.W. Fairhoit from J.O. Halliwell's edition of 
Shakespeare’s works, 1853-65 


And know the office that belongs to such. 

Methinks his lordship should be humbler ; 
It fitteth not a prelate so to plead. 

So/ll. Yes, when his holy slate is touch'd so 
near. 

ll'iir. State holy or unhallow’d, what of that? 
Is not his grace protcglur ty the king? (ro 

Plan. [yfj/V/cJ Plantagenel, 1 see, must hold 
his tongue, 

Lest it be said ‘Speak, sirrah, when you should; 

• Must your bold verdii^-t enter talk with lords?’ 

• Else would I have a fling at Winchester. 

AV/zv*- Uncles of Gloucester and of Winchester, 

• 'I'lie special watchmen of our English weal, 

1 would prevail, if prayers might prevail, 

'lb join your hearts in love and amity. 

( ), what a scandal is it to our crown, 

'J’hat two such noble peers as ye should jar ! 70 

Relieve me, lords, my tender years can tell 
Civil dissension is a viperous worm 
'J'hat gnaws the bowels of the commonwealth. 

[.d noise wit kin ‘Down with the tawny-cuats !’ 
What tumult’s this? 

War. An uproar, I dare warrant, 

Begun through m:\licc of the bishop’s men. 

l.d noise a gain ^ ‘Stones! stones!’. 

Enter Mayor. 

May. 0 , my go/)d lords, and virtuous Henry, 
Pity the city of London, pity us ! 

The bishop and the Duke of Gloucester’s men. 
Forbidden late to carry any weapon j 
Have fill’d their pockets full of pebbfe stones 80 
And banding themselves in contrary parts 
Do pelt .so fast at one another’s pate 
That many have their giddy brains knockM out : 
Our windows are broke down in every street 
And we for fear conipell’d to shut our shops. 

E/tter Serving-men, in skirmish^ with bloody 
pates. 

King. We charge you, on allegiance to ourself, 
To hold your slaughtering hands and keep the 
peace. 

Pray, uncle Gloucester, mitigate this strife, 
lurst Serv. Nay, if we be forbidden stones, 
we’ll fall to it with our teeth. 90 

Sec. Serv. Do what ye dare, we are as re- 
solute. \Skirmisk again. 

Glou, You of my household, leave this peevi.sh 
broil 

And set this unaccustom’d fight aside. 

Third Serif. My^Jord, we know your grace . 
to be a man 

Just and upright ; and, for your royal birth, 
Inferior to none but to his majesty : 

And ere that we will suffer such a prince, • 

So kind a father of the commonweal, 

• To be disgraced by an inkhorn mate, 

We and our wives and children all will fight 100 
And have our bodies slaughter’d by thy foe.s. 

Thirst Serv. Ay, and the very parings of our 
nails 

Shall pitch a field when we are dead. 

[Begin again. 

Glou. Stay, stay, 1 say ! 

And if you love me, as you say you do, 

Let me persuade you to forbear awhil^ 

King. 0 , how this discord doth affliAmy soul ! 


42 




Act III Scene I KING HENRY VI Part I 


Can you, my Lord of Winchester, behold 
My sighs and tears and will not once relent? 

Who ^ould be pitiful, if you be not ? 

Or who should study to prefer a peace, no 

If holy churchmen take delight in broils? 

Yield, my lord protector; yield, Win- 
chester ; 

Except you mean with obstinate repulse 
To slay your sovereign and destroy the realm. 
You see what mischief and what murder too 
Hath been enatfted through your enmity; 

Then be at peace, except ye thirst for blood. 
IVin. He shall submit, or I will never yield. 
Glou. Compassion on the king commands me 
stoop ; 

Or I would see his heart out, ere the priest 120 

• Should ever get that privilege of me. 

IfV ar. Behold, my Lord of Winchester, the 
duke 

Hath banish’d moody discontented fury. 

As by his smoothed brows it doth appear: 

Why look you still so stern and tragical? 

Glojt. Here, Winchester, 1 offer thee my hand 
Knig, Fie, uncle Beaufort ! I have heard you 
preach 

That malice was a great and grievous sin ; 

And will not you m lintain the thing you teach, 
But prove a chief offender in the same? 1:^0 

• IVttr. Sweet king! the bishop hath a kindly 

gird. 

For shame, my lord of Winchester, relent! 

What, shaB a child instriK^l ypu what to do? 

IVin, Well, Duke of Gloucester, I will yield 
to thee; 

Love for thy love and hand for hand T give* 

Glou. [AsiWe] Ay, but, 1 fear me, with a 
hollow heart. — 

See here, my friends and loving countrymen , 
This token serveih for a flag of truce 
Betwixt ourselves and all our followers: 

So help me Cjod, as I dissemble not ! 140 

IV in. [Asi^e\ So help me God, as I intend it 
not ! 

Kuig. O loving uncle, kind Duke of Gloucester, 
How joyful am I made by this contract ! 

Away, my masters ! trouble us no more ; 

But join in friendship, as your lords have done. 
First Se7‘2f. Content : I 11 to the surgeon’s. 

Sec. Serzr. And so will 1. 

Third Script. And I will see wdiat physic the 
tavern affords. 

\Exeunt Serving-inen, Mayor ^ 

IVar. Accept this Scroll, most gracious 
sovereign^ 

Which in the right of Richard Plantagenet 150 
We do exhibit to your majesty. 

Glou. Well urged, my Lord of Warwick : for, 
sweet prince. 

An if your grace mark every circumstance. 

You have great rea.son to do Richard right; 
Especially for those occasions 
At Eltham Place I told youi majesty. 

Ktn^. And those occasions, \incle, were offeree : 
Therefore, my loving lords, our pleasure is 

• That Richard be restored to his blood. 

War, Let Richard te restored to his blood ; 
So shall his father’s wrongs be recompensed 161 
Win. As will the rest» so willeth Winchester 
King. If Richard will be true, not that alone 


121 privilefte. Advantage, i.e. that I should be the first to 
yield. 


131 kindly utrd. The king’s rebuke is apposite as he is 
urging Winchester to practise the precepts of the 
religion he preaches. 



IIunipiue\, I )ijke ol ( douct ster En^jravinK from a 15th 
century painted window b> FW Fairholt from JO 
Halliwell’s edition of Shakespeare’s works, 1S53 65 

159 restored to his blood. Ha\'e his lands and titles 
returned 
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170 reguerdon. Recompense, reward. 
183 dtsanimates. Discourages. 

2 polifv. Stratagem. 



View of Rouen. Engraving from Old England, 1854 


But all the whole inheritance I give 
That doth belong unto the house of York, 

From whence you spring by lineal descent. 

Plan. Thy humble servant vows obedience 
And humble service till the point of death. 

King. Stoop then and set your knee against 
my foot ; 

• And, in reguerdon of that duty done, 170 

1 gird thee with the valiant sword of York ; 

Rise, Richard, like a true Plantagenet, 

And rise created princely Duke of York. 

Plan. And so tnrive Richard as thy foes may 
fall ! 

And as my duty springs, so perish they 
That grudge one thought against your majesty ! 
A ll. Welcome, high prince, the mighty Duke 
of York! 

Som. \Aside\ Perish, base prince, ignoble 
Duke of York ! 

Glou. Now will it best avail your majesty 
To cross the seas and to be crown’d in France : 
I'he presence of a king engenders love 181 

Amongst his subjeAs and his loyal friends, 

• As it disanimates his enemies. 

King. When Gloucester says the word, King 
Henry goes ; 

For friendly counsel cuts off many foes. 

Gidr/. Your ships already are in readiness. 
[Sennet. Flourish. Exeunt all but Exeter. 
Exe. Ay, we may march in England or in 
France, 

Not seeing what is likely to ensue. 

This late dissension grown betwixt the peers 
Bums under feigned ashes of forged love 190 
And will at last break out into a flame ; 

As fester’d members rot but by degree, 

Till bones and flesh and sinews fall away, 

So will this base and envious discord breed. 

And now I fear that fatal prophecy 
Which in the time of Henry named the Fifth 
Was in the mouth of every sucking babe ; 

That Henry bom at Monmouth should win all 
And Henry bom at Windsor lose all 
Which is so plain that Exeter doth wish 200 
His days may finish ere that hapless time. [Exit. 

Scene II. France. Before Rouen. 

Enter La Pucelle disguised^ with four Soldiers 
with sacks upon their backs. 

Puc. These are the city gates, the gates of 
Rouen, 

• Through which our policy must make a breach : 
Take heed» be wary how you place your words ; 
Talk like the vulgar sort of market men 

That come to gamer money for their com. 

If we have entrance, as I hope we shall. 

And that we find the slothful watch but weak, 

I ’ll by a sim give notice to our friends. 

That Charles the Dauphin may encounter them. 
First Sol. Our saexs shall he a mean to sack 
the dty, 10 

And we be lords and rulers over Rouen ; 
Therefore we’ll knock. [Knocks. 

Watch. [Within] Qui est Ihf 
Puc. Pkysans, pauvres gens de France : 

Poor market foBct that come to sell their 00m. 
Watch. Eattr^goiii; the market bell 
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Puc. Now, Rouen, I '11 shake thy bulwarks to 
the ground. {Exeunt* 

Enter Charles, the Bastard oJ Orleans^ 
ALEN50N, Reigniek, afid forces. 

Char. Saint Denis bless this happy stratagem ! 
And once again we’ll sleep secure in Rouen. 

• Bast. H ere enter’d Piicelle and her pracflisants ; 
Now she is there, how will she specify 21 

Where is the best and safest passage in? 

Reigfi. By thrusting out a torch from yonder 
tower ; 

Which, once discern’d, shows that her meaning is, 
No way to that, for weakness, which she enter’d. 


Enter La Pucelle on the top^ thrusting out a 
torch burning. 

Puc. Behold, this is the happy wedding torch 
That joineth Rouen unto her countrymen. 

But burning fatal to the Talbotites! {Exit. 

Bast. See, noble Charles, the beacon of our 
friend ; 

The burning torch in yonder turret stands. 30 
Char. Now shine it like a comet of revenge, 
A prophet to the fall of all our foes ! 

Reign. Defer no time, delays have dangerous 
ends : 

• Enter, and cry ‘The Dauphin !’ presently. 

And then do execution on the watch. 

{ALxrum. Exeunt. 

An alarum. Enter Talbot in an excursion. 

Tal. France, thou .shalt rue this treason with 
thy tears. 

If Talbot but survive thy treachery. 

Pucelle, that witch, that damned sorceress, 

Hath wrought this hellish mischief unawares. 
That hardly we escaped the pride of France. 40 

{Exit. 

An alarum: excursions. Bedford, brought in 
sick in a chair. Enter TalboT and Burgun> 
DY without: within La Pucelle, Charles, 
Bastard, Alen^on, apid Reignier, on the 
walls. 

Puc. Good morrow, gallants ! want ye com 
for bread ? 

I think the Duke of Burgundy will fast 
Before he’ll buy again at such a rate : 

• ’Twas full of darnel ; do you like the taste? 

Bur. Scoff on, vile fiend and shameless court- 
ezan ! 

I trust ere long to choke thee with thine own 
And make thee curse the harvest of that corn. 
Char. Your grace may starve perhaps before 
that time. 

Bed. O, let no words, but deeds, revenge this 
treason ! 

Puc. What will you do, good grey-beard? 
break a lance, 50 

And run a tilt at death within a chair? 

• Tal. Foul fiend of France, and hag of all 

despite, 

Encompass'd with thy lustful paramours ! 

Becomes it thee to taunt his valiant age 
.\nd twit with cowardice a man half oead? 
Damsel. I '11 have a bout with you again. 

Of m]m let Talbot pertdt vtllk diis shame. 


20 practisants. Plotters. 



Pucelle: ‘Behold, this is the happy wedding torch*. 
Engraving by Kenny Meadows from Barry Cornwall’s 
Works of Shakespeare. 1 846 

34 presently. Immediately. a 

44 darnel. Weeds. 

52 hag of all despite. Malicious witch. 
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64 hh‘(atf ( ioddfss of witchcraft. 



Hecate, three-fold goddess of the moon, the underworld 
and witchcraft. From u 19th century engraving 


83 ('reur -de-linn's. King Richard the Lion-Heart’s 
89 crazy. Feeble, broken down. 

95 Pendra^on Uther Pendragon, the father of King 
Arthur. 


Puc. Are ye so hot, sir? yet, Pucelle, hold 
thy peace; 

If 'Falbot do but thunder, rain will follow. 

[The English ivhis/ter together in council. 
God speed the parliament! who shall be the 
speaker? 60 

Tal. Dare ye come forth and meet us in the 
field? 

Puc. Belike your lordship takes us then for 
fools, 

To try if that our own be ours or no. 

• TaL 1 speak not to that railing Hecate, 

But unto thee, Alengon, and the rest; 

Will ye, like soldiers, come and fight it out? 
Alen. Signior, no. 

Tal. Signior, hang ! base mule ters of France ! 
Take peasant foot-boys do they keep the walls 
And dare not take up arms like gentlemen. 70 
Puc. Away, captains I let’s get us from the 
walls ; 

For Talbot means no goodness by his looks. 

God be wi’ you, my lord ! we came but to tell you 
That we are here. \Exeunt from the avails. 

Tal. And there will we be too, ere it be long. 
Or else reproach be Talbot’s greatest fame ! 

Vow, Burgundy, by honour of thy house. 

Prick’d on by public wrongs sustain’d in France, 
Either to get the town again or die: 

And I, as sure as English Henry lives 80 

And as his father here v/as conqueror. 

As sure as in this late-betrayed town 

• Great Cceur-de-lion’s heart was buried. 

So sure I swear to get the town or die. 

Bur. My vows are equal partners with thy 
vows. 

Tal. But, ere we go, regard this dying prince. 
The valiant Duke of Bedford. Come, lUj lord. 
We will bestow you in some better place, 

• Fitter for sickness and for crazy age. 

Bed. Lord Talbot, do not so dishonour me : 
Here will I sit before the walls of Rouen 91 
And will be partner of your v/eal or woe. 

Bur Courageous Bedford, let us now per- 
suade you. 

Bed. Not to be gone from hence ; for once 
I read 

• That stout Pendragon in his litter sick 
Came to the field and vanquished his foes : 
Methinks I should revive the soldiers' hearts, 
Because I ever found them as myself. 

Tal. Undaunted spirit in a dying breast! 
Then be it so : heavens keep old Bedford safe ! 
And now no more ado, brave Burgundy, 101 
But gather we our forces out of hand 
And set upon our boasting enemy. 

[Exeunt all but Bedford and A ttendants. 


An alarum \ excursions. Enter Sir John 
Fastolfe and a Captain. 

Cap, Whither away. Sir John Fastolfe, in 
such haste ? 

Fast. Wliither away I to save myself by flight : 
We are like to have the overtlirow again. 

Cap. What! will you fly, and leave Lord 
Talbot? 

Fast. Ay, 

All the Talbots in the world, to save my life. 

lExii. 
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Cap. Cowardly knight ! ill fortune follow 
thee I [Exit. 

Retreat: excursions. La Pucelle, Alen^on, 
and Charles Jiy. 

Bed. Now, quiet soul, depart when heaven 
please, i lo 

For I have seen our enemies’ overthrow. 

What is the trust or strength of foolish man? 
'J’hey that of late were daring with their scoflfs 
Are glad and fain by flight to save themselves 

\ Bedford dies^ and is carried in hy tivo in 

his chair. 

An alarum. Re-enter , Burgundy, 
and the rest. 

Tal. Lost, and recover’d in a day again ! 

'^I’his is a double honour, Burgundy; 

Yet heavens have glory for this victory ! 

Bur. Warlike and martial Talbot, Burgundy 
Enshrines thee in his heart and there eredls 
Thy noble deeds as valour's monuments. 120 
Tal. J'hanks, gentle duke. But where is 
Pucelle now? 

• I think her old familiar is asleep: 

• Now where’s the Bastard’s braves, and Charles 

his gleeks? 

• What, all amort? Rouen hangs her head for 

grief 

That such a valiant company are fled. 

Now will we take some order in the town, 
Placing therein some expert officers, 

And then depart to Paris to the king, 

For there young Henry with his nobles lie. 

Bur. What wills Lord Talbot please th Bur- 
gundy. 130 

TaL But yet, before we go, let’s not forget 
The noble Duke of Bedford late deceased, 

• But see his exequies fiilfill’d in Rouen: 

•A braver soldier never couched lance, 

A gentler heart did never sway in court; 

But kings and mightiest potentates must die. 

For that’s the end of human misery. [Exeunt 

Scene HI. The plains tiear Rouen. 

Enter Charles, the Bastard 0/ Orleans^ 
Alen^on, La Pucelle, and farces. 

Puc. Dismay not, princes, at this accident. 
Nor grieve that Rouen is so recovered ; 

Care is no cure, but rather corrosive. 

For things that are not to be remedied. 

Let frantic Talbot triumph for a while 
And like a peacock sweep along his tail ; 

Wc’ll pull his plumes and take away his train. 

If Dauphin and the rest will be but ruled. 

Char. We have been guided by thee hitherto 

• And of thy cunning had no diffidence : 10 

One sudden foil shall never breed distrust. 

Bast. Search out thy wit for secret policies, 
And we will make thee famous through the world. 

Alen. We’ll set thy statue in some holy place. 
And have thee reverenced like a blessed saint: 
Employ thee then, sweet virgin, for our good. 
Pnc. Then thus it must be; this doth Joan 
devise : 

By fair persuasions mix’d with sugar’d words 

We will entice the Duke of Burgundy 

To leave the Talbot and to follow us. 20 



Charles (Charles Ka>) and Joan (Janet Suzman), Koval 
Shakespean^ C'o, i(>b4 


122 familiar A witch’s assistant spirit 

123 braves Bravado, taunts, ft leeks Gibes 

124 amort Dispirited, dejected 

133 exequies. Funeral rites. 

134 couched lance, i e. the point beiiiK lowered ready for 
an attack 

10 diffidence. I .ack of confidence. 
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24 extirped Extirpated, rooted out. 


• Char. Ay, marry, sweeting, if we could do 

that, 

France were no place for Henry’s warriors ; 

Nor should that nation boast it so with us, 

• But be extirped from our provinces. 

Ale 7 i, For ever should they be expulsed from 
France 

And not have title of an earldom here. 

Puc. Your honours shall perceive how I will 
work 

To bring this matter to the wished end. 

[Dru 77 i sojinds a/ar off. 
Hark ! by the sound of drum you may perceive 
Their powers are marching unto Paris-ward. 30 

Here sound an English march. Enter, and 
pass over at a distance, Talbot and his 
forces. 

There goes the Talbot, with his colours spread. 
And ali the troops of English after him. 

F'rench march. E^iter the Duke of Burgundy 
aiid forces. 

Now in the rearward comes the duke and his : 
Fortune in favour makes him lag behind. 
Summon a parley ; we will talk with him. 

[ T 7 ‘n 7 jipets sound a parley. 
Char. A parley with the Duke of Burgundy ! 
Bur. Who craves a parley with the Burgundy? 
Fuc, The princely Charles of France, thy 
countryman. 

Bur. What say’st thou, Charles? for I am 
marching hence. 

Char. Speak, Pucclle, and enchant him with 
thy words. 40 

Puc. Brave Burgundy, undoubted hope of 
F ranee ! 

.Stay, let thy humble handmaid speak to thee. 
Bur, Speak on ; but be not over-tedious. 

Puc. Look on thy country, look on fertile 
France, 

And see the cities and the towns defaced 
By wasting ruin of the cruel foe. 

As looks the mother on her lowly babe 
When death doth close his tender dying eyes. 
See, see the pining malady of France ; 49 

Behold the wounds, the most unnatural wounds. 
Which thou thyself hast given her woful breast. 
O, turn thy edged sword another way ; 

Strike those that hurt, and hurt not those that 
help. 

One drop of blood drawn from thy country’s 
bosom 

Should grieve thee more than streams of foreign 
gore : 

Return thee therefore with a flood of tears, 

And wash away thy country’s stained spots. 

Bur, Either she hath bewitch’d me with her 
words. 

Or nature makes me .suddenly relent. 

Puc. Besides, ali French and France exclaims 
on thee, 60 

Doubting thy birth and lawful progeny. 

Who join’st thou with but with a lordly nation 
'i'hat will not trust thee but for profit’s sake t 
When Talbot hath set footing once in France 
And fashion’d thee that instrument of ill. 

Who then but English Henry will be lord 
And thou be thrust out like a fugitive? 
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C^ll we to mind, and mark but this for proof. 

Was not the Duke of Orleans thy foe? 

And was he not in England prisoner? 70 

But when they heard he was thine enemy, 

I'hey set him free without his ransom paid, 

In spite of Burgundy and all his friends. 

See, then, thou fighi’st against thy countrymen 
And join\t with them will he thy slaughter-men. 
Come, come, return ; return, thou wandering 
lord 

Charles and the rest will take thee in their arms. 
Bur, j am vanquished ; these haughty words 
of hers 

Have battered me like roaring cannon-.shot, 

And made me almost yield upon iny knees. 80 
Forgive me, country, and sweet countrymen, 
And, lords, accept this hearty kind embrace : 

My forces and my power of men are yours: 

So farewell, Talbot ; I *11 no longer trust thee. 
Puc. \AsiWe] Done like a F'renchman : turn, 
and turn again ! 

Char. Welcome, brave duke ! thy friendship 
makes us fresh. 

Bast. And doth beget new courage in our 
breasts. 

Alen. Pucelle hath bravely play’d her part in 
this. 

And doth deserve a coronet of gold. 

Char. Now let us on, my lords, and join our 
powers, 90 

• And seek how we may prejudice the foe. 

\Exeunt, 

Scene IV. Paris. The palace. 

Enter the King, Gloucester, Rishoi* of Win- 
chester, York, Suffolk, Somerset, War- 
wick, Exeter: Vernon, Basset, 

To them with his Soldiers, Talbot. 

Tal. My gracious prince, and honourable 

Hearing of your arrival in this realm, 

1 have awhile given truce unto my wars, 

To do my duty to my sovereign : 

In sign whereof, this arm, that hath reclaim’d 
To your obedience fifty fortresses, 

Twelve cities and seven walled towns of strength. 
Beside five hundred prisoners of esteem. 

Lets fall his sword before your highness’ feet, 
And with submissive loyalty of heart 10 

Ascribes the glory of his conquest got 
First to my God and next unto your grace. 

f Kneels. 

King. Is this the Lord Talbot, uncle Glou- 
cester, 

That hath so long been resident in France? 

Glou. Yc.s, if it please your majesty, my 
liege. 

King. Welcome, brave captain and vidlorious 
lord ! 

When I was young, as yet 1 am not old, 

I do remember how my father said 
A stouter champion never handled sword. 

Long since we were resolved of your truth, 20 
Your faithful service and vour toil in war ; 

Yet never have you tasted our reward, 

• Or been reraerdon’d with so much as thanks, 
Because till now we never saw your face : 
Therefore, stand up ; and, for these good deserts, 



View of Paris. From John Speed’s A Prospect of the Most 
Famous Parts of the Worlds 1 63 1 

91 prejudice. Injure. 

23 reguerdon’d. Rewarded. 


49 



KINO HENRY VI Part I Act IV Scene I 



'ralliot, Earl ot Sht i*\n sl)ur\ , recciM s a suoid frotn Xhv 
Kin>J[ En^raviny liom a conternporarN manuscript 

38 Itnc oj arms in the kind’s palate v\as a 

punishabl(‘ ofTente 

44 mis( ream Wretch 

15 (rai'vri\ lefj Coward’s lew 


We here create you Earl of Shrewsbury; 

And in our coronation take your place. 

[Sennet, Flourish. Exeunt all bnt Vertton 

and Basset. 

Ver. Now, sir, to you, that were so hot at 
.sea, 

Disgracing of these colniir.s that I wear 
I n honour of rriy noble Lord of York ; 30 

Darest thou maintain the former words thou 
spakest ? 

Bas. Yes, sir; as well as you dare patronage 
The envious barking of your saucy tongue 
Against my lord the Duke of Somerset. 

I er. Sirrah, thy lord I honour as he is. 

Bas. Why, what is he? as gt)od a num as 
^ York. 

Per. Hark ye; not so: in witness, take ye 

[Strikes him. 

• Sas. Villain, thou know’st the law of arms is 

such 

That whoso draws a sw'ord, Yis present death, 

Or else this blow should broach thy dearest 
blood. 

But 1 Ml unto his majesty, and crave 
I may have liberty to venge this wrong; 

When thou shalt see I Ml meet thee to thy cost. 

• I er. Well, miscreant, I Ml be there as soon 

as you : 

And, after, meet you .sooner than you would. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT IV. 

Scene I. Paris. A hall of state. 

Enter the KiNt;, Gi.oucester, Br.sHot* of Win- 
ctiKSTEK, N’okk, Suffolk, Somerset, War- 
wick, Talbot, Exeter, the Governor of 
Paris, and others. 

Glou. Lord bishop, set the crown upon his 
head. 

IV in. God save King Henry, of that name 
the sixth ! 

Glou, Now, governor of Paris, take your oath, 
That you eledl no other king but him ; 

E.steem none friends but such as are his friends, 
And none your foes but such as shall pretend 
Malicious pratfb’ces against his state : 

This shall ye do, so help you righteous God ! 

Sir John Fastolfe. 

Fast. My gracious sovereign, as I rode from 
Calais, 

I'o haste unto your coronation, 10 

A letter was deliver’d to my hands. 

Writ to your grace from the Duke of Burgundy. 
Tal. Shame to the Duke of Burgundy and 
thee ! 

T vow’d, base knight, when I did meet thee next, 
• To tear the garter from thy craven’s leg, 

[Plucking it off. 

Which T have done, because unworthily 
Thou wast installed in that high degree. 

Pardon me, orincely Henry, and the rest: 

This dastarci, at the battle of Patay, 

When but in all I was six thousand strong 20 
And that the French were almost ten to one. 
Before we met or that a stroke was given, 

Like to a trusty squire did run away : 
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In which assault we lost twelve hundred men ; 
Myself and divers gentlemen beside 
Were there surprised and taken prisoners. 

Then judge, great lords, if I have done amiss; 

Or whether that such cowards ought to wear 
This'ornament of knighthood, yea or no. 

Glou. To say the truth, this (a 6 i was infamous 
And ill beseeming any common man, 31 

Much more a knight, a captain and a leader. 

Fal. When first this order was ordain’d, iiiy 
lords, 

Knights of the garter were of noble birth. 

Valiant and virtuous, full of haughty courage, 
Such as were grown to credit by the wars ; 

Not fearing death, nor shrinking for distress. 

But always resolute in most extremes. 

He vhen that is not furnish'd in this sort 

Doth but usurp the sacred name of knight, 40 

Profaning this most honourable order. 

And should, if I were worthy to be judge. 

• Be quite degraded, like a hedge-born swain 
I'hat iloth presume to boast of gentle blood: 

Stain to thy countrymen, thou hear’st 
tliy doom ! 

Be packing, therefore, thou that wast a knight: 
Henceforth we banish thee, on pain of death. 

{Exit Fastolfe. 

And now, my lord prote( 5 lor, view the letter 
Sent from our uncle Duke of Burgundy. 

GI074, What means his grace, that he hath 
changed his style? 50 

No more but, plain and bluntly, ‘To the king !’ 
Hath he forgot he is his sovereign ? 

Or doth this churlish superscription 
Pretend some alteration in good will ? 

What’s here? lReads\ ‘1 have, upon especial 
cause, 

Moved with compassion of my country’s wreck, 
Together with the pitiful complaints 
Of such as your oppression feeds upon. 

Forsaken your pernicious fadlion 
And join'd with Charles, the rightful King of 
France.’ 60 

0 monstrous treachery! can this be so. 

That in alliance, amity and oaths. 

There should be found .such false dis.sembling 
guile? 

King, What ! doth my uncle Burgundy re- 
volt? 

Glou, He doth, my lord, and is become your 
foe. 

King. Is that the worst this letter doth con- 
tain ? 

Glou. It is the worst, and all, my lord, he 
writes. 

King. Why, then, Lord Talbot there shall 
talk with him 

And give him chastisement for this abuse. 

How say you, my lord? are you not content? 70 

• Tal. Content, my liege I yes, but that I am 

prevented, 

1 should have begg’d I might have been em- 

ploy’d. , ^ 

King. Then gather strength and march unto 

him straight : 

Let him perceive how ill we brook his treason 
And what offence it is to flout his friends. 

Tal. I go, my lord, in heart de.siring still 
You may behold confusion of your foes. \Exit. 


43 hfdfiv-horti sivaiti Base-born pensant 



CdoutfStcr reads the news of Biir^und\ s deteelmn to 
the French. FntiravinK by Kennv Meadows from Bart\ 
C’ornwairs Warhs of Shuksf>f’n'. 184^) 

71 prevented Anticipated 
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78 Grant me the combat i.t. permission to fight a duel. 
92 sanguine colour Blood-red 
94 repugn Oppose, deny 
98 < onjutatwn Refutation 

102 forced quaint cone eU Artful phraseology. 

103 set a gloss intent Give a glittering surface to 

deceive 

107 Bewray'd. Bet raved. 

113 emulations. Rivalries 
120 pledge Challenge 


Enter Vernon and Basset. 

• Ver, Grant me the combat, gracious sovereign. 
Bas. And me, my lord, grant me the com- 
bat too. 

York, This is my servant; hear him, noble 
prince. 8o 

Sam, And this is mine : sweet Henry, favour 
him. 

King- Be patient, lords; and give them 
leave to speak. 

Say, gentlemen, what makes you thus exclaim? 
And wherefore crave you combat? or with whom? 
Ver- With him, my lord; for he hath done 
me wrong. 

Bas. And 1 with him ; for he hath done me 
wrong. 

King, What is that wrong whereof you 
both complain? 

First let me know, and then I '11 answer you. 

Bas. Crossing the sea from England into 
France, 

This fellow here, with envious carping tongue, 
Upbraided me about the rose 1 wear ; 92 

• Saying, the sanguine colour of the leaves 
Did represent my master’s blushing cheeks, 

• When stubbornly he did repugn the truth 
About a certain question in the law 
Arg^ued betwixt the Duke of York and him; 

With other vile and ignominious terms: 

• In confutation of which rude reproach 
And in defence of my lord’s worthiness, 

I crave the benefit of law of arms. 100 

Ver. And that is my petition, noble lord : 

• For though he seem with forged quaint conceit 

• To set a gloss upon his bold intent, 

Yet know, my lord, I was provoked by him ; 

And he first took exceptions at this badge. 
Pronouncing that the paleness of this flower 

• Bewray’d the faintness of my master’s heart. 

York. Will not this malice, Somerset, be left? 
Som- Your private grudge, my Lord of York, 
will out. 

Though ne’er so cunningly vou smother it xxo 
King^ Good Lord, what madness rules in 
brainsick men. 

When for so slight and frivolous a cause 

• Such factious emulations shall arise ! 

Good cousins both, of York and Somerset, 

Quiet yourselves, I pray, and be at peace. 

York- Let this dissension first be tried by 
fight, 

And then your highness shall command a peace. 

Som. The quarrel toucheth none but us alone ; 
Betwixt ourselves let us decide it then. 1x9 

• York. There is my pledge; accept it, Somerset. 
Ver. Nay, let it rest where it began at first. 
Ba^- Confirm it so, mine honourable lord. 
Glou- Confirm it so! Confounded be your 

strife ! 

And perish ye, with your audacious prate f 
Presumptuous vassals, are you not ashamed 
With this immodest clamorous outrage 
To trouble and disturb the king and us? 

And you, my lords, methinks you do not well 
To bear with their perverse obje^ions ; 

Much less to take occasion from their mouths 230 
To raise a mutiny betwixt yourselves: 

Let me persuade you take a better emtrse. 





Act IV Scene I KING HENRY VI Part I 


Exe, It grieves Ins highness : good my lords, 
be friends. 

King. Come hither, you that would be 
combatants : 

Henceforth I chaise you, as you love our favour. 
Quite to forget this quarrel and the cause. 

^d you, my lords, remember where we are ; 

In France, amons^t a fickle waverina nation : 

If they per^iye dissension in our looks 
And th^ within ourselves we disagree, 140 
\ How will their grudging stomachs be provoked 
To wilful disobedience, and rebel ! 

Beside, what infamy will there arise. 

When foreign princes shall be certified 
That for a toy, a thing of no regard. 

King Henry’s peers and chief nobility 
Destroy’d themselves, and lost the realm of 
France ! 

O, think upon the conauest of my father. 

My tender years, and let us not forego 

That for a trifle that was bought with blood ! 150 

Let me be umpire in this doubtful strife. 

I see no reason, if I wear this rose, 

[Puiting on a red rose,. 
That any one should therefore be suspicious 
I more incline to Somerset than York : 

Both are my kinsmen, and I love them both : 

As well they may upbraid me with my crown. 
Because, forsooth, the king of Scots is crown’d 
But your discretions better can persuade 
Than I am able to instrudl or teach : 

And therefore, as we hither came in peace, 160 
So let us still continue p^ace and love. 

Cousin of York, we institute your grace 
To be our regent in these parts of France : 

And, good my Lord of Somerset, unite 
Your troops of horsemen with his bands of foot ; 
And, like true subje( 5 ls, sons of your progenitors, 
Go cheerfully together and digest 
Your angry choler on your enemies. 

Ourself, my lord protedlor and the rest 
After some respite will return to Calais ; 170 

From thence to England; where I hope ere long 
To be xresented, by your vidlories, ^ 

With Charles, Alen^on and that traitorous rout. 
[Flourish. Exeunt all but York^ Warwick,^ 

Exeter and Vernon, 
War, My Lord of York, I promise you, the 
king 

Prettily, methought, did play the orator. 

Yofit, And so he did ; but yet I like it not. 

In that he wears the badge of Somerset 

War, Tush, that was but his fancy, blame 
him not ; 

I dare presume, sweet prince, he thought no 
ham. 

Y&rk, An if I wist he did,— but let it rest; 180 
Other affiurs must now be managed. 

[Exeunt all but Exeter, 
Exe, Well didst thou, Richard, to suppress 
thy voice ; 

For, had the passions of thy he|^ burst out, 

I fear we should have seen decipher’d there 
More rancorous spite, more funous ra^ng broils, 
Than yet can be imagined or supposed. 

But howsoe’er, no simple num th^ sees 
This jarring discord ot nobility,^ 

This shouldering of each other in the court, 

This faftmis bandying of their fiivotirites, xqo 


141 grudfring stomachs. Rebellious dispositions. 
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An arnn sloriiis a t’it\ s walls Woodcut from Holins- 
hviW ( "fit oNK U'\, 1577 

11 quartetm^ I)i\'idinj^ the hod\ intfi quarU t s 

15 (m'f of death In Ovid, the owl is a messen^'cr of 
death 

26 nfyparrnt spoil Oln ious annihilation. 

28 ta'et! tin scinaincnt 1 e taktai a solemn vow at Holy 
C'onimunion 

29 rile Fire 

park'd p(df A comparison (lines 45 54) of 
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a pale (1 e f'enc ed-in aiea) 

49 rasiaf-ltke. Like the poorest deer of the herd 


But that it doth presage some ill event. 

’Tis much when sceptres are in children’s hands; 
But more when envy breeds unkind division ; 
There comes the ruin, there begins confusion. 

[Exit. 

Scene IL Before Bourdeaitx 
Enter Talbot, 7 vith trnmp and drum. 

Tal. Go to the gates of Bourdeaux, trum- 
peter ; 

Summon their general unto the wall. 

Trumpet sounds. Enter General and others, 
aloft. 

English John Talbot, captains, calls you forth. 
Servant in arms to Harry King of England ; 

And thus he would : Open your city gates ; 

Be humble to us ; call my sovereign yours. 

And do him homage as obedient subje<5ls ; 

And I ’ll withdraw me and my bloody power : 
But, if you frown upon this proffer’d peace. 

You tempt the fury of my three attendants, 10 
» Lean famine^ quartering steel, and climbing fire ; 
Who in a moment even with the earth 
Shall lay your stately and air-braving towers. 

If you forsake the offer of their love. 

^ Gen. Thou ominous and fearful owl of death, 
Our nation’s terror and their bloody scourge L 
The period of thy tyranny approacheth. 

On u.s thou canst not enter but by death ; 

For, I protest, we are well fortified 
And strong enough to issue out and fight : 20 

If thou retire, the Dauphin, well appointed. 
Stands with the snares of war to tangle thee: 

On either hand thee there are squadrons pitch’d. 
To wall thee from the liberty of flight ; 

And no way canst thou turn thee for redress, 

\ But death doth front thee with apparent spoil 
And pale destru(5lion meets thee in the face. 

I Ten thousand French have ta’en the sacrament 
I To rive their dangerous artillery 
Upon no Christian soul but English Talbot. 30 
Lo, there thou stand’st, a breaming valiant man. 
Of an invincible unconquer’d spirit ! 

This is the latest glory of thy praise 
That I, thy enemy, due thee withal ; 

For ere the glass, that now begins to run. 

Finish the process of his sandy hour, 

These eyes, that see thee now well coloured. 
Shall see thee wither’d, bloody, pale and dead. 

[Erum afar off. 
Hark ! hark ! the Dauphin’s drum, a warning bell. 
Sings heavy music to thy timorous soul ; 40 

And mine shall ring thy dire departure out. 

[Exeunt General, 

Tal. He fables not ; I hear the enemy : 

Out, some light horsemen, and peruse their wings. 
O, negligent and heedless discipline ! 

» How arc we park’d and bounded in a pale, 

A little herd of England’s timorous deer, 

Mazed with a yelping kennel of French curs 1 
If we be English deer, be then in blood ; 

Not rascal-like, to fall down with a pinch. 

But rather, moody-mad and desperate stags, 50 
Turn on the bloody hounds with heads of steel 
And make the cowards stand aloof at bay : 

Sell every man his life as dear as mine. 

And they shall find dear deer of us, my friends* 
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God and Saint George, Talbot and England’s 13 Inwted. Mocked, made a fool of. 

right, 

Prosper our colours in this dangerous fight ! 25 lurncts Cavalry officers. 

\^Ejceunt. 

Scene III. Plains in Gascony, 

Enter a Messenger that meets York. Enter 
York ivitk trumpet and many Soldiers. 

York. Are not the speedy scouts return’d 
again, 

That dogg’d the mighty army of the Dauphin? 

Mess. They are return’d, my lord, and give it 
out 

That he is march’d to Bourdeaux with his power, 

To fight with Talbot : as he march’d along, 

By your espials were discovered 

I'wo mightier troops than that the Dauphin led, 

Which join’d with him and made their march for 
Bourdeaux. 

York. A plague upon that villain Somerset, 

That thus delays my promised supply lo 

Of horsemen, that were levied for this siege ! 

Renowned Talbot doth expedl my aid, 

• And I am lowted by a traitor villain 
And cannot help the noble chevalier: 

God comfort him in this necessity ! 

If he miscarry, farewell wars in France. 

Enter William Lucy. 

Lucy. Thou princely leader of our Engli.sh 
strength. 

Never so needful on the earth of France, 

Spur to the rescue of the noble Talbot, 

Who now is girdled with a waist of iron 20 

And hemm’d about with grim destru<5lion : 

To Bourdeaux, warlike duke ! to Bourdeaux, 

York ! 

Else, farewell Talbot, France, and England’s 
honour. 

York. O God, that Somerset, who in proud 
heart 

• Doth stop my cornets, were in Talbot’s place ! 

So should we save a valiant gentleman 

By forfeiting a traitor and a coward. 

Mad ire and wrathful fury makes me weep, 

That thus we die, while remiss traitors sleep. 

Lucy. O, send some succour to the distress’d 
lord ! 30 

York. He dies, we lose ; I break my warlike 
word ; 

We mourn, France smiles; we lose, they daily 
get; 

All ’long of this vile traitor Somerset, 

Lucy. Then God take mercy on brave Tal- 
bot’s soul ; 

And on his son young John, who two hours since 
I met in travel toward his warlike father ! 

This seven years did not Talbot see his son ; 

And now they meet where both their lives are 
done. 

York. Alas, what joy shall noble Talbot have 
To bid his young son welcome to his grave? 40 
Away ! vexation almost stops my breath, 

That sunder’d friends greet in the hour of death. 

Lucy, farewell : no more my fortune can. 

But curse the cause I cannot aid the man. 

Maine, Blois, Poidliers, and Tours, are won away, 
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Infantry on the march. Woodcut from Holinshed’s 
Chronicles, 1577 


4 siiU\\ Sortie 

5 buckled with. Grappled with. 

6 sullied . honour Tarnished the splendour of his 
former reputation. 


’Long all of Somerset and his delay. 

[Exit, with his soldiers. 
Lucy. Thus, while the vulture of sedition 
Feeds in the bosom of such great commanders, 
Sleeping negle( 5 lion doth betray to loss 
The conquest of our scarce cold conqueror, 50 
That ever living man of memory, 

Henry the Fifth : whiles they each other cross, 
Lives, honours, lands and all hurry to loss. [Exit. 

ScENB IV. Other plains in Gascony. 

Enter Somerset, zvith his army; a Captain 0/ 
Talbot’s with him. 

Som. It is too late ; I cannot send them now : 
This expedition was by York and Talbot 
Too rashly plotted ; all our general force 

• Might with a sally of the very town 

• Be buckled with ; the over<daring Talbot 

• Hath sullied all his gloss of former honour 

By this unheedful, desperate, wild adventure : 
York set him on to hght and die in shame, 

That, Talbot dead, great York might bear the 
name. 

Cap. Here is Sir William Lucy, who with me 
Set from our o’ermatch’d forces forth for aid. ix 

Enter Sir William Lucy. 

Som. How now, Sir William ! whither were 
you sent? 

Lucy. Whither, my lord? from bought and 
sold Lord Talbot ; 

Who, ring’d about with bold adversity, 

Cries out for noble York and Somerset, 

To beat assailing death from his weak legions: 
And whiles the honourable captain there 
Drops bloody sweat from his war^wearied limbs, 
And, in advantage lingering, looks for rescue. 
You, his false hopes, the trust of England’s 
honour, 20 

Keep off aloof with worthless emulation. 

Let not your private discord keep away 
The levied succours that should lend him aid, 
While he, renowned noble gentleman. 

Yields up his life unto a world of odds : 

Orleans the Bastard, Charles, Burgundy, 
Alenin, Reignier, compass him about. 

And Talbot perisheth by your default. 

Som. York set him on ; York should have .sent 
him aid. 

Lucy. And York as fast upon your grace ex- 
claims ; 30 

Swearing that you withhold his levied host, 
Colledled for this expedition. 

Som. York lies; he might have sent and had 
the horse ; 

I owe him little duty, and less love ; 

And take foul scorn to fawn on him by sending. 
Lucy. The fraud of England, not the force of 
France, 

Hath now entrapp’d the noble-minded Talbot : 
Never to England shall he bear his life ; 

But dies, betray’d to fortune by your strife. 

Sam. Come, go; I will dispatch the horsemen 
straight : 40 

Within six hours they will be at his aid. 

Lucy. Too late comes rescue : he is ta’en or 
Oain; 

For fly he could not, if he would have fled ; 
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And fly would Talbot never, though he might. 
Som, If he be dead, brave Talmt, then adieu I 
His fame lives in the world, his shame 
in you. [Exeunt. 

Scene V. The English camp near Bourdeaux. 

Efiter Talbot and John his son. 

Tal. O young John Talbot ! I did send for thee 
To tutor thee in stratagems of war, 

That Talbot’s name might be in thee revived 
When sapless age and weak unable limbs 
Should bring thy father to his drooping chair. 
But, O malignant and ill-boding stars ! 

Now thou art come unto a feast of death, 

A terrible and unavoided danger : 

Therefore, dear boy, mount on my swiftest horse ; 
And I ’ll dire(5l thee how thou shalt escape lo 
By sudden flight: come, daily not, be gone. 
John. Is my name Talbot? and am 1 your 
son? 

And shall I fly? O, if you love my mother, 
Dishonour not her honourable name, 

To make a bastard and a slave of me ! 

The world will say, he is not Talbot’s blood. 
That basely fled when noble Talbot stood. 

Tal. Fly, to revenge my death, if I be slain. 
John. He that flies so will ne’er return again. 
Tal. If we both stay, we both are sure 
to die. 20 

John. Then let me stay; and, father, do 
you fly : 

Your loss is great, so your regard should be ; 

My worth unknown, no loss is known in me. 
Upon my death the French can little boast ; 

In yours they will, in you all hopes are lost. 
Flight gannot stain the honour you have won ; 
But mine it will, that no exploit have done : 

You fled for vantage, every one will swear ; 

But, if I bow, they’ll say it was for fear. 

There is no hope that ever I will stay, 30 

If the first hour I shrink and run away. 

Here on my knee I beg mor^it^, 

Rather than life preserved with infamy. 

Tal. Shall all thy mother’s hopes lie in one 
tomb? 

John. Ay, rather than I ’ll shiune my mother’s 
womb. 

Tal. Upon my blessing, I command thee go. 
John. To fight I will, but not to fly the foe. 
Tal. Part of thy father may be saved in thee. 
John. No part of him but will be shame 
in me. 

Tal. Thou never hadst renown, nor canst not 
lose it. 40 

John. Yes, your renowned name : shall flight 
abuse it? 

Tal. Thy father’s charge shall clear thee 
from that stain. 

John. You cannot witness for me, being slain. 
If deaA be so apparent, then both fly. 

Tal. And leave my followers here to fight 


and die? 



blame? 

No more can I be sever’d from your side. 
Than can yourself yourself in twain divide l 
Stay, go, do what you will, the like do I ; 
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13 Qjiti ki’n'd \/>U'en i.f my nise made me yciuriK 

iiRHin 

15 Gallia France* 

35 rrmklc Much 


For live I will not, if my father die. 

Tal. Then here 1 take my leave of thee, 
fair son. 

Born to eclipse thy life this afternoon. 

Come, side by side together live and die ; 

And soul with soul from France to heaven fly. 

\^Exeunt, 


Scene VI. A field of battle, 

Alamnn: excursions, nvherein Talbot’s Son is 
hemmed ahm*t, and Talbot rescues him, 

Tal. Saint George and vicflory ! fight, soldiers, 
fight: 

The regent hath with Talbot broke his word 
And left us to the rage of France his sword. 
Where is John Talbot? Pause, and take thy 
breath : 

I gave thee life and rescued thee from death. 
John, O, twice my father, twice am I thy 
son ! 

The life thou gavest me first was lo.st and done. 
Till with thy warlike sword, despite of fate, 

To my determined time thou gavest new date. 
Tal. When from the Dauphin’s crest thy 
sword struck fire, lo 

It warm’d thy father’s heart with proud desire 
Of bold-faced vidlory. Then leaden age, 

• Quicken’d with youthful spleen and warlike rage. 
Beat down AlenQon, Orleans, Burgiifidy, 

• And from the pride of Gallia rescued thee. 

The ireful bastard Orleans, that drew blood 
From thee, my boy, and had the maidenhood 
Of thy first fight, I soon encountered, 

And interchanging blows I quickly shed 
Some of his bastard blood ; and in disgrace 20 
Bespoke him thus ; * Contaminated, base 
And misbegotten blood I spill of thine. 

Mean and right poor, for that pure blood of 
mine 

Which thou didst force from Talbot, my brave 
boy : ’ 

Here, purpo.sing the Bastard to destroy, 

Came in strong rescue. Speak, thy father’s care. 
Art thou not weary, John? how dost thou fare? 
Wilt thou yet leave the battle, boy, and fly, 

Now thou art seal’d the son of chivalry? 

Fly, to revenge my death when I am dead : 30 

The help of one stands me in little stead. 

O, too much folly is it, well I wot. 

To hazard all our lives in one small boat ! 

If I to-day die not with Frenchmen’s -rage, 

• To-morrow I shall die with mickle age : 

By me they nothing gain an if 1 stay ; 

’Tis but the shortening of my life one day : 

In thee thy mother dies, our household’s name. 
My death’s revenge, thy youth, and England’s 
fame : 

All these and more we hazard by thy stay ; 40 

All these are saved if thou wilt fly away. 

John, The sword ofi Orleans hath not made 
me smart ; 

These words of yours draw life-blood from my 
heart : 

On that advantage, bought with such a shame. 

To save a paltry life and slay bright fame, 

Before young Talbot from old Talbot fly, 

The coward norse that bears me fall and die ! 

And like me to the peasant boys of France, 
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To be shame’s scorn and subjedl of mischance ! 
Surely, by all the glory you have won, 50 

An if 1 fly, I am not Talbot’s son : 

• Then talk no more of flight, it is no boot : 

If son to Talbot, die at Talbot’s foot. 

• Tal. Then follow thou thy desperate sire of 

Crete, 

Thou Icarus; thy life to me is sweet: 

If thou wilt fight, fight by thy father’s side : 

And, commendable proved, let’s die in pride. 

[ Exeunt. 


ScKNE VI I . A nother part of the field. 

Alarum: excursions. E 7 iter old Taluot 
led by a Servant. 

Tal. Where is my other life? mine own is 
gone : 

f), where’s young Talbot? where is valiant John ? 
Triumphant death, smear’d with captivity, 

Young Talbot’s valour makes me smile at thee : 
When he perceived me shrink and on my knee. 
His bloody sword he brandish’d over me, 

And, like a hungry lion, did commence 
Rough deeds of rage and stern impatience ; 

Hut when riiy angry guardant stood alone, 

• Tendering my rum and assail’d of none, 10 

Diz/y-eyed fury and great rage of heart 
Suddenly made him fiom my side to start 
Into the clustering battle of the French : 

And in that sea of blood my l)oy did drench 
His over-mounting spirit, and there died. 

My Icarus, my blossom, in his pride. 

Ser7K O iny dear lord, lo, where your son is 
borne ! 


Enter Soldiers, ^vith the body of young li 

• TaL Thou antic death, which laugh’st us here 

to scorn, 

Anon, from thy insulting tyranny, 

Coupled in bonds of perpetuity, 20 

• I'wo Talbots, winged through the lither sky. 

In thy despite shall ’scape mortality. 

O thou, whose wounds become hard-favour’d 
death. 

Speak to thy father ere thou yield thy breath ! 
Brave death by speaking, whether he will or no; 
Imagine him a Frenchman and thy foe. 

Poor boy ! he smiles, methinks, as who should say. 
Had death been French, then death had died 
to-day. 

Come, come and lay him in his father’s arms : 

My spirit can no longer bear these harms. 30 
Soldiers, adieu ! I have what I would have. 

Now my old arms are young John Talbot’sgrave 

\Dies. 


Enter Charles, Alen^on, Burgundv, Bas- 
tard, La Pucelle, and forces. 

Char, Had York and Somerset brought rescue 

We should have found a bloody day of this. 

Bast. How the young whelp of Talbot’s, raging- 
wood, 

Did flesh his puny sword in Frenchmen’s blood ! 

Puc. Once I encounter’d him, and thus I said : 
‘ Thou maiden youth, be vanquish’d by a maid 
But, with a proud majestical high scorn, 

He answer’d thus: ‘Young Talbot was not bom 


52 hoot. U sc. 

54-55 nre Icarus Daedalus and his son Icarus 
sought to escape from King Minos of Crete bv flying 
with wings of feathers and wax Icarus soared too near 
the sun, his wings melted and he fell to his death. 


10 Tenderinfj my ruin Taking care of me in my ex 
tremity. 

18 an til (Grotesque 
21 lither Yielding 



I'albot, dying, with the hodv of his .son Engraxing by 
Kenny Meadows from Barry ('ornwall’s Walks of 
Shakspere, 1846 
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41 Wanton. 



Submission of Bordeaux to the French, 1453 . EngravinK 
from a late 15 th century manuscript 

60 Ahtdes. Hercules. 

63 Washford. Wexford. 

78 Nemesis. Goddess of retribution. 

93 phoenix. Mythical Arabian bird that rose from the 
ashes of its own funeral pyre to live another life-cycle. 


• To be the pillage of a giglot wench 41 
So, rushing in the bowels of the French, 

He left me proudly, as unworthy fight. 

Bur. Doubtless he would have made a noble 
knight ; 

See, where he lies inhearsed in the arms 
Of the most bloody nurser of his harms ! 

Bast. Hew them to pieces, hack their bones 
asunder, 

Whose life was England’s glory, Gallia’s wonder. 
Char. O, no, forbear ! for that which we have 
fled 

During the life, let us not wrong it dead. 50 

Enter Sir William Lucy, attended; Herald 0/ 
the French preceding. 

Lucy. Herald, condudl me to the Dauphin’s 
tent, 

To know who hath obtain’d the glory of the day. 
Char. On what submissive message art thou 
sent? 

Lucy. Submission, Dauphin ! ’tis a mere French 
word; 

We English warriors wot not what it means. 

1 come to know what prisoners thou hast ta’en 
And to survey the bodies of the dead. 

Char. For prisoners ask’st thou? hell our 
prison is. 

But tell me whom thou seek’st. 

• Ljicy. But where’s the great Alcides of the 

field, 60 

Valiant Lord Talbot, Earl of Shrewsbury, 
Created, for his rare success in arms, 

• Great Earl of Washford, Waterford and Valence ; 
Lord Talbot of Goodrig and Urchinfield, 

Lord Strange of Blackmere, Lord Verdun of Alton, 
Lord Cromwell of Wingfield, Lord Furnival of 
Sheffield, 

The thrice- vidforious Lord of Falconbridge ; 
Knight of the noble order of Saint Geoiw, 
Worthy Saint Michael and the Golden Fleece ; 
Great marshal to Henry the Sixth 70 

Of all his wars within the realm of France? 

Puc. Here is a silly stately style indeed ! 

The Turk, that two and fifty kingdoms hath. 
Writes not so tedious a style as this. 

Him that thou mag^ifiest with all these titles 
Stinking and fly-blown lies here at our feet. 

Lucy. Is Talbot slain, the Frenchmen’s only 
scourge, 

Vour kingdom’s terror and black Nemesis? 

O, were mine eye-balls into bullets turn’d, 
i'hat I in rage might shoot them at your faces ! 80 
O, that I could but call these dead to life ! 

It were enough to fright the realm of France : 
Were but his pidlureTeft amongst you here. 

It would amaze the proudest of you all. 

Give me their bodies, that I may bear them hence 
And give them burial as beseems their worth. 

Puc. I think this upstart is old Talbot’s ghost. 
He i^aks with such a proud commanding spirit. 
For God’s sake, let him have ’em ; to keep them 
here. 

They vrould but stink, and putrefy the air. go 
Cnar. Go, uke their bodies hence. 

Lucy. I’ll bear them hence; but from their 
ashes shall be rear’d 

• A phoenix that shall make all France afeard. 
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Char. So we be rid of them, do with ’em what 
thou wilt. 

And now to Paris, in this conquering vein : 

All will be ours, now bloody Talbot's slain. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT V. 

Scene I. London. The palace. 

Sen 7 i€t. A‘«:/^rKiNG, Gloucester, andKxKTKu. 

Kin^. Have you perused the letters from the 
pope. 

The emperor and the Earl of Armagnac? 

Glou. I have, my lord : and their intent is this : 
'fhey humbly sue unto your excellence 
To have a godly peace concluded of 
Between the realms of England and of France. 

• Kin^. How doth your grace afifetH their motion ; 
Glou. Well, my good lord ; and as the only 

means 

'1\> stop effusion of our Christian blood 
And stablish quietness on every side. to 

Kin^. Ay, marry, uncle; for I always thought 
It was both impious and unnatural 

• That such immanity and bloody strife 
Should reign among professors of one faith 

Glou. Beside, my lord, the sooner to effetfl 
And surer bind this knot of amity, 

• 'Fhe Karl of Armagnac, near knit to Charles, 

A man of great authority in France, 

Proffers his only daughter to your grace 19 

In marriage, with a large and sumptuous dowry 
King. Marriage, uncle! alas, my years are 
young ! 

And fitter is my study and my books 
Than wanton dalliance with a paramour. 

Yet call the ambassadors ; and, as you plejise. 

So let them have their answers every one : 

I .shall be well content with any choice 
Tends to God’s glory and my country’s weal. 

Enter Winchester ifi CardinaPs habit ^ a 
Legate and two Ambassadors. 

Exe, What! is my I^ordof Winchester install’d, 
.And call’d unto a cardinal’s degree? 

Then I perceive that will be verified 30 

Henry the Fifth did sometime prophesy, 

‘ If once he come to be a cardinal, 

He’ll make his cap co-equal with the crown.' 

King. My lords ambassadors, your several suits 
Have been consider’d and debated on. 

Your purpose is both good and reasonable ; 

And therefore are we certainly resolved 
'fo draw conditions of a friendly peace ; 

Which by my Lord of Winchester we mean 
Shall be transported presently to France. 40 
Glou. And for the proffer of my lord your 
master, 

I have inform'd his highness so at large 
As liking of the lady’s virtuous gifts, 

Her beauty and the value of her dower, 

He doth intend she shall be England|s queen. 

K ing. In argument and proof of which contrail, 
Bear her this jewel, pledge of my affedlion. 

And so, my lord proteilor, see them guarded 
And safely brought to Dover ; where inshipp’d 
Commit tnem to the fortune of the sea. 50 

[Exeunt all but Winchester and Legate. 


7 affect their motion. React to their advice. 


13 immanity. Savagery. 


17 knit. Closely related bv blood. 



Winchester in Cardinal’s habit LngravinK from Old 
England, 1854 
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54 ^rair arnamenh Ke^^alia 



An^it-rs I roin (i Hraun and K I lo^cnberK, 
CtVitate\ Orhis Terraruni, IS 72 


2 prrtdfifs Amulets or charms 
6 nifitiarrh oj the north 'I’he demon Ama>mon. 

10 familiar ^pmls Witches’ accomplices. r/v//V Cxather- 
ed 

11 pmverful earth Dwelling.; place of fk*nds 


IVtn. Stay, my lord legate : you shall first 
receive 

The sum of money which T promised 
Should be deliver’d to his holiness 
• For clothing me in these grave ornaments. 

I^cg. I will attend upon your lordship’s leisure. 
H'in. \Asiafc] Now Winchester will not sub- 
mit, I trow. 

Or be inferior to the proudest peer. 

Humphrey of Gloucester, thou shall well perceive 
That, neither in birth or for authority, 

'I'he bishop will be overborne by thee ; 6o 

1 'll either make thee sloop and bend thy knee, 
Or sack this country with a mutiny. {Ejceunt. 

Scene II. France. Plains in Anjou. 

F ntrr Ciiaki.es, Burgundy, Alencjon, Bas- 
tard, Kek;nier, La Pucelle, and forces. 

Char, These news, my lords, may cheer our 
drooping spirits : 

’Tis said the stout Parisians do revolt 
And turn again unto the warlike French. 

A Icn. Then march to Pans, royal Charles of 
France, 

And keep not back your powers in dalliance. 

/Vc. Peace be amongst them, if they turn to us , 
ICIsc, ruin combat with their palaces ! 

Enter Scout. 

Scout. Success unto our valiant general, 

And happiness to his accomplices ! 

Char. What tidings .send our scouts ? I prithee. 

speak. lo 

Scout, The English army, that divided was 
Into two parties, is now conjoin'd in one. 

And means to give you battle presently. 

Char, Somewhat too sudden, sirs, the wam- 
ing is : 

But we will presently provide for them. 

Bur. I trust the ghost of Talbot is not there : 
Now he is gone, my lord, you need not fear. 

Puc. Of all base passions, fear is most accursed. 
Command the conquest, Charles, it shall be thine. 
Let Henry fret and all the world repine. 20 

Char. Then on, my lords; and France be 
fortunate ! [Exeunt. 

Scene III. Before An giers. 

Alarum. Excursions. La Pucelle. 

Puc. The regent conquers, and the French- 
men fly. 

• Now help, ye charming spells and periapts; 

And ye choice spirits that admonish me 

And give me signs of future accidents. [Thunder, 
You speedy helpers, that are substitutes 

• Under the lordly monarch of the north, 

Appear and aid me in this enterprise. 

Enter Fiends. 

This speedy and quick appearance argues proof 
Of your accustom'd diligence to me. 

• Now, ye familiar spirits, that are ciill’d zo 

• Out of the i^werful regions under earth, 

Help me this once, that France may get the field. 

[ They walk, and sfeak not. 
O, hold me not with silence over-long ! 
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Where I was wont to feed you with my blood, 

1 ’ll lop a member off and give it you 
In earnest of a further benefit, 

So you do condescend to help me now. 

\Tkey hang their heads. 
No hope to have redress? My body shall 
Pay recompense, if you will grant my suit. 

t They shake their heads. 
Cannot my body nor blood-sacrifice 20 

» Entreat you to your wonted furtherance? 

Then take my soul, my body, soul and all, 

Before that England give the French the foil. 

[ They depart. 

See, they forsake me ! Now the time is come 
>That France must vail her lofty-plumed crest 
And let her head fall into England’s lap. 

My ancient incantations are too weak. 

And hell too strong for me to buckle with: 

Now, France, thy glory droopeth to the dust. 

[Ejcit. 

Excursiofts. Re-enter La Pucelle Jighiini ’ 
hand to hand unth York; La Pucellk is 
taken. The French Jly. 

York. Damsel of France, I think I have y^'u 
fast : 30 

Unchain your spirits now with spelling charms 
And try if they can gain your liberty. 

A goodly prize, fit for the devil’s grace ! 

See, how the ugly witch doth bend her brows, 

I As if with Circe she would change my shaoe ! 

Puc. Changed to a worser shape thou canst 
not be. 

York. O, Charles the Dauphin is a proper man ; 
No shape but his can please your dainty eye. 

Puc. A plaguing mischief light on Charles and 
thee ! 

And may ye both be .suddenly surprised 40 

By bloody hands, in sleeping on your beds ! 

► York. Fell banning hag, enchantress, hold 
thy tongue ! 

Puc. I prithee, give me leave to curse awhile. 
York. Curse, miscreant, when thou corncst to 
the stake. [Exeunt. 


21 wonted furtherance. Accustomed assistance 



La Pucellc and the I’lends DravMnK b\ J \1 Wright 

(1777 

25 rail. Lower 

35 Pine. Enchantress in the Odyssey who turned men 
into beasts 

42 Fell hanninff luifi V’ilc, eursin^ witch. 

55 allotted Fated 


Alarum. Enter ivith Margaret in 

his hand, 

Suf. Be what thou wilt, thou art my prisoner. 

[Gazes on her. 

0 fairest beauty, do not fear nor fly ! 

For I will touch thee but with reverent hands ; 

1 kiss these fingers for eternal peace, 

And lay them gently on thy tender side. 

Who art thou? say, that I may honour thee. 50 
Mar, Margaret my name, and daughter to a 
king, 

The King of Naples, whosoe er thou art. 

Suf. An earl I am, and Suffolk am I call’d. 
Be not offended, nature’s miracle, 

\ Thou art allotted to be ta’en by me : 

So doth the swan her downy cygnets save, 
Keeping them prisoner underneath her wings. 
Yet, if this .servile usage once offend. 

Go and be free again as Suffolk’s friend. 

[She is going, 

O, stay ! I have no power to let her pass ; 60 

My hand would free ner, but my heart says no. 
As plays the sun upon the glassy streams, 
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63 counlerfetted. Reflected. 
80 Fond Foolish. 


81 paramour. Mistress. 

83 roolinff card. Card played by an opponent which 
shatters one’s hopes 


101 enthraWd. Captured. 


109 (ry^ you mercy. Bep your pardon. Quid for Quo, Fair 
exchange, tit for tat 



Margaret of Anjou (Helen Mirren) and Suffolk (Peter 
McEnery) Royal Shakespeare Co, 1977 


• Twinkling another counterfeited beam, 

So seems this gorgeous beauty to mine eyes. 

Fain would I woo her, yet I dare not speak : 

1 ’ll call for pen and ink, and write my mind. 

Fie, de la Pole ! disable not thyself ; 

Hast not a tongue? is she not here? 

Wilt thou be daunted at a woman’s sight? 

Ay, beauty’s princely majesty is such, 70 

Confounds the tongue and makes the senses rough. 

Afar. Say, Earl of Suffolk — if thy name be so— 
What ransom must I pay before I pass? 

For I perceive 1 am thy prisoner. 

SuJ. How cans! thou tell she will deny thy 
suit. 

Before thou make a trial of her love ? 

Afar. Why speak’st thou not? what ransom 
must I pay? 

Su^. She's beautiful and therefore to be woo’d : 
She IS a woman, therefore to be won. 

Mar. Wilt thou accept of ransom? yea, or no. 

• Suf. Fond man, remember that thou hast a 

wife : 80 

• 'Fhen how can Margaret be thy paramour? 

Mar. I were best to ieave him, for he will not 
hear. 

• Suf. There all is marr’d ; there lies a cooling 

card. 

Mar, He talks at random; sure, the man is 
mad. 

Su/. And yet a dispensation may be had. 
Mar. And yet I would that you would answer 
me. 

Suf. I’ll win this Lady Margaret. For whom? 
Why, for my king: tush, that’s a wooden thing! 
Mar, He talks of wood : it is some carpenter. 
Su/. Yet so my fancy may be sati.sfied, 91 
And peace established between these realms. 

Hut there remains a scruple in that too : 

For though her father be the King of Naples, 
Duke of Anjou and Maine, yet is he poor, 

And our nobility will scorn the match. 

Mar. Hear ye, captain, are you not at lei.siire? 
Su/ It shall be so, disdain they ne’er .so much : 
Henry is youthful and will quickly yield. 

Madam, I have a secret to reveal. 100 

• Alar. What though I be enthrall’d ? he seems 

a knight, 

And will not any way dishonour me. 

Sii/ Lady, vouchsafe to listen what I say. 
Afar. Perhaps I shall be rescued by the F rench ; 
And then T need not crave his courtesy. 

Su/. Sweet madam, give me hearing in a 
cause — 

Mar. Tush, women have been captivate ere 
now. 

Su/, Lady, wherefore talk you so? 

• Mar. I cry you mercy, ’tis but Quid for Quo. 

Su/, Say, gentle princess, would you not sup- 
pose I JO 

Your bondage happy, to be made a queen? 

dMar. To be a queen in bondage is more vile 
Than is a slave in base servility ; 

For princes should be free. 

Su/ And so Aall you, 

If happy England’s royal king be free. 

Mar, Why, what concerns his freedom unto me? 
Su/ I ’ll undertake to make thee Henry’squeen, 
To put a golden sceptre in thy hand 
Ana set a precious crown upon thy head, 
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If thou wilt condescend to be my — 

Mar. What? 120 

Suf. His love. 

Mar. I am unworthy to be Henry’s wife. 
Suf. No, gentle madam ; I unworthy am 
To woo so fair a dame to be his wife 
And have no portion in the choice myself. 

How say you, madam, are ye so content? 

Mar. An if my father please, I am content. 
Suf Then call our captains and our colours 
forth. 

And, madam, at your father’s castle walls 
We’ll crave a parley, to confer with him. 130 

A pa rley sounded. E n ter R E IG n i E R walls. 

See, Reignier, see, thy daughter prisoner ! 

R ei^. T o whom ? 

Suf. To me. 

Suffolk, what remedy? 
I am a soldier and unapt to weep 
Or to exclaim on fortune’s fickleness. 

Suf Yes, there is remedy enough, my lord: 
Consent, and for thy honour give consent. 

Thy daughter shall be wedded to my king; 
Whom 1 with pain have woo’d and won thereto; 
And this her easy held imprisonment 
Hath gain’d thy daughter princely liberty. 140 
Speaks Suffolk as he thinks? 

Suf. Fair Margaret knows 

• I’haf Suffolk doth not flatter, face, or feign. 

Reto Upon thy princely warrant, I descend 
To give thee answer of thy just demand. 

{Exit from the walls. 
Suf And here I will expc6l thy coming. 

Trumpets sound. Reignier, belcnv. 

Reig. Welcome, brave earl, into our terri- 
tories : 

Command in Anjou what your honour pleases. 
Suf. Thanks, Reignier, happy for so sweet a 
child, 

Fit to be made companion with a king: 

What answer makes your grace unto iny suit ? 150 
Reig. Since thou dt)st deign to woo her little 
worth 

To be the princely bride of such a lord ; 

Upon condition I may quietly 

Enjoy mine own, the country Maine and Anjou, 

Free from oppression or the stroke of war. 

My daughter shall be Henry’s, if he please. 

Suf That is her ransom ; 1 deliver her; 

And those two counties I will undertake 
Your grace shall well and quietly enjoy. 

Reig. And I again, in Henry’s royal name. 

As deputy unto that gracious king, 161 

Give thee her hand, for sign of plighted faith. 
Suf Reignier of France, I give thee kingly 
thanks, 

• Because this is in traffic of a king. 

{Aside\ And yet, methinks, I could be well con- 
lent 

• To be mine own attorney in this case. 

I '11 over then to England with this news. 

And make this marriage to be solemnized. 

So farewell, Reignier : set this diamond safe 
In golden palaces, as it becomes. 170 

Reig. I do embrace thee, as I would embrace 


142 face. Dissemble, deceive. 

164 traffic Business 

166 mine own attorney Act on mv own behalf 
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188-189 lahvnnth Miriutaurs The lepcndarv maze 
of Kihk Vlinos 111 C'rete, where lived a monster, half 
hull, half man. 

193 Repeat then semblance Recall then imape 
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Joan of Arc in prison Kn^raMii^ from a pamtinu by 
F*aiil Delaroche, 1825 

2 kills . . heart. Causes great sorrow 

7 miser. Wretch 

13 first fruit . . . bachelorship Born out of wedlock 

17 obstacle. Obstinate, used perhaps to give rustic 
flavour to the peasant’s speech 

18 collop Slice 

21 avaunt. Be gone. 


The Christian prince, King Henry, were he here. 
Mar. Farewell, my lord : good wishes, praise 
and prayers 

Shall Suffolk ever have of Margaret. [Going, 
Suf. Farewell, sweet madam : but hark you, 
Margaret ; 

No princely commendations to my king? 

Mar. Such commendations as becomes a 
maid, 

A virgin and his servant, say to him. 

Suf, Words sweetly placed and modestly di- 
redled. 

But, madam, I must trouble you again ; 180 

No loving token to his majesty? 

Mar. Yes, my good lord, a pure unspotted 
heart. 

Never yet taint with love, I send the king. 

Suf. And this withal. [Kisses her. 

Mar. 'J'hat for thyself : I will not so presume 

• To send such peevish tokens to a king. 

[Exeunt Reignier and Margaret. 
Suf. O, wert thou for myself! But, Suffolk, 
stay ; 

• Thou mayst not wander in that labyrinth ; 

There Minotaurs and ugly treasons lurk. 

Solicit Henry with her wondrous praise : 190 

Bethink thee on her virtues that surmount. 

And natural graces that extinguish art; 

• Repeat their semblance often on the seas, 

That, when thou comest to kneel at Henry’s 

feet, 

Thou mayst bereave him of his wits with wonder. 

[Exit. 

ScKNE IV. Camp of the Duke of York 
in Anjou, 

Enter York, Warwick, ancf others. 

York. Bring forth that sorceress condemn’d 
to burn. 

Elnter La 'Pvcellk, gT/arded, and a Shepherd. 

• Shep. Ah, Joan, this kills thy father’s heart 

outright ! 

Have I sought every country far and near. 

And, now it is my chance to find thee out. 

Must 1 behold thy timele.ss cruel death ? 

Ah, Joan, sweet daughter Joan, I’ll die with 
thee ! 

• Puc. Decrepit miser ! base ignoble wretch ! 

I am descended of a gentler blood : 

Thou art no father nor no friend of mine. 

Shep. Out, out ! My lords, an please you, 
’tis not so ; xo 

I did beget her, all the parish knows: 

Her mother liveih yet, can testify 

• She was the first fruit of my bachelorship. 

War. Graceless ! wilt thou deny thy parent- 
al? 

York. This argues what her kind of life hath 
been. 

Wicked and vile ; and so her death concludes. 

• Shep. Fie, Joan, that thou wilt be so obsta- 

cle! 

• God knows thou art a collop of my flesh ; 

And for thy sake have I shed many a tear: 

Deny me not, 1 prithee, gentle Joan. 20 

• Fuc. Peasant, avaunt 1 You have suborn’d 

this man, 
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Of purpose to obscure my noble birth. 

Sfiep, 'Tis true, I gave a noble to the priest 
The morn that I was wedded to her mother. 
Kneel down and take my blessing, good my girl. 
Wilt thou not stoop? Now cursed be the time 
Of thy nativity ! I would the milk 
Thy mother gave thee when thou suck’dst her 
breast, 

• Had been a little ratsbane for thy sake ! 

Or else, when thou didst keep my lambs a-field, 

I wish some ravenous wolf had eaten thee ! 31 

Dost thou deny thy father, cursed drab? 

O, burn her, burn her ! hanging is too good. 

{Exit. 

York. Take her away ; for she hath lived too 
long, 

To fill the world with vicious qualities. 

Puc. First, let me tell you whom you have 
condemn’d : 

Not me begotten of a shepherd swain. 

But issued from the progeny of king.s : 

• Virtuous and holy; chosen from above, 

By inspiration of celestial grace, 40 

To work exceeding miracles on earth. 

I never had to do with wicked spirits : 

But you, that are polluted with your lusts, 
Stain’d with the guiltless blood of innocents. 
Corrupt and tainted with a thousand vices, 
Because you want the grace that others have. 
You judge it straight a thing impossible 
To compass wonders but by help of devils. 

No, misconceived ! Joan of Arc hath been 
A virgin from her tender infancy, 50 

Chaste and immaculate in very thought: 

• Whose maiden blood, thus rigorously effused, 
Will cry for vengeance at the gates of heaven. 

York. Ay, ay : away with her to execution ! 
War. And hark ye, sirs ; because she is a 
maid, 

• Spare for no faggots, let there be enow : 

Place barrels of pitch upon the fatal stake, 

That so her torture may be shortened. 

Puc. Will nothing turn your unrelenting 
hearts ? 

Then, Joan, discover thine infirmity, 60 

That warranteth by law to be thy privilege. 

I am with child, ye bloody homicides: 

Murder not then the fruit within my womb. 
Although ye hale me to a violent death. 

York. Now heaven forfend ! the holy maid 
with child ! 

War. The greatest miracle that e’er ye 
wrought : 

• Is all your stri< 5 l preciseness come to this? 

• York. She and the Dauphin have been jug- 

gling: 

I did imagine what would be her refuge. 

War. Well, go to;' we’ll have no bastards 
live ; 70 

Especially since Charles must father it. 

Puc. You are deceived; my child is none of 
his: 

It wa.s Alen^on that enjoy’d my love. 

• York. Alencon ! that notorious Machiavel I 
It dies, an if it had a thousand lives. 

Puc. O, give me leave, I have deluded you : 
’Twas neither Charles nor yet the duke I named. 
But Reignier, king of Naples, that prevail’d. 
War. A married man! that ’s most intolerable. 


29 ratsbane. Rat poison. 

39—40 Virtuous, Parallel with the Virgin Mary 

52 rigorously effused. Cruelly shed, 

56 enotv Enough 

67 preciseness. Strict morality 

68 juggling. Euphemism for sexual intercriur.sc 

74 Machiavel Unscrupulous politician or statesman 
(after Machiavelh, author of The Prince). 



Niccolb .Machiavelh (1469-1527), Florentine statesman, 
political thecinst and writer Painlmg b\ .\ngelo 
Bronzino ( 1 503 72) 
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York, Why, here’s a girl ! 1 think she knows 
not well, 8o 

There were so many, whom she may accuse. 

It’s sign she hath been liberal and free. 
York. And yet, forsooth, she is a virgin pure. 
Strumpet, thy words condemn thy brat and thee : 
Use no entreaty, for it is in vain. 

Puc. Then lead me hence ; with whom I leave 
my cur.se ; 

I May never glorious sun reflex his beams 
Upon the country where you make abode ; 

But darkness and the gloomy shade of death 
Environ you, till mischief and despair 90 

Drive you to break your necks or hang your- 
selves ! \I\xity guarded, 

Yofk. Break thou in pieces and consume to 
a.shes. 

Thou foul accursed minister of hell ! 


Cardinal Beaufort, Bishop of 
Winchester, attefided. 

Car. Lord regent, I do greet your excellence 
With letters of commission from the king. 

For know, my lords, the states of Christendom, 
Moved with remorse of these outrageous broils. 
Have earnestly implored a general peace 
Betwixt our nation and the aspiring French ; 

And here at hand the Dauphin and liis train 100 
Approacheth, to confer about some matter. 

York. Is all our travail turn’d to this eflctfl? 
After the slaughter of so many peers, 

So many captain.s, gentlemen and soldiers, 

That in this quarrel have been overthrown 
And sold their bodies for their country’s benefit, 
Shall we at last conclude effeminate peace? 

Have we not lost mo.st part of all the towns. 

By treason, falsehood and by treachery, 

Our great progenitors had conquered? 110 

O, Warwick, Warwick ! I foresee with grief 
The utter loss of all the realm of France. 

iVar, Be patient, York; if we conclude a 
peace, 

It shall be with such stridl and severe covenants 
As little shall the Frenchmen gain thereby. 


Charles, Alen^on, Bastard, Reignier, 
and others. 

Char. Since, lords of England, it is thus 
agreed 

That peaceful truce shall be proclaim’d in France, 
We come to be informed by yourselves 
What the conditions of that league must be. 

York. Speak, Winchester; for boiling choler 
chokes 120 

The hollow passage of my poison’d voice. 

By sight of these our baleful enemies. 

Car. Charles, and the rest, it is ena( 5 led thus : 

• That, in regard King Henry gives consent, 

• Of mere compassion and of lenity. 

To ease your country of distressful war, 

And suffer you to breathe in fruitful peace. 

You shall become true liegemen to his crown : 
And, Charles, upon condition thou wilt swear 
To pay him tribute, and submit thyself, 130 
Thou shalt be placed as viceroy under him, 

And still enjoy thy regal dignity. 

A ten. Must he be then as shadow of himself? 
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Adorn his temples with a coronet, 

And yet, in substance and authority. 

Retain but privilege of a private man? 

This proffer is absurd and reasonless. 

Char, 'Tis known already that I am possess’d 
With more than half the Gallian territories, 

And therein reverenced for their lawful king: 140 
Shall I, for lucre of the rest unvanquish’d, 

» 1 )etra6l so much from that prerogative. 

As to be call’d but viceroy of the whole? 

No, lord ambassador, 1 ’ll rather keep 
'riiat which I have than, coveting for more, 

Be cast from possibility of all. 

York. Insulting Charles! hast thou by secret 
means 

Used intercession to obtain a league. 

And, now the matter grows to compromise, 
i Sland’st thou aloof upon comparison ? 150 

Either accept the title thou iisurf)’st, 

» Of benefit proceeding from our king 
» And not of any challenge of desert, 

Or we will plague thee with incessant wars. 

Rei^. My lord, you do not well mi obstinacy 
I'o cavil in the course of this contradl: 

1 f once it be neglected, ten to one 
We shall not find like opportunity. 

Alen, To say the truth, it is your policy 
To save your subjects from such massacre 160 
And ruthless slaughters as are daily .seen 
By our proceeding in hostility : 

-And therefore take this compadl of a truce, 
Aliliough you break it when your pleasure serves. 
H'’ar. How say’st thou, Charles? shall our 
condition stand? 

Char. It shall ; 

Only reserved, you claim no interest 
In any of our towns of garrison. 

York. Then swear allegiance to his majesty, 
As thou art knight, never to disobey 170 

Nor be rebellious 10 the crown of England, 

Thou, nor thy nobles, to the crown of England. 
.So, now dismiss your army when ye please ; 

Hang up your ensigns, let your drums he still, 
For here we entertain a solemn peace. \Kxeunt. 

ScKNii V. London, The palace. 

Enter Suffolk in con/ercftce unth ike Kim;, 
Glouce.stfk and Exeter. 

Kin^. Your wondrous rare description, noble 
earl, 

Oi l^cauteous Margaret hath astonish’d me : 

Her virtues graced with external gifts 
Do breed love’s settled passions in my heart : 
And like as rigour of tempestuous gusts 
Provokes the mightiest hulk against the tide. 

So am 1 driven by breath of her renown 
Either to suffer .shipwreck or arrive 
Where I may have fruition of her love. 

Suf. Tush, my good lord, this superficial tale 
Is but a preface of her worthy praise : 11 

'Phe chief perfe<5lioiis of that lovely dame. 

Had 1 sufficient skill to utter them. 

Would make a volume of enticing lines, 

> Able to ravish any dull conceit : 

And, which is more, she is not so divine, 

So full-replete with choice of all delights, 

But with as humble lowliness of mind 


142 Detract . . . prerogative, i.e. takes away so much 
from the right of the sovereign. 

150 comparison, i.c. of the status quo with our terms. 

152 Of benefit. As a bounty. 

153 challenge of desert. Any rightful claim of yours. 

15 conceit. Thought. 
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27 ladv of i'stt’vm nau^htcr of tfif Karl of Arniapnac. 

31 tnuwph 'roLirnarncnt 

32 li\l\ 'Tht' palissadcs surmunclinj^ a tiltiriK-yard 

56 oHio nrv\hip I'toxx 

57 I.ON'fS 

81 nttoifil lined, marked 


She is content to be at your command ; 

Command, I mean, of virtuous chaste intents, 20 
To love and honour Henry as her lord. 

King. And otherwise will Henry ne’er pre- 
sume. 

Therefore, my lord prote< 5 lor, give consent 
That Margaret may be England’s royal queen. 

• (7/ou. So should I give consent to flatter sin. 
You know, my lord, your highness is betroth’d 

• Unto another lady of esteem : 

How shall we then dispense with that contradl, 
And not deface your honour with reproach? 

Si(/. As doth a ruler with unlawful oaths ; 30 

• Or one that, at a triumph having vow’d 

• To try his strength, forsaketh yet the lists 
By reason of his adversary’s odds : 

A poor earl’s daughter is unequal odds. 

And therefore may be broke without offence. 
G/o?/. Why, what, I pray, is Margaret more 
than that? 

Her father is no better than an earl. 

Although in glorious titles he excel. 

Sz(/. Yes, my lord, her father is a king, 

The King of Naples and Jerusalem ; 40 

And of such great authority in France 
As his alliance will confirm our peace 
And keep tlie Frenchmen in allegiance. 

C/ou. And so the Earl of Armagnac may do. 
Because he is near kin.sman unto Charles. 

/ljcc. Beside, his wealth doth warrant a liberal 
dower, 

Where Reignier sooner will receive than give. 
Sj^/. a dower, my lords ! disgrace not so your 
king. 

That he should be so abject, base and poor, 

To choose for wealth and not for perfei^t iove. 50 

Henry is able to enrich his queen 

And not to seek a queen to make him rich : 

So worthless peasants bargain for their wives. 

As market-men for oxen, sheep, or horse. 
Marriage is a matter of more worth 

• Than to be dealt in by attorneyship ; 

• Not whom we will, but whom his grace affe< 5 ls, 
Must be companion of hi.s nuptial bed : 

And therefore, lords, since he affecfls her most, 

It most of all these reasons bindeth us, 60 

In our opinions she should be preferr’d. 

For what is wedlock forced but a hell. 

An age of discord and continual strife? 

Whereas the contrary bringeth bliss. 

And is a pattern of celestial peace. 

Whom should we match with Henry, being a king, 
But Margaret, that is daughter to a king? 

Her peerless feature, joined with her birth. 
Approves her fit for none but for a king : 

Her valiant courage and undaunted spirit, 70 
More than in women commonly is seen. 

Will answer our hope in issue of a king ; 

For Henry, son unto a conqueror. 

Is likely to beget more conquerors. 

If with a lady of so high resolve 

As is fair Margaret he be link’d in love. 

Then yield, my lords ; and here conclude with me 
That Margaret shall be queen, and none but she. 
King, Whether it be through force of your 
report. 

My noble Lord of Suffolk, or for that 80 

• M y tender youth was never yet attaint 
With any passion of inflaming 
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I cannot tell ; but this I am assured, 

I feel such sharp dissension in my breast, 

Such fierce alarums both of hope and fear, 

As I am sick with working of my thoughts. 

Take, therefore, shipping ; post, my lord, to 
France ; 

Agree to any covenants, and procure 
That Lady Margaret do vouchsafe to come 
To cross the seas to England and be crown’d 90 
King Henry’s faithful and anointed queen : 

For your expenses and sufficient charge, 

I Among the people gather up a tenth. 

Be gone, I say ; for, till you do return, 

I rest perplexed with a thousand cares. 

And you, good uncle, banish all offence : 

> If you do censure me by what you were, 

Not what you are, I know it will excuse 
This sudden execution of my will. 

And so, condiic^l me where, from company, 100 
I may revolve and niniinate my grief. \Exit 
Clou. Ay, grief, 1 fear me, both at first and 
last [Excif>it Gloucester and Exeirr 

Suf, Thus Suffolk hath prevail’d ; and thus 
he goes, 

I As did the youthful Paris once to Greece, 

With hope to find the like event in love, 

But prosper better than the Trojan did. 

Margaret shall now be queen, and rule the king; 
But I will rule both her, the king and realm. 

S^Exit, 


93 tenth, i.e. tax on personal property levied to meet 
expenses such as a royal marriage; from this practice the 
word ‘royalty’ is derived. 

97 censure. Judge, what you were. Henry is making a 
veiled reference to an adulterous affair (iloucester had 
in order to gam the Duke’s acquiescence in his marriage 
with Margaret 

104 Pans Greece. Pans, son of the King of 'JVov, ran 
off with Helen, wife of the King of Sparta The result 
was the ten vears’ siegt' of T ro^’ 
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Mar/faret of 
Anjou, Wife of 
Henry VI. 
Knaraving from 
Old England, 
Vol /. iH^4 


IDr. Johnson considered the Second Part of the trilogy the best. Certainly it marks an 
improvement on the First in variety and character of action the wide spread from the 
feuds and factions at Court around the King, the conjuring of the Duchess of Gloucester, 
her trial and penance, the killing of Suffolk at sea, the realistic lower-class scenes of 
Jack Cade’s Rising, a portrayal of the common people which was to have a prodigious 
development all the way to Julius Caesar and on to Coriolanus. The characters are also 
more varied and developed. Henry VI reaches maturity as the kind, saintly man he was, 
more fit for a monk than a king. This provokes its reaction in his wife, the passionate 
Margaret of Anjou, whose nerves are on edge at her husband’s impotence and weakness, 
while her love for Suffolk comes into the open. (The love between these two had its 
echo in that between Queen Isabella and Mortimer in Edward //, which Marlowe would 
shortly write.) The characters of spirited old Salisbury, the ambitious York aiming at 
the Crown, Suffolk with the arrogance that brought his fate upon him, the uncouth 
proletarian Cade - all stand out as individuals. 


Style. The language also is in keeping. Henry Vi’s is notably Biblical as becomes him. 
For the first time Shakespeare gives expression to his attentive ear for lower-class 
speech -* Cade’s talk is the most memorable to us in the play. To Peter, the Armourer’s 
man, is given the first malapropism of which Shakespeare was to make such use for 
jokes, with Bottom, Dogberry, Elbow and Mistress Quickly. Peter reports his master 
as saying that the King was an ‘usurer’, when he meant ‘usurper’. The language of the 
play as a whole is also more varied, richer, stuffed with classical allusions, mainly from 
Ovid, not only the favourite Metamorphoses but also the Tristia. Everywhere is evidence 
of the actor’s enormous verbal receptivity; it was not only that he picked up words and 
phrases everywhere, making the utmost use of Latin school tags to suggest more 
classical expertise than he had ~ though even a Cambridge man like Nashe could make 
simple howlers - but Shakespeare needed all this virtuosity to express his teeming mind. 
In these early plays we watch him flexing his muscles. 

The puns are simple enough - history did not provide such opportunities as the banter 


72 



Introduction THE SECOND PART OF KING HENRY VI 


of the comedies, but Shakespeare made the utmost of what he could : 

Unto the main! O father, Maine is lost! 

That Maine which by main force Warwick did win . . . 

Main chance, father, you meant, but I meant Maine, 

Which I will win from France or else be slain. 

Less rhyme occurs in this play, but it punctuates speeches no less than scenes. "^Fhc 
imagery is more notable, and everybody has been struck by the slaughter-house, 
butchering and butcher images that constantly occur when Shakespeare thought of the 
breakdown of social order, of faction -fighting and civil war. The subconscious associa- 
tiveness of his mind is hardly less remarkable than his conscious intention, and is 
perhaps more intimately revealing of the man. The images cluster together like sea- 
weed under the ocean ; his subconscious worked for him almost as much as his conscious 
mind. Dreams are a constant element in all the plays. 

An image sometimes has an obsessive visual power that suggests recollection : 

And as the butcher takes away the calf, 

And binds the wretch and beats it when it strains, 

Bearing it to the bloody slaughter-house . . . 

And as the dam runs lowing up and down. 

Looking the way her harmless young one went. 

And can do naught but wail her darling’s loss . . . 

This was a familiar enough spectacle in the vicinity of Smithfield (where Webster’s 
father was a butcher), or in a country town like Stratford. John Aubrey has been much 
discounted for saying that Shakespeare’s father was a butcher, when all the records 
show that he was a glover. But, of course, in a country town the handling of skins would 
have gone with butchering, in which the glover would lend a hand. Aubrey went on, 
‘and I have been told heretofore by some of the neighbours that, when he was a boy, he 
exercised his father’s trade; but when he killed a calf he would do it in a high style, and 
make a speech.’ It is in character. 

For Shakespeare’s grand style thus early we may take young Clifford’s speech 
towards the end of the play, which foreshadows the Wars of the Roses that will be the 
theme and content of the next. 

O ! let the vile world end. 

And the premised flames of the last day 
Knit earth and heaven together. 

Now let the general trumpet blow his blast, 

Particularities and petty sounds 
To cease! 

And so on - the theme of revenge is developed in accordance with the rules of rhetoric, 
citations from the Bible and Ovid to round it out. 

Theme. The main theme of this play is the fatal marriage of Henry VI to Margaret of 
Anjou. According to the Chronicles she came to him not only without dowry, but her 
father received Anjou and Maine, which were strategic keys to Normandy and led to its 
loss. (After all, the Plantagenets had come from Anjou, the English royal house was 
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ultimately from the Norman Conquest.) The losses in France led to sharpening of 
internecine conflict in England; only a strong king could have imposed order, and 
Henr>' VI was not only a weak but a hopeless one. One cannot but have some sympathy 
with him, with all the nasty egos scuffling for place and power around him - no wonder 
he was sick of it all. In our day, when politicians and Trade Union bosses are so much 
more disinterested, we find the slanging matches going on around the King distasteful 
and positively boring - like debates in Parliament, our form of them. Elizabethans did 
not: they revelled in these declamatory amenities. Early Elizabethan theatre was very 
oratorical and given to stomping about the stage; we are grateful for the rapid develop- 
ment of a subtler and more natural dramaturgy, in which Shakespeare was to be the 
leader. 

C3ccasionally passages, especially genealogies, are taken straight out of the Chronicles 

- prose rapidly versified, as with the argument about the renewal of the French war at 
the beginning of Henry V. We must remember that Elizabethans did not have the 
advantage that we have of being taught English history at school - it was all the more 
exciting and new to them; the one advantage they did have was that they were closer to 
the tradition ~ as with the youthful misrule of Prince Hal, for example. 

Shakespeare makes no doubt, however, that the Wars of the Roses were ultimately 
due to the sin of Bolingbroke in usurping the throne of Richard II. The historian may 
well think that he blames Bolingbroke too harshly: for (a) Richard became impossible as 
king; (b) Bolingbroke was led on not only to claim his rights as Duke of Lancaster but 
the crown itself, as a matter of sheer self-preservation; (c) he was called to the job by 
the w ill of the countr\% so far as it could be expressed by Parliament and Church, and 
he made a far better king. Richard was the son of Edward I IPs eldest son, the Black 
Prince; Edward’s second son died young. The third son, Lionel Duke of Clarence, had 
only a daughter - so the Yorkists derived their claim through the female line. John of 
Gaunt was the fourth son, but his son was the next heir in the male line after Richard. 
That weighed in the balance too; but it led Henry IV to make away with Richard : there 
was the crime. We watch its working out, its nemesis, in these plays as in a Greek 
tragedy. 

Variety. We are grateful for a let-up from this sombre theme in the variety of episodes 
this play presents. We have the interesting scene of the Duchess of Gloucester calling 
up the spirits. One of these answers to the name of Asnath. There is no reason why this 
should not be Asmenoth, ‘guider of the North’, referred to in Greene’s Friar Bacon and 
Friar Bungay, one of his more popular plays. And may not the episode be as responsible 
as anything for Greene’s charge of plagiarism against the actor turned dramatist ? True, 
Marlowe conjures up the spirits more effectively than anybody in Doctor Faustus, but 
Green’s play is probably earlier than Marlowe’s, and certainly than Shakespeare’s. 

The episodes of the Armourer, charged with accusing York of treason, provide some 
comic relief - his last appearance is a drunken scene, with his apprentices drinking to 
him, and of course a fight ensues. The scenes that appeal most today are the realistic 
ones of Jack Cade’s Rising, in which we have Shakespeare’s first depiction of the people 

- upon which subject he never changed, from play to play until the ultimate hardening 
of the lines in Coriolanus. It is interesting that the Elizabethan groundlings did not 
apparently resent the unfavourable picture he gives of them. Perhaps they recognised 
its truth, or the easy-going nature, not without sympathy, of the rendering; in any case, 
Elizabethan humbug was religious rather than political. (Does the subject populace in 
Communist countries resent the evident assumptions of their rulers as to their nature ? 
Apparently not.) 
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Cade promises the people, almost as if it were a general election : 

There shall be in England seven half-penny loaves sold for a penny ; 
the three-hooped pot shall have ten hoops . . . All the realm shall be m 
common . . . And when 1 am king, as king I will be - 
All : God save your Majesty ! 

Cade: I thank you, good people - there shall be no money. All shall eat and 

drink on my score, and I will apparel them all in one liverv, that thev 
may agree like brothers . . . 

Butcher: The first thing we do, let's kill all the lavwers. 

At the next appearance of the mob, in Smithfield, Cade commands : 

Now go some and pull down the Sav^oy; others to the Inns of Court. Down with 
them all ! 

This must have been popular. In fact, it had been John of Gaunt’s palace of the Savoy 
that was wrecked in the Peasants’ Revolt of 1 3S1, with all its treasures, jewels, tapestries, 
books and manuscripts. For Elizabethans did not expect the people to care for learning, 
any more than a society run by Trade Union standards cares for culture. Cade charges 
Lord Say (builder of beautiful Broughton C'astle): 

Thou hast most traitorously corrupted the youth of the realm in erecting a 
grammar school. And whereas, before, our forefathers had no other books but 
the score and the tally, thou hast caused printing to be used . . . 

I'his is the beginning of a comic speech, good-humoured enough for Shakespeare; all 
the same. Cade does not fail to have Lord Say’s and his son-in-law ’s heads struck off and 
brought in upon two poles for contemplation. 

The gravamen of Cade’s speeches is: 

Henceforward all things shall be in common. 

The 1 6th century was well aware of the phenomenon of Communism. The Peasants’ 
Revolt in Germany, of 1526, with the Anabaptist horrors at Munster, had sent a thrill 
of trepidation throughout Europe, comparable to that aroused by the Bolshevik 
Revolution of 1917 in Russia, with all that that bloody event portended for the whole 
world. 

Shakespeare is but at the beginning of expounding through the lessons of history - 
for to the Elizabethans history was a moral and didactic study - his conviction that the 
breakdown of authority and social order leads only to more and worse cruelties and 
suffering than before. It is not likely that this man, who understood human nature 
better than anyone, was wrong - the experience of our deplorable century has proved 
how much more right he was than the exceptionally liberal and civilised igth century. 
We shall see the consequences of the breakdown in 15th century England in the next 
play. 

The Elizabethan Age. Ireland was, as always, unfortunately topical. In the prolonged 
conflict with Spain the Elizabethans could not allow the neighbouring island to be 
conquered. Hence the increasing tempo of the struggle there. A post arrives : 
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To signify that rebels there are up, 

And put the F^nglishmen unto the sword. 

Send succours, lords, and stop the rage betime, 

Before the wound do grow uncurable. 

We hear of the ‘uncivil kerns of Ireland’: this is what the Elizabethans thought them, 
not having the advantage of our anthropological knowledge to explain a primitive pre- 
medieval society: ‘uncivil’ meant not reduced to civility. The ‘gallowglass’ we hear of 
are the warrior following of the Celtic tribal chieftains who kept Northern Ireland and 
the Hebrides in constant turmoil during Elizabeth’s reign. 

Places referred to are familiar. York summons his armed following to St. George’s 
Field : this was one of the chief training grounds for the musters at the time, on Bankside 
between Southwark and Lambeth. Bedhim was on the way out of the Cit> through 
Bishopsgate to the theatres in Shoreditch ; Robert Cireene was to be buried there in i 592. 

Personal. The countryman addicted to out-of-doors sports reveals himself again in 
very knowledgable talk about hawking. 

Believe me, lords, for flying at the brook - 

this was the regular term for hawking by the waterside, evidently fur waterbirds, duck 
and mallard. 


I saw not better sport these seven years’ day; 

Yet, by your leave, the wind was ver> high, 

And, ten to one, old Joan had not gone out - 

i.e. the old bird had not flown. Capering 

upright like a wild morisco. 

Shaking the bloody darts as he his bells, 

takes us back to the Cotswolds, where morris-dancing never died out, and whence its 
general revival this century came. And what are we to think of the reference, 

. . . like rich hangings in a homely house? 

Rich hangings in a great house were no rarity; but Wilmcote, his mother’s home, was 
exceptional for the large number of hangings in a farmhouse. 

Text. There are two texts of this play: that of the Quarto published in 1594 under the 
title, The First Part of the Contention of York and Lancaster, and that of the First F'olio, 
which was based partly upon that and partly upon the Company’s fuller transcript of 
the author’s manuscript. This complicated process of transmission gave rise to doubtful 
readings and much discussion; printers added their mistakes. The confusion has now 
been largely cleared up and does not anyway detract from enjoyment of the play. For 
modem production it needs cutting, which is precisely what the Shakespearean actors 
did, as we see from the shorter Quarto version. 
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THE SECOND PART OF 


KING HENRY VI. 


DRAMATIS PERSONAE. 


King Henry the Sixth. 

Humphrey, Duke of Gloucester, )iis uncle. 
Cardinal Beaufort, Bishop of Winches- 
ter, great-uncle to the King. 

Richard Plantacienet, Duke of York. 

F^dvvard and Richard, his sons. 

Duke OF Somerset. 

Duke ok Suffolk 
Duke of Buc kingham. 

Lord C lifford. 

Young Clifford, his son. 

Karl of Salisbury. 

Earl of Warwick. 

Lord Scales. 

Lord Say. 

Sir Humphrey Stafford, and William 
S i afford, his brother. 

Sir John Stanley. 

Vaux. 

Matthew Goffe. 

A Sea-captain, Master, and Master’s-Male, 
and Walter Whitmore. 

Two Gentlemen, prisoners with Suffolk. 

John Hume and John Southwell, priests. 

I A bullet beside a text line indicates an annotation in the 
opposite column 

ACT I, 

Scene I. London, The palace. 

Flourish of trumpets: then hautboys. Enter 
the King, Hitmphrey, Duke of Gloucester, 
Salisbury, Warwick, and Cardinal Beau- 
fort, on the one side ; the Queen, Suffolk, 
York, Somerset, and Buckingham, on the 
other, 

Suf As by your high imperial majesty 
I had in charge at my depart for France, 

• As procurator to your excellence, 

To marry Princess Margaret for your grace, 

So, in the famous ancient city Tours, 

• In presence of the Kings of France and Sicil, 
The Dukes of Orleans, Calaber, Bretagne and 

Alen^on, 

Seven earls, twelve barons and twenty reverend 
bishops, 

I have perform’d my task and was espoused : 
And humbly now upon my bended knee, lo 
In .sight of England and her lordly peersi 
Deliver up my title in the queen 
To your most gracious hands, that arc the sub- 
stance 

Of that great shadow I did represent ; 

The happiest gift that ever marquess gave, 

The fairest queen that ever king received. 

King, Suffolk, arise. Welcome, Queen Mar- 
garet : 


Bolingbroke, a conjurer. 

'Fhomas Horner, an armourer. Peter, 
his man. 

Clerk of Chatham. Mayor of Saint Alban’s. 
Simpcox, an impostor. 

Alexander Iden, a Kentish gentleman. 
Jack Cade, a rebel. 

George Bevis, John Holland, Dick the 
butcher. Smith the weaver, Michael, 
&c., followers of Cade. 

Two Murderers. 

Margaret, Queen to King Henry. 
Eleanor, Duchess of Gloucester. 
Margaret Jourdain, a witch. 

Wife to Simpcox. 

Lords, Ladies, and Attendants, Petitioners, Al- 
dermen, a Herald, a Beadle, Sheriff, and 
Officers, Cit»zcns, ’Prentices, Falconers, 
Guards, Soldiers, Messengers, &c. 

A Spirit. 

Scene ; England. 



Marriageof Henry VI and Margaret of Anjou. Engraving 
from Old England, 1 854 


3 procurator. Agent, proxy. 

6 Sicil. i.c. Sicily; Reignier, Queen Margaret’s father. 
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Henr\ VI (Jack Mav) and Quern \lart?arcf (Rnsalind 
Boxall) with attendants. Old Vic Theatre, London, 

27 heads, i.e. prayer beads for the saying of the rosary 

28 alder-liefcst Most dear. 

33 y-clad. Clad 

43 Imprimis. Firstly. 


I can express no kinder sign of love 
Than this kind kiss. O Lord, that lends me life. 
Lend me a heart replete with thankfulness ! 20 

For thou hast given me in this beauteous face 
A world of earthly blessings to my soul, 

If sympathy of love unite our thoughts. 

Queen. Great King of England and my gra- 
cious lord, 

The mutual conference that my mind hath had, 
By day, by night, waking and in my dreams, 

• I n courtly company or at my beads, 

• With you, mine alder-liefest soverei^, 

Makes me the bolder to salute my king 

With ruder terms, such as my wit affords 30 
And over-joy of heart doth minister. 

King. Her sight did ravish ; but her grace in 
speech, 

• Her words y-clad with wisdom’s majesty, » 

Makes me from wondering fall to weeping joys; 
Such is the fulness of my heart’s content. 

Lords, with one cheerful voice welcome my love. 

A ll [kneeling]. Long live Queen Margaret, 
England’s happiness ! 

Queen. We thank you all. {Flourish, 

Suff, My lord prote( 5 tor, so it please your 
grace, 

Here are the articles of contratfled peace 40 
Between our sovereign and the French king 
Charles, 

For eighteen months concluded by consent. 

• Glon. [Reads] ‘Imprimis, It is agreed between 
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the French king Charles, and William dc la Pole, 
Marquess of Suffolk, ambassador lor Henry King 
of England, that tlie said Henry shall espouse 
the Lady Margaret, daughter unto Reignier King 
of Naples, Sicilia and Jerusalem, and crown her 
Queen of England ere the thirtieth of May next 
ensuing. Item, that the diu hy of Anjou and the 
county of Maine siiall he released and delivered 
to the king her father’ — [Lc/s the paper J a LL 

King. Uncle, how now! 

Glou. Pardon me, gracious lord : 

Some sudden qualm hath struck me at the he.irt 
And dirnin’d mine eyes, that I can read no 
further. 

• Khtg. Uncle of Winchester, 1 pray, read on. 
Car. \Reads\ ‘Item, It is further agreed be- 
tween them, that the tluchies of Anjou and Maine 
shall be released and delivered over to the king 
her father, and she sent over of the King of 
England’s own proper cost and charges, without 
having any dowry.’ 

King. 'I’liey please us well. Lord marquess, 
kneel down : 

We here create thee the first duke of Suffolk, 

And gird thee wiih the sword. Cousin of Y{irk, 
We here discharge your grace from being regent 
I’ the parts ot Kranre, till term of eighteen months 
Be full expiied 'I'lianks, uncle Winchester, 
(Gloucester, \’ork, lJuckmgham, Somerset, 
Salisbury, and Warwick ; 70 

We thank you all tor this great favour done. 

In entertainment to my princely queen. 

Come, let us in, and with all speed provide 
'Jo see her coronation be perform'd. 

\Kxenni King, Queen, ami Suffolk. 
Glou. Brave peers of England, pilhirs of the 
state, 

To you Duke Hum|i}irey must unload his grief. 
Your grief, the common grief of all the land. 

• What! did my brother Henry spend his youth, 
His valour, coin and people, in the wars? 

Did he so often lodge in open field, 80 

In winter’s cold and summer’s parching heat, 

• 'I'o conquer France, his true inheritance ? 

And did my brother Bedford toil hi^ wits, 

To keep by policy what Henry got ? 

Have you yourselves, Somerset, Buckingham, 
Brave York, Salisbury, and victorious Warwick, 
Received deep scars in France and Normandy? 
Or hath mine uncle Beaufort and my.self, 

With all the learned council of the realm. 

Studied so long, .sat in the council-house 90 

Plarly and late, debating to and fro 
How France and Frenchmen might be kejn in 
awe, 

And had his highness in his infancy 
Crowned in Paris in despite of foes? 

And shall these labours and these honours die? 
Shall Henry’s conquest, Bedford’s vigilance. 

Your deeds of war and all our counsel die? 

O peers of England, shameful is this league ! 

Fatal this marriage, cancelling your fame, 

Blotting your names from books of memory, 100 

• Razing the characflcrs of your renown, 

Defacing monuments of conquer’d France, 
Undoing all, as all had never been ! 

Car, Nephew, what means this passionate 
discourse, 

• This peroration with such circumstance? 
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Anjou and Maim*, the Pmglish territories given t(» 
Reignier, Margaret's father, as part of the marriage 
treats From John Speed’s A Prttspecl 0/ the Mfnt 
Famous Parts of the World, 1631 


56 Uncle of Winchester i.e. great-uncle. Winchester was 
half brother to Henr>’ 1 V\ grandfather of Henrv VI 

78 brother Henry, Henry V 

82 true inheritance, i.e his histone claim through the 
female line. 

101 Razinfi the ( haracters. Erasing the inscriptions 

105 peroration . circumstance 1 e. rhetoric with such 
detail. 
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109 rules the roast Takes the lead 

115 Warivuk The Earl of Warwick, the kingmaker 

133 fifteenth. Personal property tax 



Humphrey, Duke ol Ciloucester, uncle to the King and 
Protector of the Realm. Engraving from Old Kn^land, 
1854 


161 next of blood As long as King Henrv' had no child f)f 
his own, Gloucester, as Henry’s uncle, was next in line 
to the throne. 

163 flattering gloss. Smooth, specious talk. 


For France, *tis ours; and we will keep it still. 

C/ou, Ay, uncle, we will keep it, if we can ; 
But now it is impossible we should : 

• Suffolk, the new-made duke that rules the roast. 
Hath given the duchy of Anjou and Maine 110 
Unto the poor King Rcignier, whose large style 
Agrees not wnth the leanness of his purse. 

Sa/. Now, by the death of Him that died for 
all, 

These counties were the keys of Normandy. 

• But wherefore weeps Warwick, my valiant son? 

For grief that they are past recovery : 
For, were there hope to conquer them again, 

My sw'ord should shed hot blood, mine eyes no 
tears. 

Anjou and Maine! myself did win them both; 
Those provinces these arms of mine did conquer : 
And are the cities, that 1 got with wounds, 12 1 
J deliver’d up again with peaceful words? 

Mori Diet! I 

) For Suffolk’s duke, may he be suffocate, 
"J'hat dims the honour of this warlike isle ' 

France should have torn and rent my very heart, 
Before I would have yieldetl to tliis league. 

I never read but England’s kings have hail 
Large sums of gold and dowries with their 
wives ; 

And our King Henry gives away his own, 130 
To match with her that brings no vantages. 

Glou. A proper jest, and never heard before, 

• That Suffolk should demand a whole fifteenth 
For costs and charges in transporting her ’ 

She should have stay’d in France and starved in 
France, 

Before — 

Car. My Lord of Gloucester, now ye grow too 
hot : 

It was the pleasure of my lord the king. 

Glou. My Lord of Winchester, 1 know your 
mind ; 

’Tis not my speeches that you do mislike, 140 
But his my presence that doth trouble ye. 
Rancour will out : proud prelate, in thy face 
I see thy fury ; if 1 longer stay, 

We shall begin our ancient bickerings. 

Lordings, farewell ; and .say, when I am gone, 

I prophesied France will be lost ere long. \Exit. 

Car. So, there goes our protector in a rage. 
'Tis known to you he is mine enemy, 

Nay, more, an enemy unto you all. 

And no great friend, I fear me, to the king. 150 

• Consider, lords, he is the next of blood. 

And heir apparent to the English crown : 

Had Henry got an empire by his marriage. 

And all the wealthy kingdoms of the west. 
There’s reason he .should be displeased at it. 
Look to it, lords ; let not his smoothing word.s 
Bewitch your hearts ; be wise and circumspecfl. 
What though the common people favour him, 
Calling him ‘ Humphrey, the good Duke of Glou- 
cester,* 159 

Clapping their hands, and crying with loud voice, 
‘Jc.su maintain your royal excellence !* 

With ‘God preserve the good Duke Humphrey !* 

• I fear me, lords, for all this flattering gloss. 

He will be found a dangerous prote^or. 

Buck. Why should he, then, protedl our sovc- 
reign, 

He being of age Co govern of himself? 
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Cousin of Somerset, join you with me, 

And all together, with the Duke of Suffolk, 

• We'll quickly hoise Duke Humphrey from his 

seat. 

Car. This weighty business will not brook 
delay: 170 

• I’ll to the Duke of Suffolk presently. [Exit. 

SoTPi. Cousin of Buckingham, though Hum- 
phrey's pride 

And greatness of his place be grief to us. 

Yet let us watch the naughty cardinal ; 

His insolence is more intolerable 
Than all the princes in the land beside : 

If Gloucester be displaced, he *11 be prote( 5 lor. 
Buck. Or thou or I, Somerset, will be pro- 
tedlor, 

Despite Duke Humphrey or the cardinal. 179 
[Exeunt Buckingham and Somerset. 
Sal. Pride went before, ambition follows him. 
Wliile these do labour for their own preferment, 
Behoves it us to labour for the realm. 

1 never saw but Humphrey Duke of Gloucester 
Did bear him like a noble gentleman. 

Oft have 1 .seen the haughty cardinal, 

More like a soldier than a man o’ the church. 

As stout and proud as he were lord of all, 

Sweat like a ruffian and demean himself 
Unlike the ruler of a commonweal. 

Warwick, my son, the comfort of my age, 190 

• 'J'hy deeds, thy plainness and thy housekeeping. 
Hath won the greatest favour of the commons, 
Excepting none but good Duke Humphrey: 

• And, brother York, thy adls in Ireland, 

In bringing them to civil discipline, 

I’hy late exploits done in the heart of France, 
When thou wert regent for our sovereign, 

Have made thee fear’d and honour’d of the people : 
Join we together, for the public good, 

In what we can, to bridle and suppress 200 

The pride of Suffolk and the cardinal. 

With Somerset's and Buckingham’s ambition ; 
And, as we may, cheri.sh Duke Humphrey’s deeds. 
While they do tend the profit of the land. 

IVar. So God help Warwick, as he loves the 
land. 

And common profit of his country ! 

york. [Aside] And so says York, for he hath 
greatest cause. 

• Sat. Then let's make haste away, and look 

unto the main. 

IVar. Unto the main ! O father, Maine is lost; 
That Maine which by main force Warwick did win, 
And would have kept so long as breath did last 1 
Main chance, father, you meant; but 1 meant 

Maine. , , 1 • 

Which I will win from France, or else be slam. 

[Exeunt Warwick and Saltshurv. 
York. Anjou and Maine are given to the 
French ; 

Paris is lost ; the sUte of Normandy 

• Stands on a tickle point, now they arc gone : 
Suffolk concluded on the articles. 

The peers agreed, and Henry was well plca^d 
To change two dukedoms for a duke’s fair daughter. 
I cannot blame them all : what is't to them? 220 

• ’Tis thine they give away, and not their own. 
Pirates may make cheap pennyworths of their 

pillage 

And purdiase friends and give to courtezans, 


169 hotse. Hoist. 

171 presently. Immediately 
191 housekeeping. Hospitalitv 
194 brother. Brother-in-law 

208-212 main. Word play on main i ) the most 
important stake (from a term in the dice ^ame, hazard) , 
2) Maine, the lost French province; 3) main fftrte, 
superior might. 

216 Stands . point In a tottering position 
221 thme. i.e York’s (addressing himself) 
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225 w//v r nff»rtunate 

234^236 fata! ('a/ydon. Mrliagcr, prince of 

C'alvilon, died when his mother burnt the wooden fire- 
brand which the Fates had decreed must be kept alight 
if he was to live 

240 Ne^'th’ le Salisbur\ 's and Warwick’s 
244 Lancaster Henr\ VI, Duke of Lancaster 

253 faUn at jars I.apsed into quarrelling 

254 milk-white ruse Emblem of the 1 louse of ’^'ork 

2 ('errs (i<>ddess of agriculture 
18 iunkei \n ultcrous disease 


Still revelling like lords till all be gone : 

• While as the silly owner of the goods 
Weeps over them and wrings his hapless hands 
And shakes his head and trembling stands aloof, 
While all is shared and all is borne away, 

Ready to starve and dare not touch his own : 

So York must sit and fret and bite his tongue, 230 
While his owm lands are bargain’d for and sold. 
Me thinks the realms of England, France and 
Ireland 

Bear that proportion to my flesh and blood 

• As did the fatal brand Althaea burn’d 
Unto the prince’s heart of Calydon. 

Anjou and Maine both given unto the French ! 
Cold news for me, for I had liope of France, 
Even as I have of fertile England’s soil. 

A day will come when York shall claim his own ; 

• And therefore I will take the Nevils’ parts 240 
And make a show of love to proud Duke Hum- 

phrey, 

And, when I spy advantage, claim the crown. 

For that’s the golden mark I seek to hit : 

• Nor shall proud Lancaster usurp my right, 

Nor hold the sceptre in his childish fist, 

Nor wear the diadem upon his head, 

Whose church-like humours fits not for a crown. 
Then, York, be still awhile, till time do serve : 
Watch thou and wake when others be asleep, 

To pry into the secrets of the state ; 250 

Till Henry, surfeiting in joys of love, 

With his new bride and England’s dear-bought 
queen, 

• And Humphrey with the peers be fall’n at jars : 

• Then Mdll I raise aloft the milk-white rose, 

With whose sweet smell the air shall be perfumed ; 
And in my standard bear the arms of York, 

To grapple with the house of Lancaster ; 

And, force perforce, I’ll make him yield the 
crown, 

Whose bookish rule hath pull’d fair England down. 

lExit 

Scene II. The Duke of Gloucester’s house. 

Enter T>\jkk Humphrey and his wife Eleanor. 

Duch. Why droops my lord, like over-ripen’d 
corn, 

• Hanging the head at Ceres’ plenteous load ? 

Why doth the great Duke Humphrey knit his 

brows. 

As frowning at the favours of the world? 

Why are thine eyes fix’d to the sullen earth, 
Gazing on that which .seems to dim thy sight ? 
What seest thou there? King Henry’s diadem. 
Enchased with all the honours of the world? 

If so, gaze on, and grovel on thv face. 

Until thy head be circled with the same. 10 
Put forth thy hand, reach at the glorious gold. 
What, is’t too short? I ’ll lengthen it with mine ; 
And, having both together heaved it up. 

We’ll both together lift our heads to heaven. 

And never more abase our sight so low 
As to vouchsafe one glance unto the ground. 

Glou. O Nell, sweet Nell, if thou dost love thy 
lord, 

• Banish the canker of ambitious thoughts. 

And may that thought, when I imagine ill 
Against my king and nephew, virtuous Henry, 20 
Be my last breathing in this mortal world I 
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My troublous dream this night doth make me sad. 
Duch, What dream’d my lord? tell me, and 
I ’ll requite it 

With sweet rehearsal of my morning’s dream. 
Glou, Methought this staff, mine office-badge 
in court. 

Was broke in twain ; by whom I have forgot, 
But, as I think, it was by the cardinal ; 

And on the pieces of the broken wand 
Were placed the heads of Edmund Duke of 
Somerset, 

And William de la Pole, first duke of Suffolk. ^ 30 
This was my dream: what it doth bode, God 
knows. 

Duck. Tut, this was nothing but an argument 
That he that breaks a stick of Gloucester’s grove 
Shall lose his head for his presumption. 

But list to me, my Humphrey, my sweet duke : 
Methought I sat in .seat of majesty 
In the cathedral church of Westminster, 

And in that chair where kings and queens are 
crown’d ; 

Where Henry and dame Margaret kneel’d to me 
And on my head did set the diadem. 40 

Clou, Nay, Eleanor, then must I chide out- 
right : 

Presumptuous dame, ill-nurtured Eleanor, 

Art thou not second woman in the realm. 

And the protedlor’s wife, beloved of him? 

Hast thou not worldly pleasure at command. 
Above the reach or compass of thy thought? 

\ And wilt thou still be hammering treachery. 

To tumble down thy husband and thyself 
From top of honour to disgrace’s feet? 

Away from me, and let me hear no more ! 50 

Duck. What, what, my lord ! are you so choleric 
With Eleanor, for telling but her dream? 

Next time I *11 keep my dreams unto myself, 

\ And not be check’d. 

GUfu, Nay, be not angry ; I am pleased again. 



liumphrev, Duke of (iloiiccstci and l'.lfan<n hi'' vvitc, 
loiniTi^ fht' confratcrnitv of St .Albans, 14^1 Fn^rax inj; 
from a i onti rnporary rnanu.scnpt 

47 hammermft Hammering out. designing 

54 check'd. Rebuked, reprimanded 

68 Str John. Old form of address for priests 

71 fjrace. Correct address for a duchess 


Enter Messenger. 

Mess. My lord protedlor, 'tis his highness’ 
pleasure 

You do prepare to ride unto Saint Alban’s, 

Where as the king and queen do mean to hawk. 
Glou. I go. Come, Nell, thou wilt ride with us? 
Duck. Yes, my good lord, I *11 follow presently. 

\^Exeunt Gloucester and Messenger. 
Follow I must; I cannot go before, 61 

While Gloucester bears this base and humble 
mind. 

Were I a man, a duke, and next of blood, 

I would remove these tedious stumbling-blocks 
And smooth my way upon their headless necks ; 
And, being a woman, I will not be slack 
To play my part in Fortune’s pageant. 

• Where are you there? Sir John ! nay, fear not, 

man, 

We are alone ; here’s none but thee and I. 

Enter Humk. 

Hume. Jesus preserve your royal majesty ! 70 

• Duck. What say*st thou? majesty ! I am but 

grace* 

Hume. But, by the grace of God, and Hume’s 
advice, , . , 

Your grace’s title shall be multiplied. 
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106 (ittfiinturr ConMetiun, attainder 
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Duch^ What say'st thou^ man? hast thou as 
yet conferrd 

With Margery Jourdain, the cunning witch, 

With Roger Bolingbroke, the conjurer? 

And will they undertake to do me good? 

Hume. This they have promised, to show your 
highness 

A spirit raised from depth of under-ground, 

Thai shall make answer to such questions 8o 
As by your grace shall be propounded him. 

Duck. It is enough; Til think upon the ques- 
tions : 

When Iruiii Saint Alban’s we do “make return, 
We’ll see these things effedled to the full. 

Here, Hume, take this reward ; make merry, man, 
With thy confederates in this weighty cause. 

\^Exit. 

Hume. Hume must make merry with the 
duchess’ gold : 

Marry, and shall. But, how now, Sir John H\ime ! 
Seal up your lips, and give no words but mum ; 
l"he business asketh silent secrecy. 90 

Dame Eleanor gives gold to bring the witch ; 
Gold cannot come amiss, were she a devil. 

• Yet have 1 gold flics from another coast ; 

I dare not say, from the rich cardinal 

And from the great and new-made Duke of Suffolk, 
Yet I do find it so ; for, to be plain. 

They, knowing Dame Fdeanor’s aspiring humour. 
Have hired me to undermine the duche.ss 

• And buz these conjurations in her brain. 

• They say ‘A crafty knave does heed no broker 
Yet am I Suffolk and the cardinal’s broker. loi 
Hume, if you take not heed, you shall go near 
To call them both a pair of crafty knaves. 

Well, so it stands; and thus, I fear, at last 
Hume’s knavery will be the duchess’ wreck, 

• And her attainture will be Humphrey’s fall : 

• Sort how it will, I shall have gold for all. \Exit. 

Scene III. The palace. 

Enter three or four Petitioners^ Peter, the 
A rmotirePs man^ being one. 

First Petit. My masters, let’s stand close: 
my lord protedlor will come this way by and by, 

• and then we may deliver our supplications in the 
quill. 

Sec. Petit. Marry, the Lord protecfl him, for 
he’s a good man ! Jesu bless him ! 

Enter Suffolk and Queen. 

Peter. Here a’ comes, methinks, and the queen 
with him. I ’ll be the first, sure. 

Sec. Petit. Come back, fool ; this is the Duke 
of Suffolk, and not my lord protedlor. 10 

Siif. How now, fellow! wouldst any thing 
with me ? 

First Petit. I pray, .my 'lord, pardon me; I 
took ye for my lord protcdlor. 

Queen. [Reading] ‘To my Lord Protedlor ! ’ 
Are your supplications to his lordship? Let me 
see them : what is thine ? 

First Petit. Mine is, an’t please your grace, 
against John Goodman, my lord cardinaFs man, 
for keeping my house, and lands, and wife and 
all, from me. 21 

Suf. Thy wife too ! that’s some wrong, indeed. 
What’s yours? What’s here! [Reads] ‘Against 
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• the Duke of Suffolk, for enclosing the <;ommons 
of Melford.' How now, sir knave ! 

SeCi Petit. Alas, sir, I am but a poor peti- 
tioner of our whole township. 

Peter, {Giving his petitioti] Against my 
master, Thomas Homer, for saying that the 
Duke of York was rightful heir to the crown. 30 
Queen, What say’st thou? did the Duke of 
York say he was rightful heir to the crown ?• 
Peter, That my master was? no, forsooth: 
my master said that he was, and that the king 
was an usurper. 

Suf, Who is^bere? {Enter Servant.^ Take 

• this fellow in, and send for his master with a pur- 
suivant presently: we Ml hear more of your matter 
before the king. {Exit Serrtant with Peter. 

Queen, And as for you, that love to be pro- 
tedled 40 

Under the wings of our protedlor’s grace, 

Begin your suits anew, and sue to him. 

Tears the supplications. 

• Away, base cullions ! Suffolk, let them go. 

All. Come, let*s be gone ^ {Exeunt. 

Queen. My Lord of Suffolk, say, is this the guise, 
Is this the fashion in the court of England? 

Is this the government of Britain’s isle. 

And this the royalty of Albion’s king? 

What, shall King Henry be a pupil still 
Under the surly Gloucester’s governance? 50 
Am I a queen in title and in style. 

And must be made a subje< 5 l to a duke 7 
I tell thee, Pole, when in the city Tours 

• Thou ran’ St a tilt in honour of my love 

And stolest away the ladies’ hearts of France, 

I thought King Henry had resembled thee 
In courage, courtship and proportion; 

But all his mind is l^nt to holiness, 

• To number Ave-Maries on his beads; 

His champions are the prophets and apostles, 60 
His weapons holy saws of sacred writ, 

His study is his tilt-yard, and his loves 
Are brazen images of canonized saints. 

I would the college of the cardinals ^ 

Would choose him pope and ca^ him to Rome, 

• And set the triple crown upon his head : 

That were a state fit for his holiness. 

Suf. Madam, be patient : as I was cause 
Your highness came to England, so will I 
In England work your grace’s full content. 70 
Queen. Beside the haughty protedlor, have we 
Beaufort 

The imperious churchman, Somerset, Bucking- 
ham, 

And gnimbling York ; and not the least of these 
But can do more in England than the king. 

Suf. And he of these that can do most of all 
Cannot do more in Enelaiid than the Nevils: 
Salisbury and WarwidK are no simple ];>eers. 
Queen. Not all ihese lords do vex me half so 
much 

As that proud dame, the lord protestor’s wife. 

She sweeps it through the court with troops of 
ladies, 80 

More like an empress than Duke Humphrey’swife: 
Strangers in court do take her for the queen : 

She bears a duke’s revenues on her back, 

And in her heart she scorns our poverty : 

Shall I not live to be avenged on her? 

• Contemptuous base-bom callet as she is. 


24 enclosing the commons. Fencing off public land : a 
grievance of the poor 

37—38 pursuivant. Officer of the court 

43 cullions. Wretches, scum 

54 tilt. Tournament, m(»ck fight on horseback. 

59 Ave- Maries Hail Marys, prayers to the Blessed 
Virgin. 

66 triple crown, i.e crown worn by the Pope 
86 callet. Trollop 
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91 hmed n hush Set ;) nap She vaunted ’mongst her minions t’other day, 

The very train of her worst wearing gown 

SD snuKt I'lunifH't i all Was better worth than all my father’s lands, 89 

Till Suffolk gave two dukedoms for his daughter. 
120 n wMvn Opinion, judKement • Suf. Madam, myself have limed a bush for her, 

And placed a quire of such enticing birds, 

131 rack'd Taxed extortionatclv to listen to the lays, 

And never mount to trouble you again. 

So, let her rest : and, madam, list to me ; 

For I am bold to counsel you in this. 

Although we fancy not the cardinal, 

Yet must we join with him and with the lords. 
Till we have brought Duke Humphrey in disgrace. 
As for the Duke of York, this late complaint 100 
Will make but little for his benefit. 

So, one by one, we ’ll weed them all at last. 

And you yourself shall steer the happy helm* 

Sound a sennet. Enter the King, Duke Hum- 
phrey of Gloucester, Cardinai. Beaufort, 
Buckingham, York, Somerset, Salisbury, 
Warwick, and the Duchess of Gloucester. 

King-. For my part, noble lords, I care not 
which ; 

Or Somerset or York, all’s one to me. 

Vork, If York have ill demean’d himself in 
France, 

Then let him be denay’d the regentship. 

Som. If Somerset be unworthy of tnc place, 
Let York be regent; I will yield to him. 109 
IV ar. Whether your grace be worthy, yea or no, 
Dispute not that : York is the worthier. 

Car, Ambitious Warwick, let thy betters speak. 
fVar. The cardinal’s not my better in the field. 
Buck, All in this presence are thy betters, 
Warwick. 

War. Warwick may live to be the best of all. 
Sal, Peace, son ! and show some reason, 
Buckingham, 

Why Somerset should be preferr'd in this. 

Queen, Because the king, forsooth, will have 
it 60 . 

Glou, Madam, the king is old enough himself 
\ To his censure : these are no women’s matters. 
Queen. If he be old enough, what needs your 
grace 121 

To be prote< 5 tor of his excellence? 

Glou. Madam, I am protedlor of the realm : 
And, at his pleasure, will resign my place. 

Suf. Resign it then and leave thine insolence. 
Since thou wert king — as who is king but thou?— 
The commonwealth hath daily run to wreck ; 

The Dauphin hath prevail’d beyond the seas ; 
And all the peers and nobles of the realm 
Have been as bondmen to thy sovereignty, xio 
» Car, The commons hast thou rack’d; the 
clergy’s bags 

Are lank and lean with thy extortions. 

Som. Thy sumptuous buildings and thy wife’s 
attire 

Have cost a mass of public treasury. 

Buck. Thy cruelty in execution 
Upon offenders hath exceeded law 
And left thee to the mercy of the law. 

Queen, Thy sale of offices and towns in France, 
If they were known, as the suspeA is great, 
Would make thee quickly hra without thy head. 
[Exit Gloucester. The Queen drops nerfem. 
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Give me my fan: what, minion ! can ye not? 141 
[She gives the Duchess a box on the ear, 
I cry you mercy, madam ; was it you? 

Duch. Was't 1 ! yea, 1 it was, proud French- 
woman : 

Could 1 come near your beauty with my nails, 

• 1 'Id set my ten commandments in your face. 

King. Sweet aunt, be quiet ; 'twas against her 
will. 

Duch. Against her will ! good king, look to*t 
in time : 

She'll hamper thee, and dandle thee like a baby : 

• Though in this place most master wear no breeches, 
She shall not strike Dame Eleanor unrevenged. 

\Exit. 

Buck, Lord cardinal, I will follow Eleanor, 
And listen after Humphrey, how he proceeds: 

• She 's tickled now ; her fume needs no spurs, 

She ’ll gallop far enough to her destru( 5 lion. \Exit, 

Re-enter Gloucester. 

Clou, Now, lords, my choler being over-blown 
With walking once about the quadrangle, 

I come to talk of commonwealth affairs. 

As for your spiteful false objedlions. 

Prove them, and I lie open to the law : 

But God in mercy so deal with my soul, 160 
As I in duty love my king and country ! 

But, to the matter that we have in hand : 

I say, my sovereign, York is meetest man 
To be your regent in the realm of France. 

Suf. Before we make eledlion, give me leave 
To show some reason, of no little force, 

That York is most unmeet of any man. 

York, ril tell thee, Suffolk, why I am 
unmeet : 

First, for I cannot flatter thee in pride ; 

Next, .if I be appointed for the place, 170 

My Lord of Somerset will keep me here, 

• Without discharge, monev, or furniture. 

Till France be won into the Dauphin’s hands: 

• Last time, 1 danced attendance on his will 
Till Paris was besieged, famish'd, and lost. 

War, That can! witness ; and a fouler fa6l 
Did never traitor in the land commit. 

Suf, Peace, headstrong Warwick ! 

War, Image of pride, why should I hold my 
peace? 

Enter Horner, the Armourer^ and his 
man Peter, guarded, 

Suf. Because here is a man accused of treason : 
Pray God the Duke of York excuse himself! 181 
York. Doth any one accuse York for a 
traitor? 

King. What meanest thou, Suffolk ; tell me, 
what are these? 

Suf. Please it your majesty, this is the man 
That doth accuse his master o! hijgh treason : 

His words were these: that Richard Duke of 
York 

Was rightful heir unto the English crown 
And tuit your majesty was an usurper. 

King. Say, man, were these thy words? 

Hor. An^t shall please your majesty, I never 
said nor thought any such matter: God is my 
witness, I am falsely accused by the villain. 

• Pet. By these len bones, my lords, he did 
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speak them to me in the garret one night, as 
we were scouring my Lord of York's armour. 

• Vark. Base dunghill villain and mechanical, 
I’ll have thy head for this thy traitor’s speech. 

I do beseech your royal majesty, 

Let him have all the rigour of the law. 

Hor. Alas, my lord, hang me, if ever I spake 
the words. My accuser is my 'prentice ; and 
when 1 did corredl him for his fault the other 
day, he did vow upon his knees he would be 
even with me: I have good witness of this; 
therefore I beseech your majesty, do not cast 
away an honest man for a villain’s accusation. 
King. Uncle, what shall we say to this 
in law ? 

• Glou. This doom, my lord, if I may judge : 
Let Somerset be regent o'er the French, 

Because in York this breeds suspicion ; 210 

And let these have a day appointed them 

For single oombat in convenient place, 

For he hath witness of his servant’s malice : 

This is the law, and this Duke Humphrey’s 
doom. 

Som. I humbly thank your royal majesty. 
Hor. And I accept the combat willingly. 

Pet, Alas, my lord, I cannot hght; for God’s 
sake, pity my case. The spite of man prevaileth 
against me. O Lord, have mercy up>on me ! I 
shall never be able to hght a blow. O Lord, my 
heart ! 221 

Glou, Sirrah, or you must fight, or else be 
hang'd. 

King. Away with them to prison; and the 
day of combat shall be the last of the next 
month. Come, Somerset, we'll see thee sent 
away. ^Flourish* Exeunt. 

Scene IV. Gloucester’s garden. 

Enter Margery Jourdain, Hume, South- 
well, and Bolingbroke. 

Hume. Come, my masters; the duchess, I 
tell you, expedls performance of your promises. 

Boling. Master Hume, we are therefore pro- 
vided; will her ladyship behold and hear our 
exorcisms ? 

Hume. Ay, what else? fear you not her 
courage. 

Boling. I have heard her reported to be a 
woman of an invincible spirit: out it shall be 
convenient, Master Hume, that you be by her 
aloft, while we be busy below; and so, I prsty 
you, go, in God's name, and leave us. [Exit 
Hume.] Mother Jourdain, be you prostrate and 
grovel on the earth ; John Southwell, read you; 
and let us to our work. 

Enter Duchess aloft^ Hume following 

Duck. Well said, my masters ; and welcome 
• all. To this gear the sooner the better. 

Boling. Patience, good lady; wizards know 
their times: 

Deep night, dark night, the silent of the night. 
The time of night when Trov was set on fire ; ao 
The time when screech-owls cry and bmi-dogs 
howl 

And spirits walk and ghosts break up their graves, 
That time best fits the work we have in hand. 
Madam, sit you and fear not : whom we raise. 


90 



Act I Scene IV KING HENRY VI Part II 


• We will make fast within a hallow’d verge. 

[Here they do the ceremonies belonging ^ 
and make the circle; Bolingbroke or 
Southwell reads ^ Conjuro te, &c. It 
thunders and lightens terribly; then 
the Spirit risetn. 

Spir, Adsum. 

M, Jourd. Asmath, 

By the eternal God, whose name and power 
Thou tremhlest at, answer that I shall ask ; 

For, till thou speak, thou shall not pass from 
hence. 30 

Spir, Ask what thou wilt. That I had said 
and dune ! 

• Boling, ‘ First of the king : what shall of him 

become ?’ | A* ending out of a paper. 

Spir, The duke yet lives that Henry shall 
depose ; 

But him outlive, and die a violent death. 

[A s the spirit speaks^ Southwell 
7vrites the answer. 
Boling. * What fates await the Duke of 

Suffolk r 

spir. By water shall he die, and take his end. 
Boling. ‘ What shall befall the Duke of 
Somerset?’ 

Spir. Let him shun castles; 

Safer shall he be upon the sandy plains 
'I'han where castles mounted stand 40 

Have done, for more I hardly can endure. 
Boling. Descend to darkness and the burning 
lake ! 

Fal.se fiend, avoid 1 

[Thunder and lightning. Exit Spirit. 

Enter the Duke of York a7id the Duke of 
Buckingham 7vith their Guard and break in. 

York. Lay hands upon these traitors and 
their trash. 

• Beldam, I think we watch’d you at an inch. 

What, madam, are you there? the king and com- 
monweal 

Arc deeply indebted for this piece of pains: 

My lord protet^lor will, I douot it not, 

• See you well guerdon'd for these good deserts. 

Duch. Not half so bad as thine to England’s 
king, 50 

Injurious duke, that threatest where’s no cause. 
Buck. True, madam, none at all: whai call 
you this? 

Away with them ! let them be clapp’d up close, 
And kept asunder. You, madam, shall with us. 
Stafford, take her to thee. 

[Exeunt above Duchess and Hume^ guarded. 
We’ll sec your trinkets here all forthcoming. 

All, away ! 

[Exeunt guard 7vith Jourdain^ Southwell^ 

York. Lord Buckingham, methinks, you 
watch’d her well : 

A pretty plot, well chosen to build upon ! 

Now, pray, my lord, let’s sec the devil’s writ. 60 
What have we here ? [Reads. 

‘ The duke yet lives, that Henry shall dep jsc ; 
But him outlive, and die a violent death.’ 

Why, this is just 

• ‘ Aio te, AEacida, Romanos vinccre po.ssc.' 

Well, to the rest : 

‘Tell me what fate awaits the Duke of Suffolk? 
By water shall he die, and take his end. 


25 hallow'd verge. MaRic circ le 

SDr ntijurtt tt ] conjure \()u (heyinnin^? an incoca- 
tion) 

32—41 The prophecies link together the various fatalities 
in the play - the death.s of Gloucester, Suffolk, .Somerset. 

45 Beldam. Hag 

49 guerdon'd Rewarded (ironical) 

65 Aiif te posse Lhe prophecy is aml)i^uous. like ihc 
famous warning given by the Pythian Apollo to King 
Pyrrhus on the eve of his going tf> war against Rome 
‘1 tell you, descendant ol Aeacus. you the Romans iiin 
conquer’ 
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A'iug’, Good fellow, tell us here the circum- 
Stance, 

That we for thee may glorify the Lord. 

What, hast thou been long blind and now re- 
stored ? 

Shnp, Born blind, an’t please your grace. 
Wife, Ay, indeed, was he. 

Suf What woman is this 'r 
Wife. His wife, an’t like your worship. 8o 
Giflti* Hadst thou been his mother, thou 
couldst have better told. 

King. Where wert thou born? 

Simp. At Berwick in the north, an’t like 
your grace. 

King. Poor soul, God’s goodness hath been 
great to thee : 

Let never day nor night iinhallow’d pass, 

But still remember what the Lord hath done. 
Queen. Tell me, good fellow, earnest thou 
here by chance. 

Or of devotion, to this holy shrine? 

Simp. C»od knows, of pure devotion ; being 
call’d 

A hundred times and oftencj, in my sleep, oo 

By good Saint Alban; who said, ‘Simpcox, 
come. 

Come, offer at my shrine, and I will help thee.’ 
Wife. Most true, forsooth ; and many time 
and oft 

Myself have heard a voice to call him so. 

Car. What, art thou lame? 

Simp. Ay, (iod Almighty help me ' 

Suf How earnest thou so ? 

Simp. A fall off of a tree 

Wife. A plum-tree, master. 

Giou. How long hast thou been blind? 

Simp. O, born so, master. 

Glou. What, and wouldst climb a tree? 

Simp. But that in all my life, when I was a 
youth. 

W ife. Too true ; and bought his climbing very 
dear. loo 

Glou. Ma.ss, thou lovedst plums well, that 
wouldst venture .so. 

Simp. Alas, good master, my wife desired 
some damsons. 

And made me climb, with danger of my life. 
Glou. A subtle knave ! but yet it shall not 
serve. 

Let me see thine eyes: wink now: now open 
them : 

In my opinion yet thou sec’st not well. 

Simp. Yes, master, clear as day, I thank God 
and Saint Alban. 

Glou. Say’st thou me .so? What colour is this 
cloak of? 

Simp. Red, master: red as blood. no 

Glou. Why, that’s well said. What colour is 
my gown of? 

Simp. Black, forsooth : coal-black as jet. 
King. Why, then, thou know’st what colour 
jet is of? 

Si^. And yet, I think, jet did he never see, 
Glou. But cloaks and gowns, before thi.s day, 
a many. 

Wife. Never, before this day, in all hi.s life. 
Glou. Tell me, sirrah, what’s my name? 
Simp. Alas, master, I know not. 

Glou. What’s his name? 
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Simp. I know not. 120 

(iloH. Nor his? 

Sifup, No, indeed, master. 

Glou. What’s thine own name? 

Simp. Sauiider Simpcox, an if it please you, 
master. 

Glon, Then, Saunder, sit there, the lyingest 
knave in Christendom. If thou hadst been born 
blind, thou mightst as well have known all our 
names as thus to name the several colours we do 
wear. Sight may distinguish of colours, but sud- 
denly to nominate them all, it is impossible. My 
lords, Saint Alban here hath done a miracle ; and 
would ye not think his cunning to be great, th.at 
could restore this cripple to his legs again? 

SiiHp. 0 master, that you could! 
iilou. My masters of Saint Alban’s, have you 
> not beadles in your town, and things called 
wliips? 

May. Yes, my lord, if it please your grace. 
(jlou. I'hen send for one presently. 

May. Sirrah, go feich the beadle hither 
straight. \ P' xi t au A ttciuiant. 141 

Glon. Now feicli me a stool liithcr by and by- 
Now, sirrah, if you mean to save yourself from 
whipping, h.Mj) me over this stool and run awav 
Simp. Alas, master, 1 am not able to stand 
alone 

You go .'iboiil to torture me in vain. 

li liter a P>eadle ivitk 'luhips. 

GIju. Well, sir, wc must liave you find your 
legs. Sirrali Ijeadle, whip him till he leap over 
that same stool. 

Head. I will, my lord. Come on, sirrah ; off 
with your doublet quickly. 

.Simp. Alas, master, what shall I do ? I am 
not able to stand. 

{A fter the Beadle hath hit him (mce, 
he leaps 07 >er the stool ami 7'iifis 
aiuay ; and they follcnv and cry^ 

‘ A miracle ’’ 

Kin^^. O (iod, seest Thou this, and bearest 
■SO long? 

Queen, It made me laugh to see the villain 
run. 

\ Glou. Follow the knave ; and take tliis drab 
away. 

V\dfc. Alas, sir, we did it for pure need. 

Gion. Let them be whipped through every 
markei-tovMi, till they come to Berwick, from 
whence they came. 160 

{Exeunt Wife, Beadle, Mayor, 

Car. Duke Humphrey has done a miracle 
to-day. 

Su/. True ; made the lame to leap and fly 
away. 

Glou. But you have done more miracles than I ; 
You made in a day, my lord, whole towns to fly. 

Enter Buckingham. 

Kin^. What tidings with our cousin Buck- 
ingham ? 

Buck, Such as my heart doth tremble to 
unfold. 

I A sort of naughty persons, lewdly bent, 

Under the countenance and confederacy 
Of Lady Eleanor, the proiecflor's wife, 

I The ringleader and head of all this rout, 170 


136 beadles Parish officers 



(•loiieestei .Sirrah beadle, whip him till In. U ap 

oxer lhai same stool’ Engraving h\ Keniiv .Meadows 
from Barrv C/ornwall's of Shakspen . i S4() 

1 B 6 drab Slut. 

167 naughty Wicked 

170 rout Rabble. 
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Edward III, through whose third son, Duke of Clarence, 
York claimed the right to the thrf»ne 


173 apprehended m the fart C'aught in the act 

181 keep your hour Keep your appointment for the 
duel 

188 tatnture . nest. Corruption of Nour household. 

196 pitch . tuthtlity. Referent e to the proNerh ‘he who 
touches pitch shall be defiled’ 


3 close. Secluded 


Have pradlised dangerously against your state. 
Dealing with witches and with conjurers; 
i Whom we have a^ prehended in the fad\ ; 

Raising up wicked spirits from under ground, 
Demanding of King Henry’s life and death, 

And other of your highness’ privy-council ; 

As more at large your grace shall understand. 
Car. \Asic/e to Glou.] And so, my lord pro- 
te6lor, by this means 
Your lady is forthcoming yet at London. 

This news, I think, hath turn’d your weapon’s 
edge ; i8o 

i ’Tis like, my lord, you will not keep your hour. 
Clou. Ambitious churchman, leave to afflict 
my heart : 

Sorrow and grief have vanquish’d all my powers ; 
And, vanejuish’d as I am, 1 yield to thee, 

Ur tf> the meanest groom. 

King. O God, what mischiefs work the wicked 
ones, 

Heaping confusion on their own heads thereby ! 

I Queen. Gloucester, see here the tainture of 
thy ncM, 

And look thyself be faultless, thou wert best. 
Glou Madam, for myself, to heaven I do 
appeal, 190 

How 1 have loved my king and commonweal : 
And, for my wife, 1 know' not how’ it stands; 
.Sorry I am to hear what I liavc heard ; 

Noble she is, but if she have forgot 
Honour and virtue and conversed with such 
»As, like to pitch, defile nobility, 

I banish her my bed and company 
And give her as a prey to law and shame, 

That hath dishonour’d Gloucester’s honest name. 
King. Well, for this night we will repose us 
here : 200 

To-morrow toward London back again, 

To look into this business thorouglily 
And call the.se foul ofienders to their answers 
And poise the cause in justice' equal scales, 
Whose beam stands sure, w'hose rightful cau.se 
prevails. {Flourish. E.xeunt. 

ScHNK II. London. The Duke of York’s 
garden. 

Enter Salishurv, rrwrf Warwick. 

York. Now, my good Lords of Salisbury and 
Warwick, 

Our .simple supper ended, give me leave 
\ In this close walk to s itisfy my.self, 

In craving your opinion of mv title, 

Which is infallible, to England’s crown. 

Sal. My lord, I long to hear it at full. 

War. Sweet York, begin : and if thy claim 
be good, 

The Nevils are thy subjedls to command. 

York. Then thus : 

Edward the Third, my lords, had seven sons ; 10 
The first, Edward the Black Prince, Prince of 
Wales: 

The second, William of Hatfield, and the third, 
Lionel Duke of Clarence ; next to whom 
Was John of Gaunt, the Duke of Lancaster ; 

The fifth was Edmund Langley, Duke of York; 
The sixth was Thomas of Woc^stock, Duke of 
Gloucester ; 

William of Windsor was the seventh and last. 
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Edward the Black Prince died before his father 
And left behind him Richard, his only son, 

Who after Edward the Third’s death reign’d as 
king ; 20 

Till Henry Bolingbroke, Duke of I.ancaster, 

The eldest son and heir of John of Gaunt, 
Crown’d by the name of Henry the Fourth, 
Seized on the realm, deposed the rightful king. 
Sent his poor queen to France, from whence she 
came, 

And him to Pomfret ; where, as all you know. 
Harmless Richard was murder’d traitorously. 

iVar, Father, the duke hath told the truth ; 
Thus got the house of Lancaster the crown. 

York. Which now they hold by force and not 
by right ; 30 

For Richard, the first son’s heir, being dead. 

The issue of the next son should have reign’d. 
Sal. But William of Hatfield died without an 
heir. 

York, The third son, Duke of Clarence, from 
whose line 

I claim the crown, had issue, Philippe, a daughter, 
\ Who married Edmund Mortimer, Karl of March: 
Edmund had issue, R(jger Earl of March ; 

Roger had issue, Edmuijd, Anne and Eleanor. 
Sal. I’his Edmund, in the reign of Boling- 
broke, 

As I have read, laid claim unto the crown ; 40 

And, but for Owen Glendower, had been king, 
Who kept him in captivity till he died. 

But to the rest. 

Y'^ork. His eldest sister, Anne, 

My mother, being heir unto the crown, 

Married Richard Earl of Cambridge ; who was 
.son 

To Edmund Langley, Edward the Third’s fifth 
son. 

By her 1 claim the kingdom: she was heir 
I'o Roger Earl of March, who was the son 
Of Edmund Mortimer, who married l^hilippc. 
Sole daughter unto Lionel Duke of Clarence : 50 
So, if the issue of the elder son 
Succeed before the younger, I am king. 

\ JVar. What plain prov-ceding is more plain 
than this? 

Henry doth claim the crown from John of Gaunt, 
'riie fourth son ; York claims it from the third. 
Till Lionel’s issue fails, his should not reign: 

It fails not yet, but flourishes in thee 
I And in thv sons, fair slips of such a stock. 

Then, father Salisbury, kneel we together; 

And in this private plot be we the first 60 

That shall salute our rightful sovereign 
With honour of his birthright to the crown. 

Both. Long live our sovereign Richard, Eng- 
land’s king ! 

Y'ork. We thank you, lords- But I am not 
your king 

Till I be crown’d and that my sword be stain’d 
With heart-blood of the house of Lancaster ; 

And that’s not suddenly to be perform’d, 

But with advice and silent secrecy. 

Do you as 1 do in these dangerous days: 

Wink at the Duke of Suflfolk’s insolence, 70 
At Beaufort’s pride, at Somerset's ambition, 

At Buckingham and all the crew of them, 

Till they have snared the shepherd of the flock. 
That virtuous prince, the good Duke Humphrey: 



John of Gaunt, father ot Henry Bohn^broke, Duke of 
Lancaster (llcnrv 1 \ 0 . Engraving from Old England, 
*^54 

36 Edmund Mortimer. Like the chronicles which he 
followed, Shakespeare’s account of the Mortimer 
family tree is historically inaccurate. Edmund Mortimer, 
3rd Earl of March and son-in-law of Lionel Duke of 
Clarence, had two sons - Roger 4th Earl of March and 
Sir Edmund. It was Sir Edmund who was captured by 
(ilendower and married his daughter (/ hlenry IV). It 
was another Edmund, Roger Mortimer’s son Edmund, 
5th Earl of March and nephew of the Glendower’s son- 
in-law, Sir Edmund, who was York’s maternal uncle 
and had been designated heir to the throne by Richard 
II. These two Edmunds are also confused in i Henry IV 
and / Henry VI. 

63 proceeding. Pedigree. 

68 slips. Cuttings. 
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31 king hts Kin^ s 

41 hear\ maim. Suffers such bitter humiliation, pulls. 
Pluckin^fs 


*'ris that they seek, and they in seeking that 
Shall find their deaths, if York can prophesy. 
Sai. My lord, break we ofif; we laiow your 
mind at full. 

IVar. My heart assures me that' the Earl of 
Warwick 

Shall one day make the Duke of York a king. 

And, Nevil, this 1 do assure myself: 
Richard shall live to make the Earl of Warwick 
The greatest man in England but the king. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene III. A hall of justice. 

Sound trumpets. Enter the King, the Queen, 
Gloi'CEstek, Yokk, SurroLK, and Salis- 
bury ; the Duchess of ( ji oucesi kk, Mar- 
gery JouROAiN, Soirj HWKLL, HuME, and 
EolingBKOKE, under 

King' Stand forth. Dame Eleanor Cobhain, 
CMoucester’s wife : 

In sight of God and ns, your guilt is great : 
Receive the sentence of the law for sms 
Such as by God’s book are adjudged to death. 
You four, from hence to [n i^on back again ; 

From thence unto the pl.ice of execution: 

The witch in Smithfiel 1 shall be burn’d to aslv's. 
And you three shall 1)C strangled on the gallows. 
You, madam, for you aic more nobly born, 
Despoiled of your hoiinnr in your life, lo 

Shall, after three days’ open penance done, 

Live in your country here in banishment, 

With Sir John Stanley, in the Isle of Man. 

Duch. Welcome is banishment ; welcome were 
my death. 

Clou. Eleanor, the law, thou scc'st, hath 
judged thee: 

I cannot justify whom the law condemns. 

I Exeunt Duchess and other prisoners y guarded. 
Mine eyes are full of tears, my heart of grief. 

Ah, Humphrey, this dishonour in thine age 
Will bring thy head with .sorrow to the ground ! 

1 beseech your majesty, give me leave to go ; 20 
Sorrow would solace and mine age would ease. 
King. Stay, Humphrey Duke of Gloucester: 
ere thou go, 

Give up thy staff : Henry will to himself 
Protector be ; and God shall be iny hope. 

My stay, my guide and lantern to my feet : 

And go in peace, Humiihrey, no less beloved 
Than when thou wert proiedlor to thy king. 

Queen. 1 see no reason why a king of years 
Should be to be proteCicd like a child. 

God and King Henry govern England's realm. 30 

• Give up your staff, sir, and the king his realm. 

Clou. My staff? here, noble Henry, is my 
staff : 

As willingly do T the same resign 
As e'er thy father Henry made it mine ; 

And even as willingly at thy feet I leave it 
As others would ambitiously receive it. 

Farewell, good king: when 1 am dead and eone, 
May honourable peace attend thy throne f [Exit. 
Queen. Why, now is Henry king, and Mar- 
garet queen ; 

And Humpi^ey Duke of Gloucester scarce him- 
self, 40 

• That bears so shrewd a maim ; two pulls at once ; 
His lady banish'd, and a limb lopp'd off. 
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• This staff of honour raught, there let it stand 
Where it best fits to be, in Henry’s hand. 

Stif. Thus droops this lofty pine and hangs his 
sprays ; 

Thus Eleanor’s pride dies in her youngest days. 

York. Lords, let him go. Please it your majesty, 
This is the day appointed for the combat ; 

And ready are the appellant and defendant, 

'J'he armourer and his man, to enter the lists, 50 
So please your highness to behold the fight. 
Queen, Ay, good rny lord ; for purposely there- 
fore 

Left I the court, to see this quarrel tried. 

Kin^. O’ God’s name, see the lists and all 
things fit : 

Here let them end it ; and God defend the right : 

• J 'ork, I never saw a fellow worse bested, 

Or more afraid to fight, than is the appellant, 

I he servant of this armourer, my lords. 

Enter at one door^ H owner, the Armourer^ and 
/f/s Neighbours, drinkhi^ to him so much that 
he is drunk; and he enters with a drum before 
him afid his staff with a sand~ha^ fastened to 
it; and at the other door Peter, his man, 
with a drum and sand-ba^, and ’Prentices 
drinking to him. 

hirst Neigh. Here, neighbour Horner, I drink 
to you in a cup of sack : and fear not, neighbour, 
you shall do well enough. 61 

Sec. Neigh. And here, neighbour, here’s a cup 

• of charneco. 

Third Neigh. And here’s a pot of good double 
beer, neighbour : drink, and fear not your man, 
Nor, Let it come, i’ faith, and 1 ’ll pledge you 

• all ; and a fig for Peter ! 

First ^Fren. Here, Peter, I drink to thee : 
and be not afraid. 

Sec, *Pren. Be merry, Peter, and fear not thy 
master: fight for credit of the ’prentices. 71 
Peter. 1 thank you all; drink, and pray for 
me, I pray you ; for I think I have taken my last 
draught in this world. Here, Robin, an if I die, 
I give thee my apron : and, Will, thou .shall have 
my hammer: and here, 'Fom, take all the money 
that I have. O Lord bless me! I pray God ! for 
1 am never able to deal with my master, he hath 
learnt so much fence already. 

SaL Come, leave your drinking, and fall to 
blows. Sirrah, what’s thy name? 81 

Peter. Peter, forsooth. 

Sal. Peter! what more? 

Peter. Thump. 

Sal. 'Phiimp ! then see thou thump thy master 
well. 

Hor. Masters, I am come hither, as it were, 
upon my man’s instigation, to prove him a knave 
and myself an honest man : and touching the 
Duke of York, I will take my death, I never 
meant him any ill, nor the king, nor the queen : 
and therefore, Peter, have at thee with a down 
right blow ! 

York. Dispatch: this knave’s tongue begins 
to double. 

Sound, trumpets, alarum to the combatants ! 

\A larum. They fight, and Peter strikes 

him down, 

Hor. Hold, Peter, hold I I confess, I confess 
treason. [Dies, 


43 raught. Reached, obtained. 

86 worse bested In a worse situation 
63 charneco. Sweet white wine 
67 a fig for Peter Term of derision 
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8 I inf nth Hardly, scarcely 

31 Mail'd up Wrapped up a term in falconry 

33 dvep-fi't Deep-fetched, heart-felt. 


38 I'rttn 'st thou Do vou think 



Duchess of Cilout<*ster tdiTvioK a burning taper 
Kenn\ \leadows from Barry C ornwall s 
Works of Shaksperv, 1H46 


York. Take away his weapon. Fellow, thank 
(lod, and the good wine in thy master's way. 99 
Peter, O God, have I overcome mine enemy 
in this presence? O Peter, thou hast prevailed 
in right ! 

King. Go, take hence that traitor from our 
sight ; 

For by his death we do perceive his guilt : 

And (lod in justice hath reveal’d to us 
'I'he truth and innocence of this poor fellow, 
Wliich he had thought to have murder’d wrong- 
fully. 

Come, fellow, follow us for thy reward. 

[Sound a JJourish, Exeunt. 

Scene IV. A street. 

Enter Gloucester and his Se'ndngmen^ in 
mourning cloaks. 

Clou. Thus sometimes hath the brightest day 
a cloud : 

And after summer evermore succeeds 
Barren winter, with his wrathful nipping cold : 

So cares and joys abound, as seasons fleet. 

Sirs, what’s o’clock? 

Ser 7 >. Ten, my lord. 

Glou. Ten is the hour that was appointed me 
To watch the coming of my punish’d duchess: 

I Uneath may she endure the flinty streets, 

To tread them with her tender-feeling feet. 

.Sweet Nell, ill can thy noble mind abrook 10 
'The abje(it people gazing on thy face, 

With envious looks, laughing at thy shame, 

I’hat erst did follow thy proud chariot-wheels 
When thou didst ride in triumph through the 
streets. 

But, soft ! I think she comes ; and I ’ll prepare 
My tear-stain’d eyes to see her miseries. 

Enter the Duchess of Gloucester in a white 
sheets and a taper burning in her hand; with 
Sir John Stanley, the Sheriff, and Officers. 

Se'TiK So please your grace, we’ll take her 
from the sheriff. 

Glou. No, stir not, for your lives ; let her 
pass by. 

Duck. Come you, my lord, to sec my open 
shame? 

Now thou dost penance too. Look how they gaze ! 
See how the giddy multitude do point, 21 

And nod their heads, and throw their eyes on thee ! 
Ah, Glouceste •, hide thee from their hateful looks, 
And, in thy ' loset pent up, rue my shame, 

And ban th'ne enemie.s, both mine and thine! 
Glou. Bi patient, gentle Nel! ; forget this grief. 
Duck. Ah, Gloucester, teach me to forget 
myself! 

For whilst I think I am thy married wife 
And thou a prince, protecflor of this land, 
Methinks I should not thus be led along, 30 
\ Mail’d up in shame, with papers on my back, 
And follow’d with a rabble that rejoice 
I To see my tears and hear my deep-fet groans. 
The ruthless flint doth cut my tender feet, 

And when 1 start, the envious people laugh 
And bid me be advised how I tread. 

Ah, Humphrey, can I bear this shameful yoke? 

I Trow’st thou that e’er I ’ll look upon the world, 
Or count them happy that enjoy the sun ? 
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No ; dark shall be my light and night my day; 40 
To think UDon my ramp shall be my hell. 
Sometime I’ll say, I am Duke Humphrey’s wife, 
And he a prince and ruler of the land : 

Yet so he ruled and such a prince he was 
As he stood by whilst I, his forlorn duchess, 

• Was made a wonder and a pointing-stock 
To every idle rascal follower. 

But be thou mild and blush not at my shame. 
Nor stir at nothing till the axe of death 
Hang over thee, as, sure, it shortly will ; 50 

For Suffolk, he that can do all in all 
With her that hateth thee and hates us all, 

And York and impious Beaufort, that false priest, 
Have all limed bushes to betray thy wings, 

And, fly thou how thou canst, they’ll tangle thee : 
But fear not thou, until thy foot 1 ^ snared, 

• Nor never seek prevention of thy foes. 

Glou, Ah, Nell, forbear! thou aimest all awry; 

• I must offend before 1 be attainted ; 

And had I twenty times so many foes, 60 

And each of them had twenty times their power. 
All these could not procure me any scathe. 

So long as I am loyal, true and crimeless. 
Wouldst have me rescue thee from this reproach ? 
Why, yet thy scandal were not wiped away. 

But 1 in danger for the breach of law. 

'J'hy greatest help is quiet, gentle Nell : 

I pray thee, sort thy heart to patience ; 

These few days’ wonder will be quickly worn. 

Enter a Herald. 

Her. I summon your grace to his majesty’s 
parliament, 70 

Holden at Bury the first of this next month. 

Glou. And my consent ne’er ask’d herein be- 
fore! 

This is close dealing. Well, I will be there. 

[Exit Herald. 

My Nell, I take my leave : and, master sheriff. 
Let not her penance exceed the king's commission. 
Sker. An’t please your grace, here my com- 
mission stays, 

And Sir John Stanley is appointed now 
To take her with him to the Isle of Man. 

Glou. Must you, Sir John, prote( 5 l; my lady 
here ? 

Stan. So am I given in charge, may’t please 
your grace. 80 

Glou. Entreat her not the worse in that I pray 
You use her well : the world may laugh again ; 
And I may live to do you kindness if 
You do it her : and so, Sir John, farewell ! 

Duck. What, gone, my lord, and bid me not 
farewell ! 

Glou. Witness my tears, I cannot stay to speak. 

[Exeunt Gloucester and Servingmen. 
Duck. Art thou gone too? all comfort go with 
thee! 

For none abides with me : my joy is death ; 
Death, at whose name I oft have been afear’d. 
Because I wish’d this world’s eternity. 90 

Stanley, I prithee, go, and take me hence ; 
i care not whither, for I beg no favour. 

Only conv^ me where thou art commanded. 

Stan* V^y, madam, that is to the Ide of Man ; 
There to be used acco^ing to your state. 

Duck. That’s bad enough, for I am but re- 
proach: 


46 pointing-siock. Laughing stock. 

67 seek prevention, i.e. to anticipate the machinations of 
your enemies. 


69 attainted. Convicted of treason. 



Isle of Man, to where Eleanor, Duchess of Ghiucester, 
was banished. From John Speed’s Theatre of the 
Empire of Great Britatne, 1611-12 
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107 shifted C’h ( with a pun <in ‘shift’ nr ‘chemise*) 





King, Queen and Farliament in the Abbey at Bury St 
Edmunds. Engraving from Old England, 1854 

18 grin. Show teeth. 

19 lion. Heraldic emblem of England and the king 
36 fond. Foolish. 


And .shall I then be used reproachfully? 

Stati, Like to a duchess, and Duke Hum- 
phrey's lady ; 

According to that state you shall be used. 99 
Duck. Sheriff, farewell, and better than I fare, 
Although thou hast been condudf of my shame. 
Sher. It is my office ; and, madam, pardon me. 
Duck. Ay, ay, farewell ; thy office is dis- 
charged. 

Come, Stanley, shall we go? 

Stan. Madam, your penance done, throw off 
this sheet, 

And go we to attire you for our journey. 

• Duch. My shame will not be shifted with my 

sheet : 

No, it will hang upon my richest robes 
And show itself, attire me how I can. 

Go, lead the way ; 1 long to see my prison, no 

{Exeunt. 

ACT III. 

Scene I. Tf^ie Abbey at Btiry St Edmund's. 

Sound a sennet. Enter the Kinc^ the 

Cardinal Beaufort, Suffolk, York, 
Buckingham, Salisbury and Warwick to 
the Parliament. 

King. I muse my Lord of Gloucester is not 
come : 

'Tis not his w'ont to be the hindmost man, 
Whate'er occasion keeps him from u.s now. 

Queen. Can you not see? or will ye not ob- 
serve 

The strangeness of his alter’d countenance? 

With what a majesty he bears himself, 

How insolent of late he is become. 

How proud, how peremptory, and unlike him- 
self? 

We know the time since he was mild and affable, 
And if we did but glance a far-off look, 10 

I mmediately^ he was upon his knee. 

That all the court admired him for submission : 
But meet him now, and, be it in the morn. 

When every one will give the time of day. 

He knits his brow and shows an angry eye 
And passeth by with stiff unbowed knee. 
Disdaining duty that to us belongs. 

• .Small curs are not regarded when they grin ; 

• But great men tremble when the lion roars ; 

And Humphrey is no little man in England. 20 
First note that he is near you in descent. 

And should you fall, he is the next will mount. 
Me seemeth then it is no policy, 

Respedling what a rancorous mind he bears 
And his advantage following your decease. 

That he should come about your royal person 
Or be admitted to your highness^ council. 

By flattery hath he won the commons' hearts, 
And when he please to make commotion, 

’Tis to be fearM they all will follow him. 30 

Now *tis the spring, and weeds are shallow- 
rooted ; 

Suffer them now, and they'll o'erwow the garden 
And choke the herbs for want of husbandry. 

The reverent care I bear unto my lord 
Made me colleA these dangers in the duke. 

• If it be fond, call it a woman's fear; 

Which fear if better reasons can supplant. 
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• 1 will subscribe and say 1 wrong’d the duke. 

My Lord of Suffolk* Buckingham, and York, 
Reprove iny allegation, if you can ; 40 

Or else conclude iny words efrcclual. 

Suf, Well hath your highness seen into this 
duke : 

And, had I first been put to speak my mind, 

I think 1 should have told yoin grace’s tale. 

• The duchess by his snl:)ornation, 

l^j)on my life, began her dexilish practices: 

Or, if he were not privy to those faults, 

Vet, by reputing of h.s high descent, 

As next tlie king he was successive heir. 

And such high vaunts of liis nobility, 50 

• Did instigate the bedlam brain-sick diicliess 
By wicked means to Irarnc our sovereign’s fall. 
.Smooth runs the water where the brook is deep; 
.\nd in his simple show he harbours treason. 

Idle lox barks not when he would steal the Iamb 
No, no, my sovereign . (doucester is a man 
Unsounded ^'et aiul full of deep deceit. 

Car Did he not, coniraiy to ((uin of law, 
Devise strange deaths for small offences done? 

Anddiel he not, In his ])rotecl()rship, (x) 
l.evy great sums of money through the realm 
l'\)r soldiers’ pay in Fran- e, and never sent it? 

By means wheieof the towns eai h day revoke.! 

'Fut, these are j>etty faults to fault, 
unknown. 

Which lime will bring to light in smooth Duke 
H umphi ey. 

My lords, at once : the care you have 
of us, 

'I’o mow down thorns that W(.!jld .innov (jur foot, 
Is worthy praise: but, shall I speak my con- 
science, 

Our kinsman Cdoucester is as innocent 

From meaning treason to our royal neison 70 

As is the sucking lamb or harmless dove : 

'I’he duke is viiiuous, mild and too well given 
'Fo dream on evil or to w ork my downfall 

• Quer 7 i. All, what’s more dangerous than this 

fond affiance ! 

Seems he a dove? Ids feathers are but borrow’d, 
1^'or he’s disposed as the liatefid raven : 

Is he a lamb? Ids skin is smelv lent him, 

I'or he’s inclined as is the raveiums wolf, 

• Who cannot steal a sliape that means deceit? 

l ake heed, my lord; the welfare of us all 80 
Hangs ou the culling short that fraudful man. 


38 subscribe. Testify in writing 
4B subornation. Inducement to commit crime. 
B1 bedlam. Deranged. 

74 fond affiance. Foolish confidence. 

79 steal a shape. Assume a disguise 
91 gear Business. 



Somerset (Oliver Ford-Davis) and Henry VI (Alan 
Howard), Royal Shakespeare Co, i(y77 


Enter Somekset. 

Som. All health unto my gracious sovereign ! 

King. Welcome, Lord Somerset. What news 
from France? 

Som. That all your interest in those terri- 
tories 

Is utterly bereft you ; all is lost. 

King. Cold new.s, Lord Somerset: but God’s 
will be done ! 

York. \Aside\ Cold news for me; for I had 
hope of France 

As firmly as I hope for fertile England. 

Thus are my blossoms blasted in the bud 

And caterpillars eat my leaves away; 90 

I But I will remedy this gear ere long, 

Or sell my title for a glorious grave. 
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130 condifrn. Severe. 

147 romplnt. ('onspiracy. 


Enter Gloucester. 

Glou, All happiness unto my lord the king ! 
Pardon, my liege, that 1 have stay’d so long. 
S?i/. Nay, Gloucester, know that thou art 
come too soon, 

Unless ihou wert more loyal than thou arf 
1 do arrest thee ofhi^h treason here. 

Clou. Well, Suffolk, thou shall not see me 
blush 

Nor change iny countenance for this arrest: 

A heart iinspoitcd is not easily daunted. loo 
The purest spring is not so free from mud 
As 1 am clear from treason to my sovereign: 

Who can accuse me? wherein am 1 guilty? 

York, ’Tis thought, my lord, that you look 
bribes of France, 

And, being protector, stay’d the soldiers’ pay ; 
I’y means whereof his highness hath lost France. 
Clou. Is it but thought so? what arc they 
that think it? 

I never robb’d the soldiers of their pay, 

Nor ever liad one penny bribe from France. 

.So lielp me God, as I have watch’d the night, no 
Ay, night by night, in studying good for Eng- 
land, 

• That doit that e’er I wrested from the king, 

( )r any groat 1 hoarded to my use, 

He brouglit against me at my trial-day! 

No; many a pound of mine own proper store. 
Because I would not tax the needy commons, 
Have 1 dispursed to the garrisons, 

And never ask’d for restitution. 

Car. It serves you well, iny lord, to .say so 
much. 

Clou. I say no more than truth, so help me 
God ! 120 

York. In your protedlorship you did devise 
Strange tortures for offenders never heard of. 
That England was defamed hy tyranny. 

Clou. Why, ’tis well known that, whiles I was 
protector. 

Pity was all the fault that was in me ; 

For I should melt at an offender’s tears. 

And lowly words were ransom for their fault 
Unless it were a bloody murderer, 

Or foul felonious thief that fleeced poor passen- 

gers, 

• I never gave them condign punishment: 230 

Murder indeed, that bloody sin, I tortured 
Above the felon or what trespass else. 

Snf. My lord, these faults are easy, quickly 
answer’d : 

But mightier crimes are laid unto your charge, 
Whereof you cannot easily purge yourself. 

I do arrest you in his highness' name ; 

And here commit you to my lord cardinal 
To keep, until your further time of trial. 

King. My lord of Gloucester, ’tis my special 
hope 

That you will clear yourself from all suspeA : 140 
My conscience tells me you are innocent. 

Clou. Ah, gracious lord, these days are dan- 
gerous : 

Virtue is choked with foul ambition 
And charity chased hence by rancour^s hand ; 
Foul subornation is predominant 
And equity exiled your highness’ land. 

• I know their complot is to have my life. 
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And if my death might make this island happy 
And prove the peric^ of their tyranny, 

I would expend it with all willingness : 250 

But mine is made the prologue to their play : 

For thousands more, that yet suspedl no peril, 
Will not conclude their plotted tragedy. 
Beaufort’s red sparkling eyes blab his heart's 
malice, 

And Suffolk’s cloudy brow his stormy hate ; 
Sharp Buckingham unburthens with his tongue 
The envious load that lies upon his heart ; 

And dogged York, that reaches at the moon, 
Whose overweening arm I have pluck’d back, 

• By false accuse doth level at my life : 160 

And you, my sovereign lady, with the rest, 
Causeless have laid disgraces on my head 

And with your best endeavour have stirr'd up 

• My liefest liege to be mine enemy : 

Ay, all of you have laid your heads together — 

• Myself had notice of your conventicles — 

And all to make away my guiltless life. 

I shall not want false witness to condemn me, 
Nor store of treasons to augment guilt ; 

The ancient proverb will be well effected : 170 

* A staff is quickly found to beat a dog.’ 

Car. My liege, his railing is intolerable : 

I f those that care to keep your royal person 
From treason’s secret knife and traitors' rage 
Be thus upbraided, chid and rated at, 

And the offender granted scope of speech, 

’Twill make them cool in zeal unto your grace. 
Su/. Hath he not twit our sovereign lady 
here 

• With ignominious words, though clerkly couch’d, 

As if she had suborned some to swear 180 

False allegations to o’erthrow his state? 

Queen. But I can give the loser leave to chide. 
Glon. Far truer spoke than meant: I lose, 
indeed ; 

Beshrew the winners, for they play’d me false ! 
And well such losers may have leave to speak. 
Buck. He'll wrest the sense and hold us here 
all day : 

Lord cardinal, he is your prisoner. 

Car. Sirs, take away the duke, and guard 
him sure. 

Glou. Ah! thus King Henry throws away 
his crutch 

Before his legs be firm to bear his body. 190 
Thus is the shepherd beaten from thy side 

• And wolvesare gnarling who shall ^aw thee first. 
Ah, that my fear were false I ah, that it were I 
For, good King Henry, thy decay I fear. 

[ijr/V, guarded. 
King. My lords, what to your wisdoms secm- 
eth best, 

Do or undo, as if ourself were here. 

Queen. What, will your highness leave the 
parliament? 

King. Ay, Margaret; my heart is drown’d 
with grief, 

Whose flood begins to flow within mine eyes, 

My body round engirt with misery, aoo 

For what’s more miserable than discontent? 

Ah, unde Humphrey I in thy face I see 
The map of honour, truth and loyalty : 

And yet, good Humphrey, is the hour to come 
That e’er I proved thee false or fear'd thy faith. 
What louring star now envies thy estate. 
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IM accuse. Accusation. 

164 lirfest liege. Most dear sovereign. 

166 conventicles. Secret meetings. 

179 clerkly couched. In a scholarly style. 

192 gnarling. Snarling. 
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226 mournful (rorodilt' According to popular belief the 
crocodile lured its victims by a display of sobbing and 
c rving 



C'rcKodilc with victim Illustration from a 12th century 
bestiary 


236 (o/our Pretext, justification 
240 haply. F*erhaps. 

244 fain. Willing 
259 chaps. Chops. 

261 quillets. Legal subtleties 
266 mates Checkmates 


That these great lords and Margaret our queen 
Do seek subversion of thy harmless life? 

Thou never didst them wrong nor no man wrong ; 
And as the butcher takes away the calf 210 
And binds the wretch and beats it when it strays, 
Bearing it to the bloody slaughter-house, 

Even so remorseless have they borne him hence ; 
And as the dam runs lowing up and down, 
Looking the way her harmless young one went, 
And can do nought but wail her darling’s loss, 
Even so myself bewails good Gloucester’s case 
With sad unhelpful tears, and with dimm’d eyes 
Look after him and cannot do him good, 

So mighty arc his vowed enemies. 220 

His fortunes I will weep and ’twixt each groan 
Say 'Who’s a traitor? Gloucester he is none.’ 
[Ejvcunt all but Qneen^ j^ardinal Beaufort, 
Suffolk^ and York; Somerset remains apart. 
Queen. Free lord.s, cold snow melts with the 
sun’s hot beams. 

Henry my lord is cold in great affairs. 

Too full of foolish pity, and Gloucester’s show 

• Beguiles him as the mournful crocodile 
With sorrow snares relenting passengers. 

Or as the snake roll’d in a flowering bank. 

With shining checker’d slough, doth sting a 

child 

That for the beauty thinks it excellent. 230 

Believe me, lords, were none more wise than 1 — 
And yet herein I judge mine own wit good — 
This Gloucester should be quickly rid the world, 
To rid us from the fear we have of him. 

Car. That he should die is worthy policy ; 

• But yet we want a colour for his death : 

’Tis meet he be condemn’d by course of law. 

Suf. But, in my mind, that were no policy : 
The king will labour still to save his life, 

• The commons haply ri.se, to save his life ; 240 

And yet we have but trivial argument. 

More than mistrust, that shows him worthy death. 
York. So that, by this, you would not have 
him die. 

• Suf. Ah, York, no man alive so fain as I ! 
York. ’Tis York that hath more reason for 

his death. 

But, my lord cardinal, and you, my Lord of 
Suffolk, 

Say as you think, and speak it from your souls, 
Were’t not all one, an empty eagle were set 
To guard the chicken from a hungry kite. 

As place Duke Humphrey for the king’s pro- 
tedlor? 250 

Queen. So the poor chicken should be sure of 
death. 

Suf. Madam, ’tis true ; and were’t not mad- 
ness, then, 

To make the fox surveyor of the fold ? 

Who being accused a crafty murderer, 

His guilt should be but idly posted over. 

Because his purpose is not executed. 

No ; let him die, in that he is a fox, 

By nature proved an enemy to the flock, 

• Before his chaps be stain’d with crimson blood, 

As Humphrey, proved by reasons, to my liege. 

• And do not stand on quillets how to slay him : 261 
Be it by gins, by snares, by subtlety. 

Sleeping or waking, ’tis no matter how, 

So he be dead ; for that is good deceit 

• Which mates him first that first intends deceit 
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Qtieen. Thricc-noble Suffolk, 'tis resolutely 
spoke. 

Siif, Not resolute, except so much were done ; 
For things are often spoke and seldom meant: 
But that my heart accordeth with my tongue, 
Seeing the deed is meritorious, 270 

And to preserve my sovereign from his foe, 

• Say but tlie word, and 1 will be his priest. 

Car. But I would have him dead, my Lord 
of Suffolk, 

Ere you can take due orders for a priest : 

• Say you consent and censure well the deed. 

And Lll provide his executioner, 

I tender so the safety of my liege. 

Suf. Here is my hand, the deed is worthy 
doing. 

? ueen. And so say I. 

^ork. And I : and now we three have spoke 
it, 280 

• It skills not greatly who impugns our doom. 

Enter a Post. 

• Post. Great lords, from Ireland am I come 
amain, 

I'o signify that rebels there are up 
And put the Englishmen unto the sword: 

Send succours, lords, and stop the rage betime, 
Before the wound do grow uncurable ; 

For, being green, theie is great hope of help. 
Car, A breach that craves a quick expedient 
stop ! 

What counsel give you in this weighty cause? 
York. That Somerset be sent as regent thi- 
ther : 290 

Tis meet that lucky ruler be employed ; 

Witness the fortune he hath had in France. 

Som. If York, with all his far-fet policy, 

Had been the regent there instead of me. 

He never would have stay’d in France so long, 
York. No, not to lose it all, as thou hast done : 
I rather would have lost my life betin.es 
Than bring a burthen of dishonour home 
By staying there so long till all were lost. 

Show me one .scar charadler d on thy skin : 300 

Men’s flesh preserved so whole do seldom win. 
Qtieen. Nay, then, this spark will prove a 
raging fire, 

If wind and fuel be brought to feed it with : 

No more, good York ; sweet Somerset, be still : 
Thy fortune, York, hadst thou been regent there. 
Might happily have proved far worse than his. 
York, What, worse than nought? nay, then, 
a shame take all! 

Som, And, in the number, thee that wishest 
shame ! 

Car, My Lord of York, try what your for- 
tune is. 

• The uncivil kerns of Ireland arc in arms 310 
• And temper clay with blood of Englishmen : 

To Ireland will you lead a band of men, 
Colledled choicely, from each county some. 

And try your hap against the Irishmen? 

York, I will, my lord, so please his majesty. 
Suf, Why, our authority is his consent. 

And what we do establish he confirms : 

Then, noble York, take thou this task in hand. 

York, I am content : provide me soldiers, lords. 
Whiles I Uke order for mine own affairs. 320 


272 priest, i.e. adrnmster the last rites 
276 ('ensure Approve 



Suffolk - ‘Here is rny hand / Beaufort (Da\id Dodi- 
mead), Margaret (Barbara Jefford), ^^)rk (Jack fjwillim) 
and Suffolk (Derek Ciodfrey), Old Vic '^Fheaire, London, 

281 skills . daom. It does not matter much uho oppos- 
es our decision. 

SD roM A messenger 

282 amain Hastily, quickly. 

310 uncivil kerns Irish light-armed foot -soldiers. 

31 1 temper. Soften 
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332 mtsdouht Uncertainty, lack of confidence. 
343 starved. Frozen. 

3M flaw. Squall. 

343 porpentine. Porcupine. 

365 Mortsco. Moorish or Morris dancer. 



A Moorish dancer. EngravinK copied from a German 
illustration of 1577 


Su/. A charge, Lord York, that 1 will see 
perform'd. 

But now return we to the false Duke Humphrey. 

Car, No more of him , for I will deal with him 
That henceforth he shall trouble us no more. 

And so break off ; the day is almost spent : 

Lord Suffolk, you and I must talk of that event. 
York. My Lord of Suffolk, within fourteen 
days 

At Bristol I expeA my soldiers ; 

For there I’ll snip them all for Ireland. 

I *11 see it truly done, my Lord of York. 

[Exeunt all but 1 ’ork, 
York, Now, York, or never, steel thy fearful 
thoughts, 331 

• And change misdoubt to resolution : 

Be that thou hopest to be, or what thou art 
Resign to death ; it is not worth the enioying : 
Let pale-faced fear keep with the mean-bom man, 
And find no harbour in a royal heart. 

Faster than spring-time showers comes thought 
on thought. 

And not a thought but thinks on dignity. 

My brain more busy than the labouring spider 
Weaves tedious snares to trap mine enenues. 340 
Well, nobles, well, ’tis politicly done. 

To send me packing with an host of men : 

• I fear me you but warm the starved snake. 

Who, cherish’d in your breasts, will sting your 

hearts. 

’Twas men I lack’d and you will give them me 
I take it kindly ; yet be well assured 
You put .sharp weapons in a madman’s hands. 
Whiles I in Ireland nourish a mighty band, 

I will stir up in England some black storm 
Shall blow ten thousand souls to heaven or hell ; 
And this fell tempest shall not cease to rage 35 1 
Until the golden circuit on my head, 

Like to the glorious sun’s transparent beams, 

• Do calm the fury of this mad-bred flaw. 

And, for a minister of my intent, 

1 have seduced a headstrong Kentishman, 

John Cade of Ashford, 

To make commotion, as full well he can. 

Under the title of John Mortimer. 

In Ireland have I seen this stubborn Cade 360 
Oppose himself against a troop of kerns. 

And fought so long, till that his thighs with darts 

• Were almost like a sharp-quill’d TOrpentine ; 

And, in the end being rescued, 1 have seen 

• Him caper upright like a wild Morisco, 

Shaking the oloody darts as he his bells. 

Full often, like a sha^-hair’d crafty kem. 

Hath he conversed with the enemy. 

And undiscovered come to me vain 

And given me notice of their viUanies. 370 

This devil here shall be my substitute ; 

For that John Mortimer, which now is dead, 

In face, in gait, in speech, he doth resemble: 

By this I simll perceive the commons’ mind. 

How they affect the house and claim of York. 

Say he m taken, rack’d and tortured, ^ 

I know no nin they can infliA upon him 
Will make nim say I moved him to those arms. 
Say that he thrive, as ’ds great like he will. 

Why, then from Ireland come I with my strength 
And reap the harvest which that rascal sow’d ; 381 
For Humphrey being dead, as he shall be. 

And Henry put apart, the next for me. \Exit, 
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Scene II. Bury St EdmufuTs. A room 
of state. 

Enter certain Murderers, hastily. 

First Mur. Run to my Lord of Suffolk ; let 
him know 

We have dispatch’d the duke, as he commanded. 

• Sec. Mur. O that it were to do ! What have 

we done? 

Didst ever hear a man so penitent? 

Enter Suffolk, 

First Mur. Here comes my lord. 

Suf. Now, sirs, have you dispatch’d this thing? 
First Mur. Ay, my good lord, he's dead. 
Suf. Why, that’s well said. Go, get you to 
my house ; 

I will reward you for this venturous deed. 

The king and all the peers are here at hand, lo 
Have you laid fair the bed? Is all things well, 
According as I gave diredlions? 

First Mur. °Tis, my good lord. 

Suf. Away! begone. {Exeunt Murderers. 

Sound trumpets. Enter the King, the Queen, 
Cardinal Beaufort, Somerset, with At- 
tendants. 

King. Go, call our uncle * to our presence 
straight ; 

Say we intend to try his grace to-day, 

If he be ^lilty, as 'tis punished. 

• Suf I’ll call him presently, my noble lord. 

[ Exit. 

King. Lords, take your places ; and, I pray 
you all, 

• Proceed no straiter ’gainst our uncle Gloucester 
Than from true evidence of good esteem 2 1 
He be approved in practice culpable. 

Queen. God forbid any malice should prevail, 
That faultless may condemn a nobleman ! 

Pray God he may acquit him of suspicion I 
King. I thanic thee, Meg ; these words con- 
tent me much. 

Re-enter Suffolk. 

How now I why look’st thou pale? why tremblest 
thou? 

Where is our uncle? what’s the matter, Suffolk? 
Suf. Dead in his bed, my lord ; Gloucester is 
dead. 

Owen. Marry, God forfend ! 30 

Car. God’s secret judgement: I did dream 
to-night 

The duke was dumb and could not speak a word. 

[ The King swoons. 
Queen. How fares my lord? Help, lords! 
the king is dead. 

Som. Rear up his body ; wring him by the nose. 
Queen. Run, go, help, help! O Henry, ope 
thine eyes ! 

Suf He doth revive again : madam, be patient. 
King. O heavenly God ! 

? ueen. How fares my gracious lord? 

uf Comfort, my sovereign ! gracious Henry, 
comfort ! 

King^ What, doth my Lord of Suffolk comfort 
me? 


3 O that ... do! Oh that the deed hud not been done I 
18 presently. Immediately. 

20 straiter. Strictly, more severely. 
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52 himltsk MvrhicaJ reptile thoujfht to be able to kill by 
a mere breath r»r look 



A basilisk Illustration trom a i2th century bestiary 

89 he . . eaves. Aeolus, the Ciod of winds, kept them 
imprisoned in a cave. 

97 splitting rocks, i.e. rocks that split ships. 


Came he right now to sing a raven’s note, 40 
Whose dismal tune bereft my vital powers ; 

And thinks he that the chirping of a wren, 

By crying comfort from a hollow breast, 

Can chase away the first -conceived sound? 

Hide not thy poison with such sugar'd words; 
Lay not thy hands on me ; forbear, I say ; 

Their touch affrights me as a serpent’s sting. 
Thou baleful messenger, out of my sight ! 

Upon thy eye-balls murderous tyranny 

Sits in grim majesty, to fright the world. 50 

Look not upon me, for thine eyes are wounding ; 

• Yet do not go away: come, basilisk, 

And kill the innocent gazer with thy sight ; 

For in the shade of death I shall find joy : 

In life but double death, now Gloucester’s dead. 
Queen. Why do you rate iny Lord of Suffolk 
thus? 

Although the duke was enemy to him, 

Yet he most Christian-iike laments his death: 
And for myself, foe as he was to me. 

Might liquid tears or heart-offending groans 60 
Or blood-consuming sighs recall his life, 

I would be blind with weeping, sick with groans. 
Look pale as primrose with blood-drinking sighs, 
And all to have the noble duke alive. 

What know I how the world may deem of me? 
F'or it is known we were but hollow friends: 

It may be judged I made the duke away: 

So shall my name with slander’s tongue be 
wounded. 

And princes’ courts be fill’d with my reproach. 
This get I by his death : ay me, unhappy I 70 
To be a queen, and crown’d with infamy! 

King. Ah, woe is me for Gloucester, wretched 
man ! 

Queen. Be woe for me, more wretched than 
he is. 

What, dost thou turn away and hide thy face? 

I am no loathsome leper; look on me. 

What ! art thou, like the adder, waxen deaf? 

Be poisonous too and kill thy forlorn queen. 

Is all thy comfort .shut in Gloucester’s tomb? 
Why, then, dame Margaret was ne’er thy joy. 
FreCf his statua and worship it, 80 

And make my image but an alehouse sign. 

Was I for this nigh wreck’d upon the sea 
And twice by awkward wind from England’s bank 
Drove back again unto my native clime? 

What boded this, but well forewarning wind 
Did seem to say ‘ Seek not a scorpion’s nest. 

Nor set no footing on this unkind shore’? 

What did I then, but cursed the gentle gusts 

• And he that loosed them forth their brazen caves ; 
And bid them blow towards England’s blessed 

shore, 90 

Or turn our stern upon a dreadful rock? 

Yet iEolus would not be a murderer. 

But left that hateful office unto thee : 

The pretty-vaulting sea refused to drown me, 
Knowing that thou wouldst have me drown’d on 
shore, 

With tears as salt as sea, through thy unkindness : 

• The splitting rocks cower’d in the sinking sands 

And would not dash me with their ragged sides, 
Because thy flinty heart, more hard than they. 
Might in thy palace perish Margaret. zoo 

As far as I could ken thy chalky cliffs, 

When from thy shore the tempest beat us back, 
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1 stood upon the hatches in the storm, 

And when the dusky sky began to rob 
My earnest-gaping sight of thy land’s view, 

1 took a costly jewel fioin my neck, 

A heart it was, bound in with diamonds, 

And threw it towards th v land : the sea received it, 
And so I wish’d thy body might my heart: 

And even with this 1 lust fair Flngland's view no 
And bid mine eyes be packing with my heart 
And call’d them blind and dusky spec^tacies, 

For losing ken of Albion’s wished coast. 

How often have I tempted Su /Volk’s tongue, 

The agent of thy foul inconstancy, 

• To sit and witch me, as Ascanius did 
When he to madding Dido wouhi unfold 
H is father’s adls commenced m burning Troy ! 
Am I not witch’d like her ? or thou not false like 
him? 

Ay me, 1 can no more! die, Margaret! 120 

For Henry weeps that thou dost live so long. 

Noise within. A Wakwic k, Salisrukv, 
and many Commons. 

IVar. It is reported, rniglity sovereign. 

That good Duke Humphrey traitorously is mur- 
der’d 

By Suffolk and the Cardinal Beaufort’s means. 
The commons, like an angry hive of bees 
That want their leader, scatter up and down 
And care not who they sting in his revenge. 
Myself have calm’d their spleenful mutiny, 

Until they hear the order of his death. 

King. 7 'hat he is dead, good Warwick, ’tis 
too true ; 230 

But how he died God knows, not Henry: 

Enter his chamber, view his breathless corpse. 
And comment then upon his sudden death. 

/far. That shall I do, my liege. Stay, Salis- 

With the rude multitude till I return. [F.xit. 
King. O riioii that judgest all things, stay 
my thoughts. 

My thoughts, that labour to persuade my soul 
Some violent hands were laid on Hiimphrcy’slife ! 
If my su.spet^l l>e false, forgive me, God, 

For judgement only doili belong to tliee. 140 
Fain would I go to chafe his paly lips 
With twenty thousand kisses and to drain 
Upon his face an ocean of salt tears, 
i'o tell my love unto his dumb deaf trunk 
And with my fingers feel his hand unfeeling: 

But all in vain are these mean obsequies, 

And to survey his dead and earthy image. 

What were it but to make my sorrow greater? 

Re~entery^ K'R>N\C\<. and others^ hearing Gi.ou- 
C ester’s body on a bed. 

War. Come hither, gracious sovereign, view 
this body. 

King, That is to sec how deep my grave is 
made; 150 

For with his soul fled all my worldly solace, 

For .seeing him I see my life in death. 

War, As surely as my soul intends to live 
With that dread King that took our state upon him 
1 o free us from his father’s wrathful curse, 

I do believe that violent hands were laid 
Upon the life of this thrice-famed duke. 


116—117 Ascanius . . Dido. It was actually Cupid 

disguised as Ascanius who bewitched Dido, maddtng. 
Becoming mad with love 



J Aickin, 1 8th centur>' English actor, as Henr> VI, 1776 
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181 Itmelv-parted ghost A person who has died of 
natural causes 

176 lodged. I ^evellfd, beaten down 
187 ttmelew Untimely 
191 puttock's Kite’s. 

206 arroffant controller. Interfering critic or detractor. 


Sn/. a dreadful oath, sworn with a solemn 
tongue ! 

What instance gives Lord Warwick for his vow? 
War. See how the blood is settled in his face. 

• Oft have I seen a timely-parted ghost, i6i 

Of ashy semblance, meagre, pale and bloodless, 
Being all descended to the labouring heart ; 

Who, in the conflidl that it holds with death, 
Attradls the same for aidance 'gainst the enemy : 
Which with the heart there cools and ne’er le- 

turneth 

I'o blush and beautify the cheek again 
But see, his face is black and full of blood, 

His eye balls further out than when he lived, 
Staring full gha.stly like a strangled man ; 170 

His hair uprear’d, his nostrils stretched with 
struggling ; 

His hands abroad display’d, as one that grasp’d 
And tugg’d for life and was by strength subdued : 
l.ook, on the sheets his hair, you see, is sticking; 
His well-proportion’d beard made rough and 
rugged. 

• Like to the summer’s corn by tempest lodged. 

It cannot be but he was murder’d here; 

The least of all these signs were probable. 

Suf. Why, Warwick, who should do the duke 
to death ? 

Myself and Beaufort had him in protedlion ; 180 
And we, I hope, sir, are no murderers. 

War, But both of you were vow’d Duke 
Humphrey’s foes, 

And you, forsooth, had the good duke to keep : 
*Tis like you would not feast him like a friend ; 
And 'tis well seen he found an enemy. 

Queen. Then you, belike, susped these noble- 
men 

• As guilty of Duke Humphrey’s timeless death. 

War. Who finds the heifer dead and bleeding 
fresh 

And sees fast by a butcher with an axe, 

But will susped ’iwas he that made the slaughter? 

• Who finds the partridge in the puttock’s nest, 191 
But may imagine how the bird was dead. 
Although the kite soar with unbloodied beak? 
Even so suspicious is this tragedy. 

Queen. Are you the butcher, Suffolk? Where’s 
your knife? 

Is Beaufort term’d a kite? Where are his talons? 

Suf. I wear no knife to slaughter sleeping men ; 
But here’s a vengeful sword, rusted with ease, 
That shall be scoured in his rancorous heart 199 
That slanders me with murder’s crimson badge. 
Say, if thou darest, proud Lord of Warwickshire, 
That I am faulty in Duke Humphrey’s death. 
\Exennt Cardinal, Somerset, and others. 
War. What dares not Warwick, if false Suf- 
iolk dare him ? 

Queen. He dares not calm his contumelious 
.spirit 

• Nor cease to be an arrogant controller, 

Though Suffolk dare him twenty thousand times. 

War. Madam, be still ; with reverence may I 
say; 

For every word you speak in his behalf 
Is slander to your royal dignity. 

Suf Blunt-witted lord, ignoble in demeanour ! 
If ever lady wrong’d her lord so much, 21 x 
Thy mother took into her blameful bed 
Some stern untiitor’d churl, and noble stock 
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Was graft with crab^tree slip ; whose fruit thou art 
And never of the Nevils* noble race. 

• IVar, But that the guilt of murder bucklers 

thee 

And I should rob the deathsman of his fee, 
Quitting thee thereby of ten thousand shames, 
Aid that my sovereign's presence makes me mild, 
1 would, false murderous coward, on thy knee 220 
Make thee beg pardon for thy passed speech 
And say it was thy mother that thou meant' st, 
I'hat thou thyself wast born in bastardy ; 

And after all this fearful homage done, 

Give thee thy hire and send thy soul to hell, 
Pernicious blood-sucker of sleeping men ! 

Su/. Thou shalt be waking while 1 shed thy 
blood. 

If from this presence thou darest go with me. 
iVar. Away even now, or I will drag thee 
hence : 

Unworthy though thou art, I '11 cope with thee 230 
And do some service to Duke Humphrey’s 
ghost. ^Exeunt Suffolk and Warivick. 
King, What stronger breastplate than a heart 
untainted ! 

Thrice is he arm'd that hath his quarrel just. 
And he but naked, though lock'd up in steel, 
Whose conscience with injustice is corrupted. 

[A noise within. 

Queen, What noise is this? 

Re-enter Suffolk and Warwick, with their 
weapons drawn. 

King. Why, how now, lords! your wrathful 
weapons drawn 

H 5re in our presence I dare you be so bold ? 
Why, what tumultuous clamour have we here? 
Stif, The traitorous Warwick with the men 
of Bury 240 

Set all upon me, mighty sovereign. 

Sal. [To the Commons^ entering^ Sirs, stand 
apart ; the king shall know your mind. 
Dread lord, the commons send you word by me, 
Unless Lord Suffolk straight be done to death. 
Or banished fair England’s territories, 

'j'hey will by violence tear him from your palace 
And torture him with grievous lingering death. 
I'hey say, by him the good Duke Humphrey 
died ; 

They say, in him they fear your highness’ death ; 
And mere instindl of love and loyalty, 250 

Free from a stubborn opposite intent. 

As being thought to contradidl your liking. 
Makes uiem thus forward in his banishment. 
They say, in care of your most royal person. 
That if your highness should intend to sleep 
And charge that no man should disturb your rest 
In pain of your dislike or pain of death. 

Yet, notwithstanding such a strait edidf. 

Were there a serpent seen, with forked tongue. 
That slily glided towards your majesty, 260 
It were but necessai^ you were waked. 

Lest, being suffer’d m that harmful slumber, 

• The mortal worm might make the sleep eternal ; 
And therefore do they cry, though you forbid. 
That they will guard you, whether you will or no. 
From such fell serpents as false Suffolk is. 

With whose envenomed and fatal sting. 

Your lovinf uncle, twenty times his worth, 
lliey say, is shamefully bereft of life. 


216 bucklers. Shields. 



Sword and buckler in Klizabcthan days. From (nacorno 
di (jrassi’s True Art of Defence, 1594 

263 mortal worm. Deadly snake 
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271 htnds Menials, yokels. 

274 quatnl Clever 
286 ///A majesty Ciod. 

310 mandrake's groan. The mandrake was a plant with a 
forked root like a man. It was suppo.sed to j^roan if pulled 
out of the pround, its er\' could kill the hearer 



• Mandrake root in the form of a man. From a medieval 
woodcut 


Commons, [IVithin'] An answer from the king, 
my Lord of Salisbury ! 270 

• S?t/, ’Tis like the commons, rude unpolish’d 

hinds, 

Could send such message to their sovereign : 

Hut you, my lord, were glad to be employ’d, 

• Fo show how quaint an orator you are ; 

But all the honour Salisbury hath won 
Is, that he was the lord ambassador 
Sent from a sort of tinkers to the king. 

Commons. [ \Vithin\ An answer from the king, 
or we will all break in ! 

King. Go, Salisbury, and tell them all from me, 
I thank them for their tender loving care ; 280 

And had I not been cited so by them, 

Yet did I purpose as they do entreat ; 

For, sure, my thoughts do hourly prophesy 
Mischance unto my state by Suffolk’s means: 
i And therefore, by His majesty 1 swear, 

Whose far unworthy deputy I am. 

He shall not breathe infection in this air 
But three days longer, on the pain of death. 

[Ejfii Salisbury. 
Queen. O Henry, let me plead for gentle 
Suffolk ! 

King. Ungentle queen, to call him gentle 
Suffolk ! 290 

No more, I say : if thou dost plead for him, 

'I'hou wilt but add increase unto my wrath. 

Had I but said, 1 would have kept my word. 

But when I swear, it is irrevocable. 

If, after three days* space, thou here be’st found 
On any ground that I am ruler of, 

The world shall not be ransom for thy life. 

Come, Warwick, come, good Warwick, go with 
me ; 

I have great matters to impart to thee. 

[Exeunt all but Queen and Suffolk. 
Queen, Mischance and sorrow go along with 
you ! 300 

Heart’s discontent and sour affli<fHon 
Be playfellows to keep you company ! 

There’s two of you ; the devil make a third ! 

And threefold vengeance tend upon your steps I 
Stif. Cease, gentle queen, these execrations 
And let thy Suffolk take his heavy leave. 

Queen, Fie, coward woman and soft-hearted 
wretch ! 

Hast thou not spirit to curse thine enemy? 

Suf. A plague upon them ! wherefore should 
I curse them? 

» Would curses kill, as doth the mandrake’s groan, 
1 would invent as bitter-searching terms, 31 1 
As curst, as harsh and horrible to hear, 

Deliver’d strongly through my fixed teeth, 

With full as many si^ns of deadly hate. 

As lean-faced Envy in her loathsome cave : 

My tongue should stumble in mine earnest words ; 
Mine eyes should sparkle like the beaten flint ; 
Mine hair be fix’d on end, as one distracfl ; 

Ay, every joint should seem to curse and ban: 
And even now my burthen ’d heart would break, 
Should I not curse them. Poi.son be their 
drink! 321 

Gall, worse than gall, the daintiest that they 
taste ! 

Their sweetest shade a grove of cypress trees! 
Their chiefest prospeA murdering basilisks I 
Their softest touch as snuut as lizards’ stings ! 
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Their music frightful as the serpent's hiss, 

And boding screech-owls make the concert full . 
All the foul terrors in dark-seated hell — 

Queen. Enough, sweet Suffolk; thou tor- 
ment'st thyself; 

And these dread curses, like the sun ’gainst glass, 
Or like an overcharged gun, recoil, 331 

And turn the force of them upon thyself. 

> You bade me ban, and will you bid me 

leave ? 

Now, by the ground that I am banish’d from, 
Well could I curse aw'ay a winter’s night, 

Though standing naked on a mountain top, 
Where biting cold would never let grass grow, 
And think it but a minute spent in sport. 

Queen. O, let me entreat thee cease. Give 
me thy hand, 

That 1 may dew it with my mournful tears; 340 
Nor let the rain of heaven wet this place, 

I'o wash away my woful monuments. 

O, could this kiss be printed in thy hand, 

That thou mightst think upon these by the seal, 
Through whom a thousand sighs are breathed 
for thee ! 

So, get thee gone, that I may know my grief; 
’’I’is but surmised whiles thou art standing by. 

As one that surfeits thinking on a want. 

I will repeal thee, or, be well assured. 

Adventure to be banished myself: 350 

And banished I am, if but from thee. 

Go ; speak not to me ; even now be gone. 

0 , go not yet! Even thus two friends con- 
demn’d 

Embrace and ki.ss and take ten thousand leaves. 
Leather a hundred times to part than die. 

Yet now farewell ; and farewell life with thee ! 

Suf. Thus is poor Suffolk ten times banished ; 
Once by the king, and three times thrice by thee. 
’I'is not the land I care for, wert thou thence ; 

A wilderness is populous enough, 360 

So Suffolk had thy heavenly company: 

For where thou art, there is the world itself, 
With every several pleasure in the world, 

And where thou art not, desolation. 

1 can no more ; live thou to joy thy life ; 

Myself no joy in nought but that thou livest. 

Enter Vaux. 

Queen. Whither goes Vaux so fast? what 
news, 1 prithee? 

Vaux. To signify unto his maje.sty 
I’hat Cardinal Beaufort is at point of death ; 

For suddenly a grievous sickness took him, 370 
That makes him gasp and stare and catch 
the air, 

Blaspheming God and cursing men on earth. 
Sometime he talks as if Duke Humphrey’s ghost 
Were by his side ; sometime he calls the king 
And whispers to his pillow as to him 
'I'he secrets of his overcharged soul : 

And I am sent to tell his majesty 
That even now he cries aloud for him. 

Queen. Go tell this heavy message to the king. 

[Exit Vaux, 

Ay me! what is this world! what news are 
the'ic ! 380 

I But wherefore grieve I at an hour’s poor loss, 
Omitting Suffolk’s exile, my soul’s treasure? 

Why only, Suffolk, mourn I not for thee, 


333 ban. C’ursf, with word play on ‘ban’ and ‘banish’d’. 



Queen: ‘O, let me entreat thee cease.' Sutlolk with 
Queen Margaret Engraving from a painting hv William 
Hamilton (1751 1801) 


381 an hour's poor los.s. The Cardinal was an r>ld man 
and so had not much of life to lose. 
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399 FAysium Abodt* of the blessed after death. 
407 /n\ Messen>?er of Hera, Queen of the (iods 



Death of Cardinal Beaufort. Painting b\ Sir Joshua 
Reynolds (1723- 1792) 


And with the southern clouds contend in tears, 
Theirs for the earth's . increasoi mine for my 
sorrows? 

Now get thee hence : the king, thou know*8t, is 
coming ; 

If thou be found By me, thou art but dead. 

Su^, If I depart from thee, I cannot live; 
And in thy sight to die, what were it else 
But like a pleasant slumber in thy lap? 390 
Here could 1 breathe my soul into-the air, 

As mild and gentle as the cradle*babe 
Dying with mother’s dug between its lips : 

Where, from thy ^ight, 1 should be raging mad 
And cry out for thee to tlose up mine eyes, 

To have thee with thy lips to stop niy mouth ; 

So shouldst thou either turn my flying soul, 

Or I should breathe it so into thy body, 

• And then it lived in sweet Elysium. 

To die by thee were but to die in jest ; aoo 

From thee to die were torture more than death : 
O, let me stay, befall what niay befall ! 

Queen. Away! though parting be a fretful 
corrosive. 

It is applied to a deathful wound. 

To France, sweet Suffolk : let m'e hear from thee ; 
For wheresoe’er thou art in this world’s globe, 

• I’ll have an Iris that shall find thee out. 

Su/. I go. 

Queen. And take my heart with thee. 

Su/'. A jewel, lock’d into the wofuU’st cask 
That ever did contain a thing of worth, 4x0 
Even as a splitted bark, so sunder we : 

This way fall 1 to death. 

' . Queen. This way for me. 

* [Exeunt severally. 

Scene III. A bedchamber. 

Enter the King, Salisbury, Warwick, to the 
Cardinal in bed. 

King. How fares my lord? speak, Beaufort, 
to thy sovereign. 

Car. If thou be’st death, I 'II give thee Elng- 
land’s treasure, 

Enough to purchase such another island. 

So thou wilt let me live, and feel no pain. 

King. Ah, what a sign it is of evil life, 

Where death’s approach is seen so terrible ! 

War. Beaufort, it is thy sovereign speaks to 
thee. 

Car. Bring nie unto my trial when you will. 
Died he not in his bed? where should he die? 

Can I make men live, whether they will or no? 10 
torture me no more ! I will confess. 

Alive again ? then show me where he is : 

{ 'II give a thousand pound to look upon him. 
rte hath no eyes, the dust hath blinded them. 
Comb down his hair; look, look! it stands up- 
right, 

Like liine-twigs set to catch my winged soul. 

Give me some drink; and bid the apothecary 
Bring the strong poison that I bougnt of him. 

Kmg.^, O thou eternal Mover of the heavens, 
Look with a gentle eye upon this wretch ! 20 

O, beat away the busy meddling fiend 
That lays strong siege unto this wretch's soul 
And from his bosom purge this black despair ! 
Waf^. See, how tne pangs of death do make 
him grin ! 
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' Sal. Disturb him not ; let him pass peaceably. 

Peace to his soul, if Uod's good plea> 
sure be ! 

Lord cardinal, if thou ihink^ston heaven’s bliss, 
Hold up thy hand! make signal of thy hope. 

He dies, and makes no sign.*" O God, forgive 

him ! ' 29 

JVar. So bad a death argues a monstrous life. 
King. Forbear to iudge, for we are sinners all. 
- Close up his eyes and draw the curtain close ; 
And let us all to meditation. ^Ejxnnt. 

ACT IV. " 

Scene I. T/u coast of Kent. 

Alarum. Fight at sea. Ordnance goes ojf. 
Enter a Captain, a Master, a Master’s-Mate, 
Walter Whitmore, with them 
Suffolk, and others^ prisoners. 

Cap. The gaudy, blabbing and remorseful day 
Is crept into the bosom of the sea;’ 

• And now loud-hQwling wolves arouse the jades 
7'hat drag the tragic melancholy night ; 

Who, with their drowsy, slow and flagging wings, 

• Clip dead men’s graves and from their misty jaws 
Breathe foul contagious darkness in the air. 

• Therefore bring forth the soldiers of our prize ; 

• For, whilst our pinnace anchors in the Downs, 
Here shall thev make their ransom on the sand, 10 
Or with their blood stain this discolour’d shore. 
Master, this prisoner freely give I thee ; 

And thou that art his mate, make boot of this ; 
The other, Walter Whitmore, is thy share. ‘ 
First Gent. What is my ransom, blaster? let 
me know. 

Mast. A thousand crowns, or else lay down 
your head. 

Mate. And so much shall you give, or off 
goes yours. 

Cap. What, think you much to pay two thou- 
sand croWns, 

• And bear the name and port of gentlemen? 

Cut both the villains’ throats ; for die you shall ; 
The lives of those which we have lost in fight 21 
Be counterpKiised with such a petty sum ! 

First Gent. I’ll give it, sir; and therefore 
spare my life. 

Sec. Gent. And so will I and write home for it 
straight. 

• Whit. I lost mine eye in laying the prize 

aboard. 

And therefore to revenge it, shalt thou die ; 

{ToSuf. 

And so should these, if I might have my will. 
Cap. Be not so ra$h; take ransom, let hini% 
live. 

• Suf Look on my George ; I am a gentleman : 
Rate me at what thou wilt, thou shalt be paid. 30 

Whit. And so am I ; my name is Walter 
Whitmore. 

How now! why start’st thou? what, doth ^|eath 
affright? 

Suf. Thy name affrights me, in whose sound 
is deatri. 

• A cunning man did calculate my birth 

• And told me that by water I should die : 

Yet let not this make thee be bloody-mindted ; 

• Thy name is Gaultier, being rightly sounded. 



Sea captain with Suffolk as his prisoner, on the sea i oast 
near Dover. Kngravmg by Kenny Meadows from Barry 
Cornwall’s Works of Shakspere, 1846 


3 jades Horses in poor condition 
6 ('lip i.e ‘embrace’ and ‘strike’ 

8 soldiers . . . prize Sf)ldiers we have captured. 

9 pinnace. A small rowing or sailing vessel. 

19 port. Style. 

28 laying the prize aboard. Boarding the captured ship. 

29 George. Badge of a Knight of the Garter, because it 
represented St George killing the dragon, the feast of the 
order was held on St George’s Day (23rd April). 

34 cunning man. Fortune teller. 

36 water. The pun depends on the Elizabethan 
pronunciation of Walter with the ‘T silent. The ‘cunning 
man’ was actually the spirit in 1. iv. 36, who prophesied, 
‘By water he shall die’. 

37 Gaultier. Walter in French. 
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42 arms C oat of arms 

50 Ktufif Henry's hlnad Suffolk’s false claim 

61 Totdin^ lahhy Waiting room, antc-chamber 

70—71 Pole kennel. Multiple punning on ‘poll’ 

(head), ‘Pole’ (Suffolk’s family name pronounced 
‘pool’) and ‘pool’ (of water) kennel. Open drain 

80 qffy Artiariie, betroth. 

84 Svlh. I .ucius Cornelius Sulla (i 38 - 78 h(') author- 
ised the hrst Roman proscriptions. 


IVhit. Gualtier or Walter, which it is, I care 
not : 

Never yet did base dishonour blur our name, 

But with our sword we wiped away the blot ; 40 
Therefore, when merchant-like I sell revenge, 

• Broke be my sword, my arms torn and defaced. 
And 1 proclaim’d a coward through the world ! 

Su/. Stay, Whitmore; for thy prisoner is a 
prince, 

The Duke of Suffolk, William de la Pole. 

Whit. The Duke of Suffolk muffled up in rags ! 
Suf. Ay, but these rags are no part of the duke ; 
Jove sometime went disguised, and why not I? 
Cap. But J ove was never slain, as thou shalt be. 

• Siif. Obscure and lowly swain. King Henry’s 

blood, 50 

The honourable blood of Lancaster, 

Must not be shed by such a jaded groom. 

Hast thou not kiss’d thy hand and held my stirrup? 
Bare-headed plodded by my foot-cloth mule 
And thought thee happy when I shook my head? 
How often ha.st thou waited at my cup, 

Fed from my trencher, kneel’d down at the board. 
When I have feasted with Queen Margaret? 
Remember it and let it make thee crest-fall’n. 

Ay, and allay this thy abortive pride ; 60 

• How in our voiding lobby hast thou stood 
And duly waited for my coming forth ? 

This hand of mine hath writ in thy behalf 
And therefore shall it charm thy riotous tongue. 

Whit. Speak, captain, shall I stab the forlorn 
swain? 

Cap. First let my words stab him, as he hath 


me. 

Su/. Base slave, thy words are blunt and so 
art thou. 

Cap. Convey him hence and on our long-boat's 
side 

Strike off his head. 

Suf. Thou darest not, for thy own. 

• Cap. Yes, Pole. 

Suf. Pole ! 

Cap. Pool ! Sir Pool ! lord ! 70 

Ay, kennel, puddle, sink ; whose filth and dirt 
Troubles the silver spring where England drinks. 
Now will I dam up this thy yawning mouth 
For swallowing the treasure of the realm : 

Thy lips that kiss’d the queen shall sweep the 
ground ; 

And thou that smiledst at good Duke Humphrey’s 
death 

Against the senseless winds shalt grin in vain, 
Who in contempt shall hiss at thee again : 

And wedded be thou to the hags of hell, 

• For daring to affy a mighty lord 80 

Unto the daughter of a worthless king, 

Having neither subject, wealth, nor diadem. 

By devilish policy art thou grown great 

• And, like ambitious Sylla, overgor^ed 
With gobbets of thy mother’s bleeding heart. 

By thee Anjou and Maine were sold to France, 
The false revolting Norman.s thorough thee 
Disdain to call us lord, and Picardy 

Hath slain their governors, surprised our forts 
And sent the ragged soldiers wounded home. 90 
The princely Warwick, and the Nevils all, 

Whose^ dreadful swords were never drawn in vain. 
As hating thee, are rising up in arm^ : 

And now the house of York, thrust from the crown 
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By shameful murder of a guiltless king 
And lofty proud encroaching tyranny, 

Bums with revenging fire ; whose hopeful colours 

• Advance our half-faced sun, striving to shine, 

• Under the which is writ ‘ Invitis nubibus.* 

The commons here in Kent are up in arms : loo 
And, to conclude, reproach and beggary 
Is crept into the palace of our king, 

And all by thee. Away ! convey him hence. 

Suf, U that I were a god, to shoot forth 
thunder 

Upon these jialtry, servile, aljjedl drudges! 

Small things make base men proud : this villain 
here. 

Being captain of a pinnace, threatens more 
Than Bargulus the strong Illyrian pirate. 

Drones suck not eagles’ blood but rob bee-hives : 
It is impossible that 1 should die no 

By such a lowly vassal as thyself. 

'I'hy words move rage and not remorse In me : 

I go of message from the queen to France ; 

I charge thee waft me safely cross the Channel. 
Cap. Walter, — 

Whit. Come, Suffolk, I must waft thee to thy 
death. 

• Suf. Cielidus timor occupat artiis, it is thee 

I fear. 

Whit. Thou shalt have cause to fear before 
I leave thee. 

What, are ye daunted now? now will ye stoop? 
First Gent. My gracious lord, entreat him, 
speak him fair. 120 

Suf. Suffolk’s imperial tongue is stern and 
rough. 

Used to command, untaught to plead for favour. 
Far be it we should honour such as these 
With humble suit: no, rather let my head 
Stoop to the block than these knees bow to any 
Save to the God of heaven and to my king ; 

And sooner dance upon a bloody pole 
Than stand uncover’d to the vulgar groom. 

True nobility is exempt from fear: 

More can I bear than you dare execute. 130 
Cap. Hale him away, and let him talk no more. 
Siif, Come, soldiers, show what cruelty ye 
can, 

That this my death may never be forgot ! 

• Great men oft die by vile bezonians : 

A Roman sworder and banditto slave 

• Murder’d sweet Tully; Brutus’ bastard hand 
Stabb’d Julius Caesar ; savage islanders 

• Pompey the Great ; and Suffolk dies by pirates. 

[Exeunt Whitmore and others with Suffolk. 
Cap. And as for these whose ransom we have 
set, 

Tt is our pleasure one of them depart : 140 

Therefore come you with us and let him go, 

[Exeunt all but the First Gentleman. 

F e-enter Whitmore with Suffolk’s body. 

Whit. There let his head and lifeless body 
lie. 

Until the queen his mistress bury it. [Exit. 

First Gent. O barbarous and bloody spedlacle ! 
His body will I bear unto the king: 

If he revenge it not, yet will his friends ; 

So will the queen, that living held him dear. 

\Exit with the body. 


96 half-faced sun. Heraldic device of Edward III and 
Richard II. 

99 * Invitis nubibus\ In spite of clouds 

117 Gelidm . . . artus C'old fear siczcd my limbs 

134 bezonians. Beggars. 

136 Tully. Marcus Tullius Cicero. Brutus' bastard 
Brutus was incorrectly believed to be an illegitimate son 
of Julius Caesar 

138 Pompey Defeated by Julius Caesar, Pompey fled to 
Egypt where he was murdered by his own ex-ofticers in 
the pay of Ptolemy. 
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24 Wtnf^hfim Village near Canterbur>\ 
31 Arffo, Ergo (therefore). 



Sketch of Jack Cade by Inigo Jones (1573-1651) for 
a Court .MkSque 

36 cade. Barrel of 500 herrings. 

61 furred pack. Pack made of skin, with the hair out- 
ward. bucks. Dirty linen. 

68 valiant. Insolent. 


Scene JI. Blackheath, 

Enter George Bevis and John Holland. 

Bevis. Come, and get thee a sword, though 
made of a lath : they have been up these two days. 

HolL They have the more need to sleep now, 
then. 

Bevis. r tell thee. Jack Cade the clothier 
means to dress the commonwealth, and turn it, 
and set a new nap upton it. 

Holt. So he had need, for ’tis threadbare. 
Well, I say it was never merry world in England 
since gentlemen came up. lo 

Berns. O miserable age ! virtue is not regarded 
in handicrafts-men. 

HolL The nobility think scorn to go in leather 
aprons. 

Bnns. Nay, more, the king’s council are no 
good workmen. 

HolL True ; and yet it is said, labour in thy 
vocation; which is as much to say as, let the 
magistrates be labouring men; and therefore 
should we be magistrates. 20 

Bevis. Thou hast hit it: for there’s no better 
sign of a brave mind than a hard hand. 

HolL 1 see them! I see them! There’s Best’s 

• son, the tanner of Wingham, — 

Bevis. He shall have theskinsof our enemies, 
to make dog’s-Ieather of. 

HolL And Dick the Butcher, — 

Bevis. Then is sin .struck down like an ox, 
and iniquity's throat cut like a calf. 

HolL And Smith the weaver, — 30 

• Bevis. Argo, their thread of life is spun. 

HolL Come, come, let’s fall in with them. 

Dmm. Enter Cade, Dick Butcher^ Smith the 
Weaver^ and a Sawyer^ with infinite numbers. 

Cade, We John Cade, so termed of our sup- 
posed father, — 

• Dick, [Aside] Or rather, of stealing a cade of 
herrings. 

Cade. For our enemies shall fall before ns, 
inspired with the spirit of putting down kings and 
princes, — Command silence. 

Dick. Silence ! ^ 40 

Cade. My father was a Mortimer, — 

Dick, [Aside] He was an honest man, and a 
good bricklayer. 

Cade. My mother a Plantagenet, — 

Dick. [Aside] I knew her well; she was a 
midwife. 

Cade. My wife descended of the Lacies, — 
Dick. [Aside] She was, indeed, a pedler’s 
daughter, and sold many laces. 49 

Smith. [Aside] But now of late, not able to 

• travel with her furred pack, she washes bucks 
here at home. 

CaeU. Therefore am I of an honourable house. 
Dick. [Aside] Ay, by mv faith, the field is 
honourable ; and there was he bom, under a hedge, 
for his father had never a house but the cage. 
Cade. Valiant I am. 

Smith. [Aside] A’ must needs; for beggary is 

• valiant 

Cade. I am able to endure much. 60 

Dick. [Aside] No question of that: for I have 
seen him whipped three market-days together. 
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CmU. I fear neither sword nor fire. 

SfHttk. {Aside] He need not fear the sword ; 

• for his coat is of proof. 

Dick. {Aside] But methinks he should stand 
in fear of fire, being burht i’ the hand for stealing 
of sheep. 

Cade. Be brave, then; for your captain is 
brave, and vows reformation. There shall be in 
England seven halfpenny loaves sold for a penny : 
the three-hooped pot shall have ten hoops ; and 
1 will make it felony to drink small beer: all the 

• realm shall be in common ; and in Cheapside 

• shalj my palfry go to grass: and when 1 am king, 
as king I will be, — 

A IL God save your majesty ! 

Cade. I thank you, good people : there shall 
be no money ; all shall eat and drink on my 
score ; and I will apparel them all in one livery, 
that they may agree like brothers and worship 
me their lord. 

Dick. The first thing we do, let’s kill all the 
lawyers. 

Cade. Nay, that I mean to do. Is not this a 
lamentable thing, that of the skin of an innocent 
lamb should be made parchment? that parchment, 
being scribbled o’er, should undo a man? Some 
say the bee stings : but 1 say, ’tis the bee’s wax ; 
for 1 did but seal once to a thing, and 1 was never 
mine own man since. How now ! who’s there? 91 

Enter some ^ bringing fonvard the Clerk of 
Chatham. 

Smith. The clerk of Chatham : he can write 
and read and cast accompt. 

Cade. O monstrous ! 

Smith. We took him setting of boys’ copies. 

Cade. Here’s a villain ! 

Smith. Has a book in his pocket with red 
letters in ’t. 

Cade. Nay, then, he is a conjurer. 

Dick. Nay, he can make obligations, and write 
court-hand. 10 1 

Cade. 1 am sorry for’t: the man is a proper 
man, of mine honour; unless I find him guilty, 
he shall not die. Come hither, sirrah, 1 '"•ist 
examine thee : what is thy name ? 

• Clerk. Emmanuel. 

Dick. They use to write it on the top of letters : 
’twill go hard with you. 

Cade. Let me alone. Dost thou use to write 
thy name? or hast thou a mark to thyself, like an 
honest plain-dealing man ? in 

Clerk. Sir, I thank God, I have been so well 
brought up that I can write my name. 

All. He hath confessed : away with him ! he ’s 
a villain and a traitor. 

Cade. Away with him, I say ! hang him with 
his pen and ink-horn about his neck. 

[Exit one with the Clerk. 

Enter Michael. 

Mkh. Where ’s our general ? 

Cade. Here I am, thou particular fellow. 119 

Mkh. Fly, fly, fly ! Sir Humphrey Stafford 
and his brother are hard by, with the king’s 
forces 

Cade. Stand, villain, stand, or I’ll fell thee 
down. He shall be encountered with a man as 
good as himself: he is but a knight, is a'? 


6S proof. Tested. 

74 Cheapside. Chief shopping street in old London. 

75 palfry. Saddle horse. 

105 Emmanuel. Letters were headed ‘Emmanuel’ 
‘God be with you’ 



C’ade with the Clerk of Chatham Engraving hv Kenny 
Meadows from Barr>’ Cornwall’s Works of Shakspere, 
1846 
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141 shearman Worker who cut the nap from cloth. 

166 sf^<jn-(ountef (iame in which the aim was to throw a 
counter within the span of the first counter crowns. Pun 
on i) coinaj?e, 2) kingdom; 3) ‘the French disease’ 

170 Say Lord 'I'reasurer. 

172 mained Maimed 


Mich. No. 

Cade. To equal him, I will make myself a 
knight presently. [A'^ee/s) Rise up Sir John 
Mortimer, Now have at him! 

Enter Sir Humphrey Stafford Bro- 

ther, with drum and soldiers. 

Staf. Rebellious hinds, the filth and scum of 
Kent, 130 

Mark’d for the gallows, lay your weapons down ; 
Home to your cottages, forsake this groom : 

The king is merciful, if you revolt. 

Bro. But angry, wrathful, and inclined to blood, 
If you go forward ; therefore yield, or die. 

Cade. As for these silken-coated slaves, I pass 
not : 

It is to you, ^ood people, that I speak. 

Over whom, in time to come, I hope to reign; 
For I am rightful heir unto the crown. 

Staf. Villain, thy father was a pla.sterer; 140 

• And thou thyself a shearman, art thou not i^ 

Cade. And Adam was a gardener. 

Bro. And what of that? 

Cade. Marry, this: Edmund Mortimer, Earl 
of March, 

Married the Duke of Clarence’ daughter, did he 
not? 

Staf Ay, sir. 

Cade. By her he had two children at one 
birth. 

Bro. That’s false. 

Cade. Ay, there 's the question ; but I say, 
'tis true : 

I’he elder of them, being put to nurse, 150 

Was by a beggar-woman stolen away; 

And, ignorant of his birth and parentage. 

Became a bricklayer when he came to age : 

His .son am 1 ; deny it, if you can. 

Dick. Nay, ’tis too true ; therefore he shall be 
king. 

Sjnith. Sir, he made a chimney in my father's 
hou.se, and the bricks are alive at this day to 
testify it; therefore deny it not. 

Staf. And will you credit this base drudge’s 
words. 

That speaks he knows not what? 160 

All. Ay, marry, will we; therefore get yc 
gone. 

Bro. Jack Cade, the Duke of York hath 
taught you this. 

Cade. \^Asid€\ He lies, for I invented it my- 
self. 

Go to, sirrah, tell the king from me, that, for his 
father's sake, Henry the Fifth, in whose time boys 

• went to span-counter for French crowns, I am 
content he shall reign ; but 1 '11 be protedlor over 
him. 

Dick. And furthermore, we'll have the Lord 

• Say's head for selling the dukedom of Maine. 170 

Cade. And good reason ; for thereby is Eng- 

• land mained, and fain to go with a staff, but that 
my puissance holds it up. Fellow kings, I tell 
you that that Lord Say hath gelded the common- 
wealth, and made it an eunuch : and more than 
that, he can speak French; and therefore he is 
a traitor. 

Staf. O gross and miserable ignorance ! 

Cade, Nay, answer, if you can: the French- 
men are our enemies ; go to, then, 1 ask but this ; 
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can he that speaks with the tongue of an enemy 
be a good counsellor, or no? 

AU. No, no; and therefore we’ll have his 
head. 

Bro. Well, seeing gentle words will not pre- 
vail, 

Assail them with the army of the king. 

Btaf, Herald, away ; and throughout every 
town 

Proclaim them traitors that are up with Cade ; 
That those which fly before the battle ends 
May, even in their wives’ and children’s sight. 

Be nang’d up for example at their doors : 190 

And you that be the king’s friends, follow me. 

{Exeunt the two Staffords^ and soldiers. 
Cade. And you that love the commons, follow 
me. 

Now show yourselves men ; ’tis for liberty. 

We will not leave one lord, one gentleman : 

» Spare none but such as go in clouted shoon ; 

For they are thrifty honest men and such 
As would, but that they dare not, take our parts. 
Dick, They are all in order and march toward 
us. 

Cade, But then are we in order when we are 
most out of order. Come, march forward. 200 

{Exeunt. 

ScKNE III. Another part of Blackheath, 

Alartims to the fight ^ %vherein both the Staf- 
fords are slain. Enter Cade and the rest. 

Cade, Where’s Dick, the butcher of Ash- 
ford ? 

Dick, Here, sir. 

Cade, They fell before thee like sheep and 
oxen, and thou behavedst thyself as if thou hadst 
been in thine own slaughter-house : therefore thus 
> will I reward thee, the Lent .shall be as long again 
as it is : and thou shalt have a license to kill for 
a hundred lacking one. 

Dick. I desire no more. 10 

Cade. And, to speak truth, thou deservest no 
less. This monument of the vi< 5 lory will I bear 
{putting on Sir Htimphrey's brigandine\, and 
the bodies .shall be dragged at my horse heels till 
I do come to London, where we will have the 
mayor’s sword borne before us. 

Dick. If we mean to thrive and do good, 
break open the gaols and let out the prisoners. 
Cade. F'ear not that, I warrant thee. Come, 
let ’s march towards London. {Exeunt, 20 

Scene IV. London, The palace. 

Enter the King 7vith a supplication.^ and the 

g UEEN with SuffolEs head., the Duke of 
UCKINGHAM and the Lord Say. 

Queen. Oft have I heard that grief softens the 
mind 

And makes it fearful and degenerate ; 

Think therefore on revenge and cease to weep. 
But who can cease to weep and look on this ? 
Here may his head lie on my throbbing breast: 
But where’s the body that I should embrace? 

Buck. What answer makes your grace to the 
rebels’ supplication? 

King. 1 '11 send some holy bishop to entreat ; 
For God forbid so many simple souls 10 



Map showing Blackheath From John Speed’s Theatre 
of the Empire of Great Britninr, 1611-12 


195 douted •ihooi! Hohn.nl hoots 


7—8 Lent . . . ktU. Butchers were noi permitted to 
slaughter during Lent 

SD briffandine. A coat oi mail 
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39 Kiilin^warth KfniKvnrth castlr in \Var\Mikshire 



Kn^ravin^j of Kenilworth C’astle in 1620 


Should perish by the sword I And I myself, 
Rather than bloody war shall cut them shor^ 
Will parley with Jack Cade their general: 

But stay, I ’ll read it over once again. 

Queen, Ah, barbarous villains ! hath this lovely 
face 

Ruled, like a wandering planet, over me, 

And could it not enforce them to relent. 

That were unworthy to behold the same? 

Lord Say, Jack Cade hath sworn to 
have tliy head. 

Say. Ay, but 1 hope your highness shall have 
his. 20 

King. How now, madam I 
Still lamenting and mourning for Suffolk’s death? 
I fear me, love, if that 1 had been dead. 

Thou wouldest not have mourn’d so much for me. 
Queen. No, my love, 1 should not mourn, but 
die for thee. 

Enter a Messenger. 

King. How now! what news? why comest 
thou in such haste? 

Mess. The rebels are in Southwark ; fly, my 
lord ! 

Jack Cade proclaims himself Lord Mortimer, 
Descended from the Duke of Clarence’ house. 
And calls your grace usurper openly ^ 30 

And vows to crown himself in Westminster. 

His army is a ragged multitude 

Of hinds and peasants, rude and merciless : 

Sir Humphrey Stafford and his brother’s death 
Hath given them heart and courage to proceed : 
All scholars, lawyers, courtiers, gentlemen, 

They call false caterpillars and intend their death. 
King. 0 graceless men 1 they know not what 
they do. 

» Buck, My gracious lord, retire to Killing- 
worth, 

Until a power be raised to put them down. 40 
Queen. Ah, were the Duke of Suffolk now 
alive, 

These Kentish rebels would be soon appeased ! 

Kin^. Lord Say, the traitors hate thee; 
Therefore away with us to Killingworth. 

Say. So might your grace’s person be in 
danger. 

The sight of me is odious in their eyes ; 

And therefore in this city will I stay 
And live alone as secret as I may. 

Enter another Messenger. 

Mess. Jack Cade hath gotten London bridge : 
The citizens fly and forsake their houses: 50 

The rascal people, thirsting after prey, 

Join with the traitor, and they jointly swear 
To spoil the city and your royal court 
Buck. Then linger not, my lord ; away, take 
horse. 

King. Come, Margaret ; God, our hope, will 
succour us. 

Queen. My hope is gone, now Suffolk is de- 
ceased. 

Kinr. Farewell, my lord: trust not the 
Kentish rebels. 

Buck. Trust nobody, for fear y(m be betray’d. 
Say. The trust I Kave is in mine mnocence. 
And therefore am I bold and resolute. 60 

[Exeunt. 
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Scene V. London, The Tower, 

Enter Lord Scales upon the Tower^ walking. 
Then enter two or three Citizens below. 

Scales, How now I is Tack Cade slain ? 

First Cit, No, my lorcf, nor likely to be slain ; 
for they have won the bridge, killing all those 
that withstand them : the lord mayor craves aid 
of your honour from the Tower to defend the 
city from the rebels. 

Scales, Such aid as I can spare you shall 
command ; 

But I am troubled here with them myself ; 

The rebels have assay’d to win the Tower. 

But get you to Smithheld and gather head, lo 
And thither I will send you Matthew Goffe ; 
Fight for your king, your country and your lives ; 
And so, farewell, for 1 must hence again. 

[^Exeunt, 


Scene VI. London, Cannon Street, 

Enter Jack Cade and the rest, and strikes 
his staff on London-stone, 

Cade. Now is Mortimer lord of this city. And 

• here, sitting upon London-stone, 1 charge and 

• command that, of the city’s cost, the pissing- 
conduit run nothing but claret wine this first 
year of our reign. And now henceforward it 
shall be treason tor any that calls me other than 
Lord Mortimer. 

Enter a Soldier, running. 

Sold, Jack Cade ! Jack Cade ! 

Cade, Knock him down there. [ They kill him. 

Smith. If this fellow be wise, he’ll never call 
ye Jack Cade more: I think he hath a very fair 
warning. 

Dick, My lord, there’s an army gathered 
together in Sniithfield. 

Cade, Come, then, let’s go fight with them: 
but first, go and set London bridge on fire ; and, 
if you can, burn down the Tower too. Come, 
let’s away. \Exeunt, 


Scene VII. London, Smithfield, 


Alarums, Matthew Goffe is slain, and all 
the rest. Then enter Jack Cade, with his 
company. 

Cade, So, sirs : now go some and pull down 
• the Savoy ; others to the inns of court ; down 
with them all. 

Dick. I have a suit unto your lordship. 

Cade, Be it a lordship, thou shalt have it for 
that word. 

Dick, Only that the laws of England may 
come out of your mouth. 

Holl, \Aside\ Mass, ’twill be sore law, then ; 
for he was thrust in the mouth with a spear, and 
’tis not whole yet 1 1 

Smith, \,Aside\ Nay, John, it will be stinking 
law; for his breath stinks with eating toasted 
cheese. 

Cade, I have thought upon it, it shall be so. 
Away, bum all the records of the realm: my 
mouth shall be the parliament of England. 

HolL Then we are lilce to have 

biting statutes, unless his teeth be pulled out. 



'I’ower of London ICngraving from a print of i 

2 London- St one. A Roman miU*stont* in Cannon Strc-ft. 

3—4 pissmg-conduit. A small water fountain used by the 
poor 



'rhe Savo\ Palace, l.ondon resident l ot the Duke of 
Lancaster. Engraving from Old England, 1854 
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24-26 nm' pound. A jokinj? exaj?>?erati()n 
31 LUistmem ‘Raise mon cul’ (kiss my backside). 

34 besom Broom 

3S-39 store tally Tallies were two halves of a stick 
split and divided between the creditor and the debtor. 
Scores were notches on the tallies recording the 
transactions. 

43—49 could not read i e. they couldn’t read the ‘neck 
verse’ in Latin which would have enabled them to claim 
‘benefit of elerirv' "^rhis would entitle them to exemption 
tioin h.inging b\ .i si-lu1,ii coint on tin- giouiids ili.ii, as 
t lerics, they could be ti led onl\ b\ an ett lesiasiical c^ourt 


61 bttnn {fens ( jof)d counrrN , bad people 



Sav ‘Hear me but speak . Lord Sav (Charles West) 
with Jack Cade (Harold Innocent), Dick the Butcher 
(Ronald Fraser) and Cade’s followers, Old Vic, 1957 

77 hook. Learning, pref err'd. Recommended. 


Cade. And henceforward all things shall be in 
common. 21 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My lord, a prize, a prize I here *s the 
Lord Say, which sold the towns in France; he 

• that made us pay one and twenty fifteens, and 
one shilling to the pound, the last subsidy. 

Enter George Bevis, with the Lord Say. 

Cade. Well, he shall be beheaded for it ten 
times. Ah, thou say, thou serge, nay, thou 
buckram lord ! now art thou within point-blank 
of our jurisdidlion regal. What canst thou an- 
swer to my majesty for giving up of Normandy 

• unto Mounsieur Basimecu, the dauphin of France? 
Be it known unto thee by these presence, even 
the presence of Lord Mortimer, that 1 am the 

• besom that must sweep the court clean of such 
filth as thou art. Thou hast most traitorously 
corrupted the youth of the realm in eredling a 
grammar school : and whereas, before, our fore- 

• fathers had no other books but the score and the 
tally, thou hast caused printing to be used, and, 
contrary to the king, his crown and dignity, thou 
hast built a paper-mill. It will be proved to 
thy face that thou hast men about thee that 
usually talk of a noun and a verb, and such 
abominable words as no Christian ear can endure 
to hear. Thou hast appointed justices of peace, 
to call poor men before them about matters they 
were not able to answer. Moreover, thou hast 

• put them in prison ; and because they could not 
read, thou hast hanged them; when, indeed, 
only for that cause they have been most worthy 
to live. Thou dost ride in a foot-cloth, dost 
thou not? 

Say. What of that ? 

C^e. Marry, thou oughtest not to let thy 
horse wear a cloak, when honester men than thou 
go in their hose and doublets. 

Dick. And work in their shirt too ; as myself, 
for example, that am a butcher. 

Say. You men of Kent,— 

Dick. What say you of Kent? 60 

• Say. Nothing but this; 'tis ‘bona terra, mala 

‘gens.* 

Cade. Away with him, away with him! he 
speaks Latin. 

Say. Hear me but speak, and bear me where 
you will. 

Kent, in the Commentaries Caesar writ, 

Is term’d the civil’st place of all this isle : 

Sweet is the country, because full of riches ; 

The people liberal, valiant, adlive, wealthy ; 
Which makes me hope you are not void of pity. 

I sold not Maine, I lost not Normandy, 70 
Yet, to recover them, would lose my life. 

Justice with favour have I always done ; 

Prayers and tears have moved me, gifts could 
never. 

When have I aught exadled at your hands, 

But to maintain the king, the realm and you? 
Large gifts have I bestow’d on learned clerks, 

• Because my book preferr’d me to the king, 

And seeing ienorance is the curse of God. 
Knowledge the wing wherewith we fly to heaven, 
Unless you be possess’d with devilish spirits, 80 
You cannot but forbear to murder me : 
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This tongue hath parley’d unto foreign kings 
For your behoof, — 

Cade. Tut, when struck’st thou one blow in 
the field? 

Say. Great men have reaching hands: oft 
have I struck 

Those that I never saw and struck them dead. 

Geo. O monstrous coward! what, to come 
behind folks? 

Say. These cheeks are pale for watching for 
your good. 

Cade. Give him a box o* the ear and that will 
make 'em red again. 

Say. Long sitting to determine poor men’s 
causes 

Hath made me full of sickness and diseases. 

Cade. Ye shall have a hempen caudle then 
and the help of hatchet. 

Dick. Why dost thou quiver, man? 

Say. The palsy, and not fear, provokes me. 
Cade. Nay, he nods at us, as who should say, 
I’ll be even with you: I’ll see if his head will 
stand steadier on a pole, or no. 1 ake him away, 
and behead him. 

Say. Tell me wherein have I offended most? 
Have I affedled wealth or honour? speak. 

Are my chests fill’d up with extorted gold? 

Is my apparel sumptuous to behold? 

Whom have I injured, that ye seek my death? 
'I'hese hands are free from guiltle.ss blood* 
shedding. 

This breast from harbouring foul deceitful 
thoughts. 

O, let me live ! no 

Cade. [Aside^ I feel remorse in myself with 
his words; but I’ll bridle it: he shall die, an 
it be but for pleading so well for his life. Away 

• with him I he has a familiar under his tongue ; he 
speaks not o’ God’s name. Go, take him away, I 
say, and strike off his head presently ; and then 
break into his son-in-law’s house. Sir James 
Cromer, and strike off his head, and bring them 
both upon two poles hither. 

All. It shall be clone. 120 

Say. Ah, countrymen ! if when you make 
your prayers, 

God should be so obdurate as yourselves. 

How would it fare with your departed souls? 

And therefore yet relent, and save my life. 

Cade. Away with him I and do as I command 
ye. [Exeunt some with Lord Say. 

The proudest peer in the realm shall not wear a 
head on his shoulders, unless he pay me tribute ; 
there shall not a maid be married, but she shall 
pay to me her maidenhead ere they have it : 

• men shall hold of me in capite ; and we charge 
and command that their wives be as free as 
heart can wish or tongue can tell. 

Dick. My lord, when .shall we go to Cheap- 

• side and take up commodities upon our bills? 

Cade. Marry, presently. 

All. O, brave! 

Re-enter one with the heads. 

Cade. But is not this braver? Let them kiss 
one another, for they loved well when they were 
alive. Now part them again, lest they consult 
about the giving up of some more towns in 
France. Soldiers, defer the spoil of the city 


95 caudle. Warm ffruel. 

114 familiar. Witch’s assistant 

131 in capite By direct grant from the king 

136 hills, i.e. on credit. 
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1—2 Fish Street On the north bank of the Thames 
opposite Southwark Saint Magnus' Corner. End of Fish 
Street near London Brid>?e. 



Fish Street and Saint Magnus Detail from plan of 
London (r. 1560 1570) by Ralph Agas 

43 at jar Quarrelling amongst themseh'es. 

45 Start. Sudden attack. 

48 ^Vilhagor Villain. 


until night: for with these borne before us, in. 
stead 01 maces, will we ride through the streets ; 
and at every corner have them kiss. Away ! 

\^Exeunt. 

r>CENB VIII. Southwark, 

Alarum and retreat. Enter Cade and all 
his rabblement, 

% Cade. Up Fish Street I down Saint Magnus’ 
Corner ! kill and knock down ! throw them into 
Thames ! [Sound a parley.^ What noise is this 
I hear? Dare any be so bold to sound retreat 
or parley, when I command them kill ? 

Enter^\jQ\i\^o\\KWiandoldC\AYVOKT>y attended. 

Buck. Ay, here they be that dare and will 
disturb thee : 

Know, Cade, we come ambassadors from the 
king 

Unto the commons whom thou hast misled ; 

And here pronounce free pardon to them all 
'i'hat will forsake thee and go home in peace. 10 
Clif. What say ye, countrymen? will ye 
relent, 

And yield to mercy whilst ’tis offer’d you ; 

Or let a rebel lead you to your deaths? 

Who loves the king and will enibrace his pardon, 
Fling up his cap, and say ‘God save his ma- 
jesty!’ 

Who hateth him and honours not his father, 
Henry the Fifth, that made all France to quake. 
Shake he his weapon at us and pass by. 

All. God save the king I Gm save the king ! 
Cade, What, Buckingham and Clifford, are 
e so brave? And you, base p>easants, do ye 
elieve him ? will you needs be hanged with your 
pardons about your necks? Hath my sword 
therefore broke through London gates, that you 
should leave me at the White Hart in South- 
wark ? I thought ye would never have given out 
these arms till you had recovered your ancient 
freedom : but you are all recreants and dastards, 
and delight to live in slavery to the nobilitv. Let 
them break your backs with burthens, take your 
houses over your heads, ravish your wives and 
daughters before your faces : for me, I will make 
shift for one ; and so, God’s curse light upon you 
all! 

All. We’ll follow Cade, we’ll follow Cade ! 
Cli/. Is Cade the son of Henry the Fifth, 
That thus you do exclaim you’ll go with him? 
Will he condu( 5 l you through the heart of France, 
And make the meanest of you earls and dukes? 
Alas, he hath no home, no place to fly to ; 40 

Nor knows he how to live but by the spoil, 

Unless by robbing of your friends and us. 

• Were’t not a shame, that whilst you live at jar. 
The fearful French, whom you late vanquished, 

• Should make a start o’er seas and vanquish you? 
Methinks already in this civil broil 

I see them lording it in London streets, 

• Crying ‘ Villiago P unto all th^ meet. 

Better ten thousand base-bom Cades miscarry 49 
Than you should stoop unto a Frenchman’s mercy. 
To France, to France, and get what you have lost ; 
Spare England, for it is your native coast : 

Henry hath money, you are strong and manly ; 
God on our side, doubt not of vi< 5 lory. 
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AIL A CiiflTord I a ClifTord ! we 41 follow the 
king and ClifTord. 

Cade* Was ever feather so lightly blown to 
and fro as this multitude ? The name of Henry 
the Fifth hales them to an hundred mischiefs and 
makes them leave me desolate. I see them lay 
their heads together to surprise me. My sword 
make way for me, for here is no staying. In 
despite of the devils and hell, have through the 
very middest of you ! and heavens and honour be 
witness that no want of resolution in me, but only 
my followers' base and ignominious treasons, 
makes me betake me to my heels. \Exit. 

Buck, What, is he fled ? Go some, and fol- 
low him ; 

And he that brings his head unto the king 
Shall have a thousand crowns for his reward. 70 

[Exeunt some of them. 
Follow me, soldiers : we'll devise a mean 
To reconcile you all unto the king. [Exeunt, 

Scene IX. Kefiilworth Castle. 

Sound trumpets. Enter King, Queen, and 
Somerset, on the terrace. 

King, Was ever king that joy’d an earthly 
throne, 

And could command no more content than I ? 

No sooner was I crept out of my cradle 
Rut I was made a king, at nine months old. 

Was never subjecfl long'd to be a king 
As I do long and wish to be a subje( 5 t. 

Enter Buckingham and old Clifford. 
Buck, Health and glad tidings to your ma- 
icsty ! 

King, Why, Buckingham, is the traitor Cade 
surprised ? 

Or is he but retired to make him strong? 

Enter^ belowy multitudes^ with halters about 
their necks, 

Clif, He is fled, my lord, and all his powers 
do yield ; 10 

And humbly thus, with halters on their necks, 
ExpedI your highness’ doom, of life or death. 
King. Then, heaven, set ope thy everlasting 
gates. 

To entertain my vows of thanks and praise ! 
Soldiers, this day have you redeem’d your lives 
And show'd how well you love your prince and 
country : 

Continue still in this so good a mind, 

And Henry, though he be infortunate. 

Assure yourselves, will never be unkind : 

And so, with thanks and pardon to you all, 20 
1 do dismiss you to your several countries. 

All. God save the king ! God save the king ! 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. Please it your grace to be advertised 
The Duke of York is newly come from Ireland, 
And with a puissant and a mighty power 
• Of gallowgla.sses and stout kerns 
Is marching hitherward in proud array, 

And still proclaimeth, as he comes along, 

His arms are only to remove from thee 

The Duke of Somerset, whom he terms a traitor. 



Cade’s followers v\ ith halters around their necks 
Kngravin^^ h\ Kenn\ Meadows from Barr\ Cornvs all’s 
\V(trk^ of Shakspcrc, 184(1 


26 galltnuf>las\e\ HeaviK armed Irish foot-soldiers 
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4— B laid for me On the look out for me. 

9 sallet Salad 

12 sallet Helmet 

13 hrorvn bill Pike. 

27 fee simple i e. land of which he is the outright oWncr. 

30-31 eat iron . . ostrich. A popular misconception in 
Elizabethan England - that ostriches could eat nails and 
other iron objects 



Ostrich eating nails Illustration from a 15 th centurv 
manuscript 


King, Thus stands my state, 'twixt Cade and 
York distress’d : 31 

Like to a ship that, having 'scaped a tempest, 

Is straightway calm’d and boarded with a pirate : 
But now is Cade driven back, his men dispersed ; 
And now is York in arms to second him. 

1 pray thee, Buckingham, go and meet him. 

And ask him what’s the reason of these arms. 
Tell him I ’ll send Duke Edmund to the Tower ; 
And, Somerset, we will commit thee thither. 
Until his army be dismiss’d from him. 40 

Som. My lord, 

I’ll yield myself to prison willingly. 

Or unto death, to do my country good. 

King, In any case, be not too rough in terms ; 
For he is fierce and cannot brook hard language. 
Buck. I will, my lord ; and doubt not so to 
deal 

As all things shall redound unto your good. 
King. Come, wife, let's in, and learn to 
govern better ; 

For yet may England curse my wretched reign. 

[Flourish. Exeunt. 

Scene X. Kent. Iden^s garden. 

Enter Cade. 

Cade. Fie on ambition ! fie on myself, that 
have a sword, and yet am ready to famish ! 
These five days have I hid me in these woods 

• and durst not peep out, for all the country is laid 
for me ; but now am I so hungry that if I might 
have a lease of my life for a thousand years I 
could stay no longer. Wherefore, on a brick wall 
have I climbed into this garden, to see if I can 

• eat grass, or pick a sallet another while, which is 
not amiss to cool a man 's stomach this hot wea- 
ther. And I think this word * sallet’ was bom to 

• do me good : for many a time, but for a sallet, 

• my brain-pan had been cleft with a brown bill : 
and many a time, when I have been dry and 
bravely marching, it hath served me instead of a 
quart pot to drink in ; and now the word * sallet* 
must serve me to feed on. 

Enter Iden. 

Iden. Lord, who would live turmoiled in the 
court. 

And may enjoy such quiet walks as these ? 

This small inheritance my father left me ao 
Contenteth me, and worth a monarchy. 

I seek not to wax great by others’ waning, 

Or gather wealth, I care not, with what envy : 
Sumceth that I have maintains my state 
And sends the poor well pleased from my gate. 
Cade. Here’s the lord of the soil come to 

• seize me for a stray, for entering his fee-simple 
without leave. Ah, villain, thou wilt betray me, 
and get a thousand crowns of the king by carry- 

• ing my head to him : but I ’ll make thee eat iron 
like an ostrich, and swallow my sword like a 
great pin, ere thou and I part. 

/drn. Why, rude companion, whatsoe’er thou 
be, 

I know thee not ; why, then, should I betray thect 
Is’t not enough to break into my garden, 

And, like a thief, to come to rob my grounds. 
Climbing my walls in spite of me the owner. 

But thou wilt brave me with these saucy terms? 
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Cade. Brave thee ! ay, by the best blood that 
I ever was broached, and beard thee too. Look on 
me well : I have eat no meat these five days ; 
yet, come thou and thy five men, and if 1 do nqt 
leave you all as dead as a door-nail, 1 pray God 
I may never eat grass more. ^ 

Jden. Nay, it shall ne’er be said, while 
England stands, 

That Alexander Iden, an esquire of Kent, 

7 'ook odds to combat a poor famish’d man. 
Oppose thy steadfast-gazing eyes to mine. 

Sec if thou canst outface me with thy looks: 

Set limb to limb, and thou art far the lesser ; 50 

Thy hand is but a finger to my fist, 

Thy leg a stick compared with this truncheon ; 
My foot shall fight with all the strength thou hast ; 
And if mine arm be heaved in the air. 

Thy grave is digg’d already in the earth. 

As for words, whose greatness answers words. 
Let this my sword report what speech forbears. 

Cade, By my valour, the most complete 
champion that ever I heard ! Steel, if thou turn 
the edge, or cut not out the burly-boned clown in 
chines of beef ere thou sleep in thy sheath, I 
beseech God on my knees thou mayst be turned 
to hobnails. [Here they Jight. Cade falls. 

O, 1 am slain ! famine and no other hath slain 
me: let ten thousand devils come against me, and 
give me but the ten meals I have lost, and I ’Id 
defy them all. Wither, garden; and be hence- 
forth a burying place to all that do dwell in this 
house, because the unconquered soul of Cade is 
fled. 70 

Iden. Is’t Cade that I have slain, that mon- 
strous traitor? 

Sword, I will hallow thee for this thy deed, 

And hang thee o’er my tomb when I am dead: 
Ne’er shall this blood be wiped from thy point ; 
But thou shalt wear it as a herald’s coat. 

To emblaze the honour that thy master got. 

Cade, Iden, farewell, and be proud of thy 
vidlory. Tell Kent from me, she hath lost her 
best man, and exhort all the world to be cowards ; 
for I, that never feared any, am vanquished by 
famine, not by valour. [Dies, 81 

Iden. How much thou wrong’st me, heaven 
be my judge. 

Die, damned wretch, the curse of her that bare 
thee ; 

And as I thrust thy body in with my sword, 

So wish I, I might thnist thy soul to hell. 

Hence will 1 drag thee headlong by the heels 
Unto a dunghill which shall be thy grave, 

And there cut off thy most ungracious head ; 
Which I will bear in triumph to the king, 89 
Leaving thy trunk for crows to feed upon. [Exit. 

ACT V. 

Scene I. Fields between Dartford and Black- 
heath. 

Enter York, and his army of Irish^ with dmm 
afui colours. 

York. From Ireland thus comes York to claim 
his right, 

And pluck the crown from feeble Henry’s head : 
Ring, bells, aloud; burn, bonfires, clear and 
bright, 


40 beard Insult 



Iden. ‘Let this m\ sword report what speech torhe.irs* 
Drawing of Cade and Iden bv John Thurston (1744 
1822) 
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5 \an( ta majestas Sju red Majesty. 

11 flower -de-luce Flcur-de-lis, the heraldic emblem of 
I' ranee 

26 Ajax Tetamnnius On the death of Achilles both 
riysses and Ajax claimed his armour. When the armour 
was awarded to lHysses, Ajax lost his reason and in a 
frenz\ killed a flock of sheep believins them to be his 
enemies who were insulting him. 

46 Saint George's field An open space on the south bank 
of the 'rhanies between Souths ark and T.ambeth 



St. George’s h'leld From I’ airtliovnes map of London, 
1658 


To entertain great England’s lawful king. 

• Ah ! sandla majestas, who would not buy thee 

dear? 

Let them obey that know not how to rule ; 

This hand was made to handle nought but gold. 

I cannot give due action to my words, 

Except a sword or sceptre balance it : 

A .sceptre shall it have, have I a soul, 10 

• On which 1*11 toss the flower-de-luce of France. 

Enter Buckingham. 

Whom have we here? Buckingham, to disturb 
me? 

The king hath sent him, sure : I must dissemble. 
Buck, York, if thou meanest well, 1 greet thee 
well. 

Humphrey of Buckingham, 1 accept 
thy greeting. 

Art thou a messenger, or come of pleasure? 
Buck, A messenger from Henry, our dread 
liege, 

To know the reason of these arms in peace ; 

Or why thou, being a subjec5l as I am. 

Against thy oath and true allegiance sworn, 20 
Should raise so great a power without his leave, 
Or dare to bring thy force so near the court. 
York, \Aside\ Scarce can 1 speak, my cholcr 
is so great : 

O, 1 could hew up rocks and fight with flint, 

I am so angry at these abjecfl terms ; 

• And now, like Ajax Telamonius, 

On sheep or oxen could I spend my fury. 

1 am far better born than is the king, 

More like a king, more kingly in my thoughts : 
But I must make fair weather yet a while, 30 
Till Henry be more weak and I more strong. — 
Buckingham, I prithee, pardon me. 

That I have given no answer all this while ; 

My mind was troubled with deep melancholy. 
The cause why I have brought this army hither 
Is to remove proud Somerset from the king. 
Seditious to his grace and to the state. 

Buck, That is too much presumption on thy 
part: 

But if thy arms be to no other end. 

The king hath yielded unto thy demand : 40 

The Duke of Somerset is in the Tower. 

York, Upon thine honour, is he prisoner? 
Buck, Upon mine honour, he is prisoner. 
York, Then, Buckingham, I do dismiss my 
powers. 

Soldiers, I thank you all ; dis^rse yourselves ; 

• Meet me to-morrow in Saint George’s field. 

You shall have pay and every thing you wish. 
And let my sovereign, virtuous Henry, 

Command my eldest son, nay, all my sons, 

As pledges of my fealty and love ; 50 

ril send them all as willing as I live : 

Lands, goods, horse, armour, any thing I have. 

Is his to use, so Somerset may die. 

Buck, York, 1 commend this kind submission : 
We twain will go into his highness’ tent. 

Enter King and Attendants. 

King, Buckingham, doth York intend no harm 
to us, 

That thus he marcheth with thee arm in arm? 

York. In all submission and humility 
York doth present himself unto your highness. 
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King. Then what intends these forces thou 
dost brin£? 6o 

York. To heave the traitor Somerset from 
hence, 

And fi|^ht against that monstrous rebel Cade, 
Who since I heard to be discomfited. 

Enter I den, with Cade's head. 

I den. If one so rude and of so mean condition 
May pass into the presence of a king, 

Lo, I present your grace a traitors head, 

The head of Cade, whom I in combat slew. 
King. The head of Cade I Great God, how 
just art Thou ! 

O, let me view his visage, being dead. 

That living wrought me such exceeding trouble. 
Tell me, my friend, art thou the man that slew 
him? y I 

Iden. I was, an*t like your majesty. 

King. How art thou call’d? and what is thy 
degree ? 

Tden. Alexander Iden, that’s my name; 

A poor esquire of Kent, that loves his king. 

Buck. So please it you, my lord, ’twere not 
amiss 

He were created knight for his good service. 
King. Iden, kneel down. \^He kneels.\ Rise 
up a knight. 

We give thee for reward a thousand marks, 

And will that thou henceforth attend on us. 8o 
Iden. May Iden live to merit such a bounty, 
And never live but true unto his liege ! \^Rises. 

Enter Queen and Somerset. 

King. See, Buckingham, Somerset comes 
with the queen : 

Go, bid her hide him quickly from the duke. 
Queen. For thousand Yorks he shall not hide 
his head. 

But boldly stand and front him to his face. 

York. How now ! is Somerset at liberty? 
Then, York, unloose thy long-imprison’d thoughts, 
And let thy tongue be equal with thy heart. 

Shall I endure the sight of Somerset? go 

False king ! why hast thou broken faith with me. 
Knowing how hardly I can brook abuse? 

King did I call thee? no, thou art not king, 

Not fit to govern and rule multitudes. 

Which darest not, no, nor canst not rule a traitor. 
That head of thine doth not become a crown ; 

• Thy hand is made to gra.sp a palmer’s staff, 

And not to grace an awful princely sceptre. 

That gold must round engirt these brows of mine, 

• Whose smile and frown, luce to Achilles* spear, loo 
Is able with the change to kill and cure. 

Here is a hand to hold a sceptre up 
And with the same to a6l controlling laws. 

Give place : by heaven, thou shalt rule no more 
O’er him whom heaven created for thy ruler. 

Sam. O monstrous traitor I I arrest thee, 
York, 

Of capital treason ’gainst the king and crown : 
Obey, audacious traitor ; kneel for grace. 

York. Wouldst have me kneel? first let me 
ask of these, 

If they can brook I bow a knee to man. no 
Sirrah, call in my sons to be my bail : 

{Exit A ttendant. 

I know, ere they will have me go to ward, 



Knighting ot Jdt n I'.ngraviiig l)\ Kenn\ Mradow s trorrj 
Barry Cornwall's W orks of Shakspvre, 184^) 

97 palmer s staff Pilgrim’s staff. 

100 Achilles' spear Telephus who had been wounded 
by Achilles’ spear could not be cured till rust from the 
same spear had been put on his wound 
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They'll pawn their swords for my enfranchise- 
ment. 

Queen, Call hither Clifford; bid him come 
amain, 

To say if that the bastard boys of York 
Shall be the surety for their traitor father. 

\Exit Buckingham, 

• York, O blood-bespotted Neapolitan, 

Outcast of Naples, England’s bloody scourge ! 
The sons of York, thy betters in their birth, 

• Shall be their father’s bail ; and bane to those 120 
That for my surety will refuse the boys ! 

Enter Edward and Richard. 

See where they come : I *11 warrant they *11 make 
it good. 

Enter old Clifford and kis Son. 

Queen, And here comes Cliffbrd to deny their 
bail. 

Clif. Health and all happiness to my lord the 
king! {Kneels. 

York, I thank thee, Cliffbrd : say, what news 
with thee ? 

Nay, do not fright us with an angry look : 

We are thy sovereign, Cliflford, kneel again; 

For thy mistaking so, we pardon thee. 

Clif. This is my king, York, I do not mis- 
take ; 

But thou mistakest me much to think I do: 130 
To Bedlam with him ! is the man grown mad? 
King. Ay, Cliffbrd ; a bedlam and ambitious 
humour 

Makes him oppose himself against his king. 

Clif. He IS a traitor ; let him to the Tower, 
And chop away that fadlious pate of his. 

Queen. He is arrested, but will not obey ; 

His sons, he says, shall give their words for him. 
York. Will you not, sons? 

Edw. Ay, noble father, if our words will 
serve. 

Rich. And if words will not, then our weapons 
shall. 140 

Clif Why, what a brood of traitors have we 
here ! 

York, Look in a glass, and call thy image so : 
I am thy king, and thou a false-heart traitor. 

• Call hither to the stake my two brave bears. 

That with the very shaking of their chains 

• They may astonisn these fell-lurking curs : 

Bid Salisbury and Warwick come to me. 

Enter the Earls of Warwick and Salisbury. 

Clif. Are these thy bears? we'll bait thy bears 
to death, 

• And manacle the bear-ward in their chains. 

If thou darest bring them to the baiting place. 150 
Rich, Oft have I seen a hot o’erweening cur 
Run back and bite, because he was withheld ; 
Who, being suffer’d with the bear's fell paw, 
Hath clapp’d his tail between his legs and cried : 
And such a piece of service will you do. 

If you oppose yourselves to match Lord Warwick. 
Clif Hence, heap of wrath, foul indigested 
lump, 

As crooked in thy manners as thy shape ! 

York* Nay, we shall heat you thoroughly 
anon. 


117 Neapolitan, Margaret’s father claimed the title of 
King of Naples. 

120 bane. Destruction 


144-146 stake, bears, chains, cur\ Image that of 
bear-baiting. Warwick’s badge was a bear and e ragged 
staff. 



Badge of the Warwick family Engraving by F W. Fair- 
holt from J.O. Halliwell’s edition of Shakespeare’s 
works, 1853 65 

146 fell-lurking. 1 .,ying in wait to attack someone. 

149 bear-tvard. Bear-keeper. 


Opposite : Iden is created a knight. Engraving from Bell’s 
edition of Shakespeare, 1773-74 
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167 frostx' head Silver haired 
174 mickle Cireat 
187 rea 7 'e Bereave. 

191 sophister One skilled in rhetoric 
200 hurgnnet Helmet 



A burKonet. Engraving by E.W Fairholt from J O. 
Halliwell’s edition of Shakespeare’s works, 1853-65 

215 stigmatic. i.e. a ‘deformed person’ and a ‘criminal 
who has been branded’. 


Clif. Take heed, lest by your heat you burn 
yourselves. 160 

King. Why, Warwick, hath thy knee forgot 
to bow? 

Old Salisbury, shame to thy silver hair. 

Thou mad misleader of thy brain-sick son ! 

What, wilt thou on thy death-bed play the 
ruffian, 

And seek for sorrow with thy spedlacles? 

O, where is faith? O, where is loyalty? 

» I f it be banish’d from the frosty head, 

Where shall it find a harbout in the earth? 

Wilt thou go dig a grave to find out war, 

And shame thine honourable age with blood? 170 
Why art thou old, and want’st experience? 

Or wherefore dost abuse it, if thou hast it? 

For shame ! in duty bend thy knee to me 
I That bows unto the grave with mickle age. 

Sal. My lord, I have consider’d w’ith myself 
The title of this most renowned duke ; 

And in my conscience do repute his grace 
The rightful heir to England’s royal seat. 

King. Hast thou not sworn allegiauce unto 
me? 

Sal. 1 have. 180 

King. Canst thou dispense with heaven for 
such an oath ? 

Sal. It is great sin to swear unto a sin. 

But greater sin to keep a sinful oath. 

Who can be bound by any solemn vow 
To do a murderous deed, to rob a man, 

To force a spotless virgin’s chastity, 

> To reave the orphan of his patrimony, 

I'o wring the widow from her custom’d right, 

And have no other reason for this wrong 

But that he was bound by a solemn oath ? 190 

> Queen, A subtle traitor needs no sophister. 
King, Call Buckingham, and bid him arm 

him.self. 

Call Buckingham, and all the friends 
thou hast, 

1 am resolved for death or dignity. 

Clif. The first 1 warrant thee, if dreams prove 
true. 

W ar. You were best to go to bed and dream 
again, 

To keep thee from the tempest of the field. 

Clif. I am resolved to bear a greater storm 
Than any thou canst conjure up to-day ; 
t And that I’ll write upon thy burgonet, 200 

Might 1 but know thee by thy household badge. 
War. Now, by my father s badge, old N evil’s 
crest, 

The rampant bear chain’d to the ragged staff, 
I’his day TII wear aloft my burgonet, 

As on a mountain top the cedar shows 
That keeps his leaves in spite of any storm. 

Even to affright thee with the view thereof. 

Clif, And from thy burgonet I’ll rend thy 
bear 

And tread it under foot with all contempt, 

I Respite the bear- ward that prote6ls the bear. 210 
V. Clif And so to arms, vidlorious father, 

To quell the rebels and their complices. 

Rich. Fie ! charity, for shame ! speak not in 
spite, 

Fur you shall sup with Jesu Christ to-night. 
y. Clif Foul stigmatic, that’s more than thou 
canst tell. 
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Kick. If not in heaven, you’ll surely sup in 
hell. \^Exeunt severally. 

Scene 11 . Saint Albafis. 

Alarums to the battle. Enter Warwick. 

War. Clifford of Cumberland, 'tis Warwick 
calls : 

And if thou dost not hide thee from the bear. 
Now, when the angry trumpet sounds alarum 
And dead men’s cries do fill the empty air, 
Clifford, 1 say, come forth and fight with me : 
Proud northern lord, Clifford of Cumberland, 
Warwick is hoarse with calling thee to arms. 

Enter York. 

How now, my noble lord! what, all afoot? 

York. The deadly-handed Clifford slew my 
steed, 

But match to match I have encounter’d him lo 
And made a prey for carrion kites and crows 
Even of the bonny beast he loved so welL 

Enter old Clifford. 

War. Of one or both of us the time is come. 
York. Hold, Warwick, seek thee out some 
other chase, 

For I myself must hunt this deer to death. 

War. Then, nobly, York; ’tis for a crown 
thou fight’st. 

As I intend, Clifford, to thrive to-day. 

It grieves my soul to leave thee unassail’d. 

\Exit. 

Cl//. What seest thou in me, York? why dost 
thou pause ? 

J *ork. With thy brave bearing should I be in 
love, 20 

• But that thou art so fast mine enemy. 

Cl//. Nor should thy prowess want praise and 
esteem, 

But that ’tis .shown ignobly and in treason. 

York. So let it help me now against thy 
sword 

As 1 in justice and true right express it. 

Clif. My soul and body on the adtion both ! 

• J ork. A dreadful lay ! Address thee instantly. 

[ They fight^ and Clifford falls. 

• Clif. La fin couronne les oeuvres. [Oies. 

York. Thus war hath given thee peace, for 

thou art still. 

Peace with his soul, heaven, if it be thy will ! 30 

iExit. 

Enter young Clifford. 

J*". Clif. Shame and confusion! all is on the 
rout ; 

Fear frames disorder, and disorder wounds 
Where it should guard. O war, thou son of hell. 
Whom angry heavens do make their minister, 

• Throw in the frozen bosoms of our part 
Hot coals of vengeance ! Let no soldier fly. 

He that is truly dedicate to war 

Hath no self-love, nor he that loves himself 
Hath not essentially but by circumstance 
The name of valour. {Seeing his dead father] 
O, let the vile world end, 40 

• And the premised flames of the last day 
Knit earth and heaven together ! 

Now let tlie general trumpet blow his blast, 


21 fast. i.e. so entrenched an enemy. 

27 lay. Wager, stake. 

28 iMfin. . . oeuvres. The end crowns every work. 

35 part. Party. 

41 premised flames. The conflagration that was foretold. 
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48 (hair-days Hfferenct* to the more sedentary life of 
the eJderlY 

59 ivild Xlcdt'a. Medea Hed with Jason after she had 
helped him win the Golden Tleecc. She killed her 
brother, Absyrtus, and threw the pieces of his body into 
the sea so that her father’s pursuit of the fugitives would 
be delayed whilst he stopped to pick up the pieces 



Jason with Medea. Detail from a painting by Jean- 
Francois Detroy (i67<>-i752) 


62 Aeneas . . . hear After the fall of 'f’roN Aeneas carried 
his father, Anchises, on his shoulders to safety 

69 the wizard famous. In 1. iv. 38 the spirit had warned 
that Somerset should ‘shun castles’. 

73 outrun the heavens. Escape our destiny. 


Particularities and petty sounds 

To cease ! Wast thou ordain’d, dear father, 

To lose thy youth in peace, and to achieve 
The silver livery of advised age, 

• And, in thy reverence and thy chair-days, thus 
To die in ruffian battle? Even at this sight 49 
My heart is turn’d to stone: and while ’tis mine. 
It shall be stony. York not our old men spares ; 
No more wdll I their babes: tears virginal 
Shall be to me even as the dew to fire. 

And beauty that the tyrant oft reclaims 
Shall to my flaming wrath be oil and flax. 
Henceforth 1 will not have to do with pity : 

Meet I an infant of the house of York, 

Into as many gobbets will I cut it 

• As wild Medea young Absyrtus did : 

In cruelty will I seek out my fame. 60 

Come, thou new ruin of old Clifford’s house : 

• As did iEneas old Anchises bear, 

So bear I thee upon my manly shoulders ; 

But then iEneas bare a living load. 

Nothing so heavy as these woes of mine. 

\Exit^ bearing off his father. 

Enter Richakd anei Somerset to fight, 
Somerset is killed. 

Rich. So, lie thou there ; 

For underneath an alehouse* paltry sign. 

The Castle in Saint Alban’s, Somerset 

• Hath made the wizard famous in his death. 69 
Sword, hold thy temper; heart, be wrathful still : 
Priests pray for enemies, but princes kill. [Exit. 

Fight: excursions. Enter King, Queen, and 
others. 

Queen. Away, my lord ! you are slow ; for 
shame, away! 

I King. Can we outrun the heavens? good Mar- 
garet, stay. 

Queen. What are you made of? you’ll nor 
fight nor fly : 

Now is it manhood, wisdom and defence, 

I'o give the enemy way, and to secure us 
By what we can, which can no more but fly. 

[A larum afar off. 

If you be ta’en, we then should see the bottom 
Of all our fortunes: but if we haply scape. 

As well we may, if not through your neglecfl, 80 
We shall to London get, where you are loved 
And where this breach now in our fortunes made 
May readily be stopp’d. 

Re-enter young Clifford. 

Y. Clif, But that my heart’s on future mischief 
.set, 

T would speak blasphemy ere bid you fly : 

But fly you must; uncurable discomfit 
Reigns in the hearts of all our present parts. 
Away, for your relief ! and we will live 
To see their day and them our fortune give : 
Away, my lord, away ! [E.veunt. 

Scene III. Fields near St A lban*s. 

Alarum. Retreat. Enter York, Richard, 
W ARWiCK, and Soldiers, with drum and colours. 

York. Of Salisbury, who can report of him, 
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That winter lion, who in rage forgets 
Aged contusions and all brush of time, 

And, like a gallant in the brow of youth. 

Repairs him with occasion? This happy day 
Is not itself, nor have we won one foot, 

If Salisbury be lost. 

Rich, My noble father, 

Three times to-day I holp him to his horse, 
Three times bestrid him ; thrice I led him off. 
Persuaded him from any further adl ; to 

But still, where danger was, still there T met him ; 
And like rich hangings in a homely house, 

So was his will in his old feeble body. 

But, noble as he is, look where he comes. 

Enter Salisbury. 

Sal. Now, by my sword, well hast thou fought 
to-day : 

By the mass, so did we all. I thank you, Richard ; 
God knows how long it is I have to live ; 

And it hath pleased him that three times to-day 
You have defended me from imminent death. 
Well, lords, we have not got that which we have : 
’Tis not enough our foes are this time fled, 21 
Being opposites of such repairing nature. 

York. I know our safety is to follow them ; 
For, as I hear, the king is fled to London, 

'Fo call a present court of parliament. 

Let us pursue him ere the writs go forth. 

What says Lord Warwick? shall we after them? 

War. After them ! nay, before them, if we can. 
Now, by my faith, lords, ’twas a glorious day : 
Saint Alban’s battle won by famous York 30 
Shall be eternized in all age to come. 

Sound drums and trumpets, and to London all : 
And more such days as these to us befall ! 

{^Exeunt. 


5 Repairs . . . occasion. Rises to the occasion. 

22 opposites . , . nature. Opponents possessing great 
powers of recuperation. 



Fields near St Albans Engraving from Old England, 

1854 
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THE THIRD PART OF 


King Henry VI 


"Fiih THIRD PART of this trilo^' is less varied and interesting than the Second; it had 
such refractor^' and (to us) more monotonous material to deal with in the ding-dong 
feuds, slanging-matches and battles of the Wars of the Roses. The dramatist did a most 
competent job in licking this elongated Chronicle material into shape, foreshortening 
periods of time for dramatic effect, etc. Nor did this mean that the Third Part was any 
the less effective with the P^lizabethans - it may even have been more so. 

For Shakespeare gave them a somewhat different mixture and turned out a revenge- 
play, a kind that was highly popular at the time, with Kyd’s The Spanish Tragedy and 
his lost ‘Hamlet'. At this same time the practical actor, with his eye on box-office appeal, 
was turning out another revenge-play, Titus Andronicus (going one better than Kyd in 
horrors), which has many analogies with j Henry VI. 

Here revenge is a leit-motiv: Clifford specifically declares his motive for killing York’s 
boy, Rutland, in that York killed Clifford’s father; the sons of York declare revenge 
upon Queen Margaret, for York’s death; so that here we have the murder of Henry VI 
in the Tower, while we can look forward to his son’s murder at Tewkesbury in Richard 
III. Richard’s character is being carefully prepared here and headed for the next play 
Shakespeare has in mind. The trilogy is to become a quartet, or tetralogy. 

At the same time as we find this play less likable than contemporaries did, we note 
further improvement in the verse. This is not simply due to a better text, it is that the 
actor is developing rapidly as a dramatist. Fine, and very long, speeches are charac- 
teristic of this play - the most famous being poor Henry Vi’s soliloquy reflecting on the 
misery of his position, the horror of the war and how much better it would be to be a 
simple country swain. (He would have done better as such - still better as a cleric, for 
he was quite well educated and no fool: debilitated, and suffering from breakdowns, he 
was just not up to his job.) 

These speeches are developed in accordance with the proper rules of school rhetoric ; 
inventio, vituperatio, and all that. Henry’s is a refreshing contrast in its kindly preference 
for rustic simplicity: he is the only person who disclaims and opposes such motives as 
revenge, but is ineffective and therefore falls victim. His very weakness is pointed out 
as a prime cause of the troubles, as it was. But the effective power-seekers are - or are to 


140 



Introduction THE THIRD PART OF KING HENRY VI 



be “ no better off. The most malign among them, Richard, will receive his due in the 
next play: meanwhile, he says to Warwick: 

Thy brother’s blood the thirsty earth hath drunk. 

Broached with the steely point of Clifford’s lance; 

And in the very pangs of death he cried, 

Like to a dismal clangor heard from far, 

‘Warwick! Revenge! Brother, revenge my death!’ 

'Phis recalls Lodge’s reminiscence of Kyd’s original ‘Hamlet’: ‘the ghost which cried 
so miserably at the Theatre [i.e. in Shoreditch], like an oyster-wife, “Hamlet, revenge !” ’ 
The most popular play of 1591 and 1592 was The Spanish Tragedy, and in the third 
part oi Henry VI we find the actor-dramatist competing with Kyd’s revenge-play. ’Phe 
word itself occurs more frequently than in any other of his plays, far more than in 
Hamlet, But what an almighty development was to take place between this and that! 

Themes. Thus the dominant theme of ? Henry VI is clearly revenge. Nemesis followed 
for the perpetrators of these crimes. The House of Lancaster paid for Henry IV’s 
murder of Richard II in the Yorkist murders of Henry VI and his son. The Yorkists 
paid for theirs in the killing of Richard, Duke of York, and later on Clarence at the hands 
of his brother Edward IV. Then Richard III outdid them all with his murders not only 
of Henry VI but of his brother’s great friend Hastings and his brother’s children in the 
Tower. The concept ‘Machiavellian’ is first applied to him in this play, in a splendid long 
speech which develops his character and foretells the future : 


I can add colours to the chameleon, 

Change shapes with Proteus for advantages, 
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(cf. The Two Gentlemen of Verona shortly to come) • 




And set the murderous Machiavel to school. 

" Can I do this, and cannot get a crown ? 

Tut! were it further off, Til pluck it down. 

And he did! - a remarkable achievement in its malign way, aided by the chance of his 
brother’s early death. 

The play is full of the sudden turns and changes of fortune, the ups and downs of 
each side in turn - and indeed the wheel of Fortune is a recurring image. This was the 
dominant theme with Kyd, and witnesses again to his early influence, to which Ben 
Jonson testified; Kyd, Marlowe and the actor were writing in some proximity. The 
play again has notable reflections, virtua?quotations from Marlowe. Here is one from 
Tamburlaine : 


How sweet a thing it is to wear a crown, 
Within whose circuit is Elysium 
And all that poets ^eign of bliss and joy. 


Another line - 




i 4 

And we are graced with wreath^ of victory - 


comes from The Massacre at Paris, which is also of this very time, for it ends with the 
murder of Henri III in 1589. 

A theme which everyone has commented upon is that very close to Shakespeare’s 
mind and heart : the breakdown of social order and the release of man’s inherent 
aggiiessiveness and cruelty with the collapse of authority and the impotence of sovereign 
rule. For all the sympathy with which he is drawn as a man, Henry VI is not let off the 
imputation and the responsibility that is laid at his door - by both sides, most bitterly 
by Queen Margaret, who is driven to fury by his incapacity. We watch her becoming 
the virago she is destined to be in Richard III. 

With the anarchy that ensues comes the degeneration of morality, the prevalence of 
perjury, the breaking of oaths and unscrupulous shifts from side to side. It is the young 
Richard who proclaims openly, 

An oath is of no moment, being not took 
Before a true and lawful cnagistrate 
That hath authority over him that swears. 

Henry had none, but did usurp the place. 


So the Yorkists break their o^th to Henry, and the compromise he sought to arrange by 
making York Regent, while retaining the title merely of king for his own life. But 
neither did this arrangement appeal to Queen Margaret and her son. Both sides were 
eager to fight and kill : it is a bloody play, and there js much stabbing and killing on stage. 

At one point we have the horror: ‘Enter a Son that hath killed his Father, with the 
body in his arms’, followed shortly by: ‘Enter a Father that hath killed his Son, with 
the body in his arms.’ It is like The Spanish Tragedy, or the horrors of Titus Andronicus 
with which the actor-dramatist out-did that and won success by it. 

In short, when authority goes politics becomes an open, ruthless power-struggle, 
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which it is the whole purpose of politics to direct in a civilised manner, to canalise 
men’s afi[Rressiveness into beneficent courses, for the good of society. As the Prince of 
Wales says: 

If that be right which Warwick says is right, 

There is no wrong, but every thing is right. 

0 - 

(The Prince was to be killed at Tewkesbury, W^arwick at Barnet w ithin a month of each 
other in 1471.) 

Not that Shakespeare has any illftsions about the people, here as anywhere else. King 
Henry says, 


Look, as l blow' this featiher from my face. 

And as the air blows it to me again. 

Obeying ^ith my wind whejfi I do blow , 

And yielding tQ another when it blows, 

- Commanded always by the greater gust, 

Such IS the lightness of you common men. 

He goes on to beseech them : 

A * 

But do not bVeak your oathg . . . 

■ ; 

In vain, of course. For what is the point ‘of beseeching? Power is what they obey, the 
better if dressed up in a little brief authotaty, to mitigate the struggle for survival at the 
bottom of all life. Of course, there are times in history* w'hen nothing can be done 
perhaps Henry' VFs long minority' aild reign formed one of them; then the naked 
struggle for survival surfaces in all its reptilian horror. 

Scenes. A respite from the struggle is given us in only one or two scenes. Poor Henry 

takes time off from the battlefield to moralise like the countryman he fain would be : 

* 

What time the shepherd, blow ing of his nails. 

Can neither call it perfect day nor night. 

This Cotswold image will come to mind in the country' song that ends Love's Labour's 
Lost. How much happier the King would be if he were but a country* shepherd tending 
his flock : 


So many days my ewes have been with young: 

So many weeks ere the poor fools w ill ean: 

So many years ere I shall shear the fleece . . . 

Gives not the hawthorn bush a sweeter shade 
To shepherds looking on their silly sheep, 

Than doth a rich embroidered canopy 
To kings that fear their subjects’ treachery ? - 

Or, in modern terms, to politicians, fearing the treachery of colleagues. 


. . . the shepherd’s homely curds, 
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Queen Elizabeth 
W 'oadville, 7Vlje of 
Edward IV 
Engraviriff ( jrom 
an old print, 
Kerrieh 

( 'oiler t ion ) from 
Pictorial History 
of Kn^lund, 

Vol II, 


Richard Nei'ille, 
Earl of Warwiik. 
Engraving from 
Old England. 

Vol I, 



His cold thin drink out ofTiis leather bottle, 

His wonted sleep under a fresh tree’s shade, 

All which secure and sweetly he er\joys, 

Is far beyond a prince’s delicates. 

Here speak fhe preferences of the countryman, who achieved success in London, but 
never lost touch with the couotV^^' and preferred to return to it. 

Another scene that is. a Jet-up from the horrors of high politics and the power- 
struggle at the top - compare the bloodshed through which Hitler and Stalin, and many 
others, waded to powei^ in repent times - is the scene in which Edward IV seeks to win 
Elizabeth Woodv ille. Lady Grey, for mistress and, failfhg that, woos her for wife. A 
delightful scene in itself, it is one of the pla>^s quick changes. 

Quickest of all, and more important to the action, is that in which Warwick, on 
embassy to Louis XI to arrange a marriage for Edward IV to a French princess, 
receives the humiliating new^ of his (his wife was' a Lancastrian widow, by 

the way). Warwick immediately reverses course and goes over to Queen Margaret and 
her son; they begin to tread the Calvarv' that leads to Barnet and Tewkesbury - the 
. Yorkist triumph. 

Personal. It is from this play that comes the line addressed to Queen \largaret, 

- . 

0 tigers heart wrapped in a woman’s hide! 

. which Greene parodied with his ‘7 igt?r’s heart wrapped in a player’s hide’, in his attack 
on Shakespearp and his profession. We need say no more about the matter, except that 
it is one more indication of the success these plays achieved, which shortly w'on for hjm 
the notice and t|jen the patronage of Southampton. Shortly, too, we find a line from 
the play reflected in a Sonnet: Clarence’s 

1 will not ruinate my father’s house, 

IS echoed in the early sonnet: 

Seeking that beauteous roof to ruinate 
Whkh to repair should be thy chief desire. 

Here is an image, 


Like one that stands upon a promontory 
And spies a far-offshore where he would tread. 

Wishing his foot were equal with his eye, 

And chides the sea, that sunders him from thence - 

which has an echo in a later sonnet: 

Let this sad interim like the ocean be 

Which parts the shore, where two contracted new 

Come daily to the banks ... 

The thought is diflFerent, the image similar. The rare word ‘promontory’ is contem- 


144 


Introduction THE THIRD PARl^ OK KING HENRY VI 


porancously repeated in Titus Androntrus. One would like to'know where he had been 
touring recently: Dover?, as we know the Chamberlain’s men did later. 

Warwickshire is to the fore in the last Act, and places named which would be familiar 
to him along the route from London. We have Southam, near Banbury, Dunsmore 
upon Watling Street, and Daventry, given its old pronunciation of Daintry. Sir John 
Somerville appears, of the Warwickshire Catholic family which had got into trouble in 
1583 for conspiracy against the Queen; this had involved the Ardens, also Catholics. 

Richard’s murder of Henrv^ VI in the Tower^brings up familiar associations to 
Shakespeare's mind : ' ^ * 

So flies the reckless shepherd from the wolf ; 

So first the harmless sheep doth yield his fjeece, 

And next his throat unto the butcher’s knife. 

This, significantly enough, suggests actin'g, for it is immediately followed h\ 

What scene of death hath Roscius now to act? ; 

Amid all the metropolitan horrors, as again notably with T/Vtti, the countryman 
speaks - as never with Marlowe - in out-of-door sports: several references to hawking 
and falconry; we have a brace of greyhounds . 

. Ha\’ing the fearful-flying hare in sigljt - 

shortly to be given extended treatment in the description of hare-coursing inserted into 
Vcfms and Adonis. Park-keepers in a chase in the North discover the poor wandering 
King, vvhg ha^ crossed the Border from Scotland: • * ^ 

1st Keeper: Under this thick-grown brake we’ll shroud otirselvesf; 

For through this laund [gladel anon the deer will come; 

^ And in this covert will we make our stand, ^ 

Culling the principal of all the deer. 

2nd Keeper: I’ll stay above the hill, so both may shoot. 

1st Keeper: That cannot be: the noise of thy cross-botv 
Will scare the herd, and so my shoot is lost. 

% 

'Khe reading, the classical quotations are more than ever from Ovid, a chiel favourite 
with Marlowe too, and from the Bible, less in favour with Marlowe. And vve have 
glimpses of subjects in mind that were later to fomi plays, especially Julius Caesar. 


Text. An actors’ version of the play, suitably cut, was printed in 1 595 as the Quarto, 
The True Tragedy of Richard Duke of York, and the Death of ^ood King Henry the Sixth, 
etc. This, with the Company’s transcript from the author’s manuscript, formed the 
basis of the fuller Folio text. Each supplied omissions and emendations from the other, 
and added dubious readings and errors to the author’s natural inconsistencies over such 
a large canvas. The author seems to have added actors’ names he had in mind : in this 
play, Gabriel, presumably Gabriel Spencer, whom Ben Jonson killed in a duel; also 
‘Humfrey’ and ‘Sinklo’ or Sinkler, who is named also as appearing in The Taming of 
the Shrew. 




THE THIRD PART OF 

KING HENRY VI. 


DRAMATIS 

King Henry the Sixth. 

Edward^ Prince of Wales, his son. 

Lewis XL King of France. 

Duke of Somerset. 

Duke of Exeter. 

Earl of Oxford. 

Earl of Northumberland. 

Earl of Westmoreland. 

Lord Clifford. 

Richard Plantagenet, Duke of York. 

Edward, Earl of March, afterwards^ 

King Edward IV., 

Edmund, Earl of Rutland, I his 

George, afterwards Duke of Clarence, ( sons. 
Richard, afterwards Duke of Glou- 
cester, / 

Duke of Norfolk. 

Marquess of Montague. 

Earl of Warwick. 

Earl of Pembroke. 

Lord Hastings. 

A bullet beside a text line indicates an annotation tn the 
opposite column 


PERSONiE. 

Lord Stafford. 

Sir John Mortimer, 1 uncles to the Duke of 
Sir Hugh Mortimer, i York. 

Henry, Earl of Richmond, a youth. 

Lord Rivers, brother to Lady Grey. 

Sir William Stanley. 

Sir John Montgomery. 

Sir John Somerville. 

Tutor to Rutland. Mayor of York. 

Lieutenant of the Tower. A Nobleman. 

Two Keepers. A Huntsman. 

A Son that has killed his father. 

A Father that has killed his son. 

Queen Margaret. 

Lady Grey, afterwards Queen to Edward IV. 
Bona, sister to the French Queen. 

Soldiers, Attendants, Messengers, Watchmen, &c. 

Scene : England and France* 


ACT I. 

Scene I. London, T/ie Parliament^house. 

Alnmm. Enter the Duke of York, Edward, 
Richard, Norfolk, Montague, Warwick, 
and Soldiers, 

IV ar. I wonder how the king escaped our 
hands. 

York. While we pursued the horsemen of the 
north. 

He slily stole away and left his men : 

Whereat the great Lord of Northumberland, 
Whose warlike ears could never brook retreat, 
(Jheer’d m> the drooping army ; and himself, 

) f.ord Clifford and Lord Stafford, all abreast. 
Charged our main battle’s front, and breaking in 
Were hy the swords of common soldiers slain. 
Edw. Lord Stafford’s father, Duke of Buck- 
ingham, lO 

Is either slain or wounded dangerously: 

I I cleft his beaver with a downright blow : 

That this is true, father, behold his blood. 

Mont, And, brother, here’s the Earl of Wilt- 
shire’s blood. 

Whom I encounter’d as the battles join’d. 

Rich. Speak thou for me and tell them what 
I did. 

[ Throwing dawn the Duke of Somersets head, 
York, Richard hath best deserved of all my 
^ sons. 

But is your grace dead, my Lord of Somerset ? 
Norf Such hope have all the line of John of 
Gaunt ! 


7—9 Lord Clifford . . . slain. This account of the death of 
Clifford conflicts with that in 2 Henryk VI. ii.ii, where he 
was killed by York. 

12 beatier. Face-guard of a helmet. 


Opposite: Death of Warwick. Engraving from Bell’s 
edition of Shakespeare, 1773 -“4 
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SD7Vi L;n u/-> To thv rhaii of stiiU- oi thront' vvhtTf 

(M I* stats hiinsfll 

47 ii urtcuk hells Ht-lls were fastened to the lejfs of 
fiauks in the belief that this made them more tierce 

61 gentle Noble 

62 pul t} (tons C'ovsards 


Rich. Thus do I hope to shake King Henry’s 
head. 20 

IVar. And so do I. Vitflorious Prince of York, 
Before I see thee seated in that throne 
Which now the house of Lancaster usurps, 

I vow by heaven these eyes shall never close. 
This is the palace of the fearful king, 

And this the regal scat : possess it, York ; 

For this is thine and not King Henry’s heirs*. 
Vo?‘k. A.ssist me, then, sweet Warwick, and 
Iwill: 

For hither we have broken in by force. 

Nor/. We’ll all assist you ; he that flies shall 
die. 30 

]^ork. Thanks, gentle Norfolk : stay by me, 
my lords ; 

And, soldiers, stay and lodge by me this night. 

[ They go up. 

U^ar, And when the king comes, offer him 
no violence, 

Unless he seek to thrust you out perforce. 

\'ork. I'hc queen this day here holds her 
parliament, 

But little thinks we shall he of her council : 

By words or blows here let us win our right. 

Rick. Arm'd as we are, let’s stay within this 
hou.se. 

War. The bloody parliament shall this be 
call’d. 

Unless Plantagenet, Duke of York, be king, 40 
And bashful Henry depo.sed, whose cowardice 
Hath made us by-words to our enemies. 

York. Then leave me not, my lords; be 
resolute ; 

I mean to take possession of my right. 

War. Neither the king, nor he that loves him 
best. 

The proudest he that holds up Lancaster, 

• Dares stir a wing, if Warwick shake his bells. 

I *11 plant Plantagenet, root him up who dares : 
Resolve thee, Richard ; claim the English crown. 

Flourish. Enter King Henry, Clifford, 
Northumberland, Westmoreland, Exe- 
ter, and the rest. 

AT. Hen. My lords, look where the sturdy 
rebel sits, 50 

Even in the chair of state : belike he means, 
Back’d by the power of Warwick, that false peer, 
I'o aspire unto the crown and reign as king. 

Earl of Northumberland, he slew thy father, 

And thine, Lord Clifford; and you both have 
vow’d revenge 

On him, his sons, his favourites and his friends. 
North. If I be not, heavens be reveled on me ! 
Clif. The hope thereof makes Clifl^rd mourn 
in steel. 

West. What, shall we suffer this? let’s pluck 
him down : 

My heart for anger burns ; I cannot brook it. 60 

• K. Hen. Be patient, gentle Earl of West- 

moreland. 

• Clif. Patience is for poltroons, such as he : 

He Qurst not sit there, had your father lived. 

My gracious lord, here in the parliament 

Let us assail the family of YorJe. 

North. Well hast thou spoken, cousin: be 
it so. 

K. Hen. Ah, know you not the city favours 
them, 
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And they have troops of soldiers at their beck? 

Exe, But when the duke is slain, they'll 
quickly fly. 

K, Hen. Far be the thought of this from 
Henry's heart, 70 

I To make a shambles of the parliament-house ! 
Cousin of Exeter, frowns, words and threats 
Shall be the war that Henry means to use. 

Thou fadliousDuke of York, descend my throne. 
And kneel for grace and mercy at my feet ; 

I am thy sovereign. 

York. I am thine. 

Exe. For shame, come down : he made thee 
Duke of York. 

> York. 'Twas my inheritance, as the earldom 
was. 

Exe. Thy father was a traitor to the crown. 

War, Exeter, thou art a traitor to the crown 
In following this usurping Henry. 81 

Clif. Whom should he follow but his natural 
king? 

War. True, Clifford; and that’s Richard 
Duke of York. 

K. Hen. And shall I stand, and thou sit in 
my throne ? 

York. It must and shall be so : content thyself. 
War. Be Duke of Lancaster ; let him be king. 
West. He is both king and Duke of Lancaster ; 

estmoreland shall main- 


I kingi 
of W( 


And that the Lord 
tain. 

War. And Warwick shall disprove it. You 
forget 8 q 

That we are those which chased you from the field 


Kin^ Hfnr\ . ‘My lords, look \vht*rc the sturd\ rebri 
sits . KinK (David Warner), York (Donald Sinden) 
and Warwick (Brewster Mason), Ko\al Shakespeare C o, 
1 964 


71 shambles. Slaughter-house. 

78 earldom. York inherited the earldom of March 
through his mother, and through this laid claim to the 
throne 

79 Th\ father irnnn Richard Karl of C ambridge 
executed for conspiracy, see Henry I', 11 11. 


149 


KIN(f HF.NRY VI Part 111 Act I Scene I 


106 Duke nj York York inherited the title from 
Edward, elder brother of the Earl of Cambridge. 

110 Hth Since 

111 lord protector, i.e. Humphrey, Duke of Gloucester. 


And slew your fathers, and with colours spread 
March'd through the city to the palace gates. 
North, Yes, Warwick, I remember it to my 
grief; 

And, by his soul, thou and thy house shall rue it. 

West, Plantagenet, of thee and these thy sons, 
Thy kinsmen and thy friends, I ’ll have more lives 
Than drops of blood were in my father’s veins. 
Clif, Urge it no more; lest that, instead of 
words, 

I send thee, Warwick, such a messenger 
As shall revenge his death before I stir. xoo 
War, Poor Clifford ! how I scorn his worth- 
less threats 1 

York, Will you we show our title to the 
crown ? 

If not, our swords shall plead it in the held. 

K, Hen. What title hast thou, traitor, to the 
crown? 

• Thy father was, as thou art, Duke of York ; 

Thy grandfather, Roger Mortimer, Earl ofMarch: 
I am the son of Henry the Fifth, 

Who made the Dauphin and the French to stoop 
And seized upon their towns and provinces. 

• War, Talk not of France, sith thou hast lost 

it all. ^ no 

• K, Hen, The lord protedlor lost it, and not I : 
When I was crown’d I was but nine months old. 

Rich, You are old enough now, and yet, me- 
thinks, you lose. 

Father, tear the crown from the usurper’s head. 
Echv, Sweet father, do so ; set it on your head. 
Mont, Good brother, as thou lovest and hon- 
ourest arms. 

Let’s fight it out and not stand cavilling thus. 
Rich, Sound drums and trumpets, and the 
king will fly. 

York, Sons, peace I 

K, Hen, Peace, thou ! and give King Henry 
leave to speak. 120 

War, Plantagenet shall speak first ; hear him, 
lords ; 

And be you silent and attentive too, 

For he that interrupts him shall not live. 

K, Hen, Think^st thou that I will leave my 
kingly throne. 

Wherein my grandsire and my father sat? 

No; first shall war unpeople this my realm ; 

Ay, and their colours, often borne in France, 
And now in England to our heart’s great sorrow, 
Shall be my winding-sheet. Why faint you, lords? 
My title’s good, and better far than his. 130 
War, Prove it, Henry, and thou shalt be king. 
K, Hen, Henry the Fourth by conquest got 
the crown. 

York, ’Twas by rebellion against his king. 

K, Hen, \A 5 ide\ I know not what to say ; my 
title’s weak. — 

Tell me, may not a king adopt an heir? 

York. What then? 

K. Hen, An if he may, then am I lawful king ; 
For Richard, in the view of many lords. 

Resign’d the crown to Henry the Fourth, 

Whose heir my father was, and I am his. 140 
York, He rose against him, being his sove- 
reim. 

And made him to resign his crown perforce. 

War. Suppose, my lords, he did it uncon- 
strain’d, 
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'I'hink you ’twcre prejudicial to his crown? 

Exe. No ; for he could not so resign his crown 
But that the next heir should succeed and reign. 

K. Hen, Art thou against us, Duke of Exeter? 

Exe. H i*^ is the right, and therefore pardon me. 

York. Why whisper you, my lords, and an- 
swer not? 

Exe. My conscience tells me he is lawful king 

K. Hen. {Asniel All will revolt Irom me, and 
turn to him. 151 

North. Plantagenet, for all the claim thou 
lay’.st, 

Think not that Henry shall be so deposed. 

li’^ar. Deposed he shall be, in despite of all. 

• North. I'hou art deceived : ’tis not thy south- 

ern power. 

Of F.ssex, Norfolk, Suffolk, nor of Kent, 

Which makes thee thus presumptuous and proud, 
Can .set the duke up in despite of me. 

Clif. King Henry, be thy title right or wrong, 
Lord Clifford vows to fight in thy defence : 160 

May that ground gape and swallow me alive, 
Where I shall kneel to him that slew my father! 

K. Hen. () Clifford, how thy words revive 
my heart ! 

J'orh. Henry of Lancaster, resign thy crown. 
What mutter you, or what conspire you, lords? 

lYar. Do right unto this princely Duke of 
York, 

Or T will fill the house with armed men. 

And over the chair of state, where now he sits, 
Write up his title with usurping blood. 

[He stam/s with his foot^ the Soldiers 

sho%v themselves. 

K. Hen. My Lord of Warwick, hear me but 
one word : 170 

Let me for this my life-time reign as king. 

York. Confirm the crown to me and to mine 
heirs, 

And thou shall reign in quiet while thou livest. 

Kin^. I am content : Richard Plantagenet, 
Enjoy the kingdom after my decease. 

Clif. What wrong is this unto the prince your 
son ! 

War. What good is this to England and him- 
sclf! 

West. Base, fearful and despairing Henry ! 

Clif How hast thou injured both thyself and 
us ! 

West. I cannot stay to hear these articles. 

North. Nor 1 . 181 

Clif Come, cousin, let us tell the queen these 
news. 

West. Farewell, faint-hearted and degenerate 
king, 

In whose cold blood no spark of honour bides. 

North. Be thou a prey unto the house of York, 

• And die in bands for this unmanly deed I 

Clif In dreadful war mayst thou ^ overcome. 
Or live in peace abandon’d and despised ! 

[Exeunt North. ^ Cliff. ^ and West. 

War. Turn this way, Henry, and regard 
them not. 

Exe. They seek revenge and therefore will 
not yield. *9° 

K. Hen. Ah, Exeter! 

War. Why should you sigh, my lord? 

K. Hen. Not for myself, Lord Warwick, but 
my son, 


166 southern power. Northumberland, a Percy, came 
from the north 



Westminster Hall treats between Henry \1 and 
Richard, Duke of York En^raNing from Old Enfjland, 
1854 


186 bands. In bondage 
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233 stub head Such power 
239 narroiL' seas Straits of Dover. 



Peggy Ashcroft as Queen Margaret, Royal Shakespeare 
Co, 1964 


Vhom I unnaturally shall disinherit. 

But be it as it may : 1 here entail 
The crown to thee and to thine heirs for ever ; 
Conditionally, that here thou take an oath 
To cease this civil war, and, whilst I live, 

To honour me as thy king and sovereign, 

And neither by treason nor hostility 
To seek to put me down and reign thyself. 200 
VorA*. This oath 1 willingly take and will 
perform. 

U’ar. Long live King Henry ! Plantagenet, 
embrace him. 

A'. A/efi. And long live thou and these thy 
forward sons ! 

Now' York and Lancaster are recon- 
ciled. 

Ji.vr. Accursed be he that seeks to make them 
foes ! ( Seimct. Here they come tienvn. 

York. Farewell, my gracious lord ; Til to my 
castle. 

War. And Til keep London with my soldiers. 
Horf. And 1 to Norfolk with my followers. 
Mont. And 1 unto the sea from whence 1 came. 
\Exeunt York and his Sons, Warwick, Nor- 
folk, Montague, their Soldiers, and At- 
tendants. 

K. Hen. And I, with grief and sorrow, to the 
court. 210 

Enter Queen Margaret and the Prince of 
Wales. 

Exe. Here comes the queen, whose looks 
bewray her anger : 

I Ml steal away. 

K. Hen. Exeter, so will I. 

Q. Mar. Nay, go not from me; I will follow 
thee. 

K. Hen. Be patient, gentle queen, and I will 
stay. 

Q. Mar. Who can be patient in such extremes? 
Ah, wTctched man! would I had died a maid, 
And never seen thee, never borne thee son. 
Seeing thou hast proved so unnatural a father ! 
Hath he deserved to lose his birthright thus? 
Hadst thou but loved him half so well as 1, 220 

Or felt that pain which I did for him once, 

Or nourish’d him as I did with my blood, 

Thou wouldst have left thy dearest heart-blood 
there, 

Rather than have made that savage duke thine 
heir 

And disinherited thine only son. 

Prince. Father, you cannot disinherit me : 

1 f you be king, why should not 1 succeed ? 

K. Hen. Pardon me, Margaret ; pardon me, 
sweet son : 

The Earl of Warwick and the duke enforced me. 
Q. Mar. Enforced thee! art thou king, and 
wilt be forced ? 230 

I shame to hear thee speak. Ah, timorous wretch ! 
Thou hast undone thy. self, thy son and me ; 

• And given unto the house of York such head 
As thou shalt reign but by their sufferance. 

To entail him and his heirs unto the crown, 

What is it, but to make thy sepulchre 

And creej) into it far before thy time? 

Warwick is chancellor and the lord of Calais ; 

• Stem Falcon bridge commands the narrow seas ; 

The duke is made protestor of the realm ; 240 
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And yet shalt thou be safe ? such safety finds 
The trembling lamb environed with wolves. 

• Had I been there, which am a silly woman, 

The soldiers should have toss’d me on their pikes 
Before I would have grunted to that adl. 

But thou preferPst thy life before thine honour : 
And seeing thou dost, 1 here divorce myself 
Both from thy table, Henry, and thy bed, 

Until that adl of parliament be repeal’d 
Whereby my son is disinherited. 2so 

I’he northern lords that have forsworn thy colours 
Will follow mine, if once they see them spread ; 
And spread they shall be, to thy foul disgrace 
And utter ruin of the house of York. 

Thus do I leave thee. Come, son, let’s away; 
Our army is ready ; come, we’ll after them. 

K. Hen. Stay, gentle Margaret, and hear me 
speak. 

O. Mar, Thou hast spoke too much already : 
get thee gone. 

K, Hen, Gentle son Edward, thou wilt stay 
with me? 

Q, Mar, Ay, to be murder’d by his enemies. 
Prince, When I return with vi6lory from the 
field 261 

I ’ll see your grace : till then I’ll follow her. 

Q, Mar, Come, son, away ; we may not linger 
thus. 

[Exeunt Queen Marf^aret and the Prince. 
K, Hen, Poor queen 1 how love to me and to 
her son 

Hath made her break out into terms of rage ! 
Revenged may she be on that hateful duke, 
Whose haughty spirit, winged with desire, 

• Will cost my crown, and like an empty eagle 

• Tire on the flesh of me and of my son ! 

The loss of those three lords torments my heart : 

1 *11 write unto them and entreat them fair. 271 
Come, cousin, you shall be the messenger. 

Exe, And I, I hope, shall reconcile them all. 

\Exeunt, 


243 silly. Helpless, feeble. 

268 cost Accost, attack 

269 Tire. Devour 



Sandal Castle near Wakefield. Yorkshire Engravinj? 
from Old England, 1H34 


ScKNE II. Sandal Castle, 

Enter Richard, Edward, and Montague. 

Rich, Brother, though I be youngest, give 
me leave. 

Edw. No, I can better play the orator. 

Mont, But I have reasons strong and forcible. 

Enter the Duke of York, 

York, Why, how now, sons and brother! at 
a strife? 

What is your quarrel? how began it first ? 

Edw, No quarrel, but a slight contention. 

York, About what? 

Rich, About that which concerns your grace 
and us ; 

The crown of England, father, which is yours. 9 

York, Mine, boy? not till King Henry be dead. 

Rich, Your right depends not on his life or 
death. 

Edw, Now you are heir, therefore enjoy it now : 

By giving the house of Lancaster leave to breathe, 

It will outrun you, father, in the end. 

York, I took an oath that he should quietly 
reign. 

Edw, But for a kingdom any oath may be 
broken : 
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26 depose TVsiifv 
43 W itty Inttlligent. 
62 hold. Stronghold 


I would break a thousand oaths to reign one year. 
R ick. No ; God forbid your grace should be 
forsworn. 

York. I shall be^ if I claim by open war. 
Rich. I’ll prove the contrary, if you’ll hear 
me speak. 20 

York. Thou canst not, son ; it is impossible. 
Rick. An oath is of no moment, being not took 
Before a true and lawful magistrate, 

That hath authority over him that swears: 

Henry had none, but did usurp the place ; 

• Then, seeing ’twas he that made you to depose. 
Your oath, my lord, is vain and frivolous. 
Therefore, to arms ! And, father, do but think 
How sweet a thing it is to wear a crown ; 

Within whose circuit is Elysium 30 

And all that poets feign of bliss and joy. 

Why do we linger thus? I cannot rest 
Until the white rose that I wear be dyed 
Even in the lukewarm blood of Henry’s heart. 

York. Richard, enough ; I will be king, or die. 
Brother, thou shalt to London presently. 

And whet on Warwick to this enterprise. 

Thou, Richard, shalt to the Duke of Norfolk, 
And tell him privily of our intent. 

You, Edward, shall unto my Lord Cobham, 40 
With whom the Kentishmen will willingly rise ; 
In them I trust; for they are soldiers, 

> Witty, courteous, liberal, full of spirit. 

While you are thus employ’d, what resteth more, 
But that I seek occasion how to rise. 

And yet the king not privy to my drift, 

Nor any of the house of Lancaster? 

Enter a Messenger. 

But, stay ; what news? Why comest thou in such 
post? 

Mess, The queen with all the northern earls 
and lords 

Intend here to besiege you in your castle : 50 

She is hard by with twenty thousand men ; 

► And therefore fortify your hold, my lord. 

York, Ay, with my sword. What! think’st 
thou that we fear them? 

Edward and Richard, you shall stay with me ; 
My brother Montague shall post to London : 

Let noble Warwick, Cobham, and the rest. 
Whom we have left protedlors of the king. 

With powerful policy strengthen themselves, 

And trust not simple Henry nor his oaths. 

Mont. Brother, 1 go ; 1 ’ll win them, fear it 
not: 60 

And thus most humbly I do take my leave. [Exit, 

Enter SiR John Mortimer and Sir Hugh 
Mortimer. 

York. Sir John and Sir Hugh Mortimer, 
mine uncles, 

You are come to Sandal in a happy hour ; 

The army of the queen mean to tesiege us. 

Sir yokm. She shall not need ; we *11 meet her 
in the field. 

York. What, with five thousamd men? 

Rick, Ay, with five hundred, father, for a need : 
A woman *s general ; what should we fear ? 

[A march afar off, 
Edw. I hear their drums: let’s set our men 
in order, 70 

And issue forth and bid them battle straight 
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York. Five men to twenty I though the odds 
be great, 

I doubt not, uncle, of our vi<5lory. 

Many a battle have I won in France, 

When as the enemy hath been ten to one : 

Why should I not now have the like success ? 

\Alarum. Exeunt • 

Scene III. Field of battle behvixt Sandal 
Castle and Wakefield, 

A Lxmms. Enter Rutland and his T utor. 

Knt, Ah, whither shall I fly to *scapc their 
hands? 

Ah, tutor, look where bloody Clifford comes! 

Enter Clifford and Soldiers. 

Clif Chaplain, away ! thy priesthood saves 
thy life. 

As for the brat of this accursed duke, 

• Whose father slew my father, he shall die. 

'J ut. And 1, my lord, will bear him company. 
Clif Soldiers, away with him ! 

Tut. Ah, Clifford, murder not this innocent 
child, 

I^st thou be hated both of God and man ! 

[ A'jr/V, dragged off by Soldiers, 
Clif How now! is he dead already? or is it 
fear lo 

That makes him close his eyes? I’ll open them. 

l\ut. So looks the pent-up lion o’er the wretch 
That trembles under his devouring paws ; 

And so he walks, insulting o’er his prey, 

^ And so he comes, to rend his limbs asunder. 

Ah, gentle Clifford, kill me with thy sword. 

And not with such a cruel threatening look. 
Sweet Clifford, hear me speak before I die. 

I am too mean a subje<5i for thy wrath : 
lie thou revenged on men, and let me live. 20 
Clif. In vain thou speak’ st, poor boy; my 
father s blood 

Hath stopp’d the passage where thy words should 
enter. 

Rut, Then let my father’s blwd open it again : 
He is a man, and, Clifford, cope with him. 

Clif Had I thy brethren here, their lives and 
thine 

Were not revenge sufficient for me; 

No, if I digg’d up thy forefathers’ graves 
And hung their rotten coffins up in chains. 

It could not slake mine ire, nor ease my heart. 
The sight of any of the house of York 30 

Is as a fury to torment my soul ; 

And till I root out their accursed line 
And leave not one alive, I live in hell. 

Therefore — [Lifting his hand. 

Rut. O, let me pray before I take my death ! 
To thee I pray; sweet Clifford, pity me ! 

Clif. Such pity as my rapier’s p>oint affords. 
Rut. 1 never did thee harm : why wilt thou 
slay me? 

Clif. Thy father hath. 

Rut. But ’twas ere I was born. 

'Phou hast one son ; for his sake pity me, 40 
Lest in revenge thereof, sith God is just, 

He be as miserably slain as I. 

Ah, let me live in prison all my days ; 

And when I give occasion of offence, 

Then let me die, for now thou hast no cause. 



C'liflbrd ‘Chaplain, away’ ihv priesthood saves thy 
life’ Murdei of Rutland Engraving from a painting b\ 
James Northcote ( 1 746 1831) 


5 Whose father v/m niy father See 2 Henry 17 . 11 

14 insultinff . . prey. Triumphing over his enemy 
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48 Ih tu(M‘ 7'he ^ods ^rant that this ht* the height of 
voLir ^flor\ 


7 demean'd Behaved 
12 fahhnm Curved broad sword. 
19 h(tdfied Botc hed 



33 Phaethon. Son ot .Apollo, the sun Rod, who tric-d to 
dn\e his father’s chariot but was thrown out and killed 
The sun was a Yorkist emblem. 

34 WKmttde pruk Midday mark on the face of the 
sundial 

35 phfjemx Mythical Arabian bird that resurrected 
Itself from its oun funeral pyre 

36 htrd I e. his son Edward vs ho later became lulward 
IV 


C/(/[ No cause ! 

Thy father slew my father ; therefore, die. 

[S^aSs him, 

I R ut. Di faciant laudis summa sit ista tU2 ! 

{Dies, 

Clif, Plantagenet ! I come, Plantagenet ! 

And this thy son’s blood cleaving to my blade 50 
Shall rust up^n my weapon, till thy blood, 
Congeal’d with this, do make me wipe off both. 

\Exit, 

Scene IV. Another part of the field. 
Ala 7 um. Enter Richard, Duke of York. 

York. l‘he army of the queen liath got the 
field : 

My uncles both are slain in rescuing me ; 

And all my followers to the eager foe 
J urn back and fly, like ships before the wind 
Or lambs pursued by hunger-starved wolves. 

My sons, God knows what hath bechanced them : 

> But this I know, they have demean’d themselves 
Like men born to renown by life or death. 

'I'hree times did Richard make a lane to me. 

And thrice cried ‘Courage, father I fight it out !' 
And full as oft came Edward to my side, n 

1 With purple falchion, painted to the hilt 
In blood of those that had encounter’d him : 

And when the hardiest warriors did retire, 
Richard cried ‘ Charge ! and give no foot of 
ground !’ 

And cried ‘A crown, or else a glorious tomb ! 

A .sceptre, or an earthly sepulchre !’ 

With this, we charged again : but, out, alas ! 

' We bodged again ; as I have seen a swan 
With bootless labour swim against the tide 20 
And spend her strength with over-matching 
waves. \A short alarum within. 

Ah, hark ! the fatal followers do pursue ; 

And I am faint and cannot fly their fury: 

And were I strong, 1 would not shun their fury : 
The sands are number’d that make up my life ; 
Here must I stay, and here my life must end. 

Enter Queen Margaret, Clifford, North- 
umberland, the young Prince, and Soldiers. 

Come, bloody Clifford, rough Northumberland, 

I dare your quenchless fury to more rage : 

I am your butt, and 1 abide your shot. 29 

North. Yield to our mercy, proud Plantagenet. 
Clif. Ay, to such mercy as his ruthless arm, 
With downright payment, show’d unto my father. 
Now Phaethon hath tumbled from his car, 

• And made an evening at the noontide prick. 

1 York. My ashes, as the phoenix, may bring 
forth 

» A bird that will revenge upon you all : 

And in that hope I throw mine eyes to heaven, 
Scorning whate’er you can afflidl me with. 

Why come you not? what ! multitudes, and fear? 
Clif. So cowards fight when they can fly no 
further ; 40 

So doves do peck the falcon’s piercing talons ; 

So desperate thieves, all hopeless of their lives. 
Breathe out invedlives ’gainst the officers. 

York. O Clifford, but bethink thee once again, 
And in thy thought o’er-run my former time ; 

And, if thou canst for blushing, view this face. 
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And bite thy tongue, that slanders him with 
cowardice 

Whose frown hath made thee faint and fly ere 
this ! 

Clif, I will not bandy with thee word for word, 
But buckle with thee blows, twice two for one. 50 
Q, Mar, Hold, valiant Clifford ! for a thous- 
and causes 

I would prolong awhile the traitor s life. 

Wrath makes him deaf: speak thou, Northum- 
berland. 

North, Hold, Clifford ! do not honour him so 
much 

To prick thy finger, though to wound his heart : 
What valour were it, when a cur doth grin. 

For one to thrust his hand between his teeth. 
When he might spurn him with his fool away? 

I I is war's prize to take all vantages ; 

• And ten to one is no impeach of valour. 60 

{They lay hands on York^ who struggles, 
Cllf. Ay, ay, so strives the woodcock with 
the gin. 

• North. So doth the cony struggle in the net. 
York. So triumph thieves upon their con- 
quer’d booty ; 

So true men yield, with robbers so o’ermatch’d. 
North. What would your grace have done 
unto him now? 

Q. Mar, Brave warriors, Clifford and North- 
umberland, 

Come, make him stand upon this molehill here, 

• 'I'hat raught at mountains with outstretched arms, 
Yet parted but the shadow with his hand. 

What I was it you that would be England’s king ? 
Was’t you that revell’d in our parliament, 71 
And made a preachment of your high descent? 

• Where are your mess of sons to ba^ you now ? 
The wanton Edward, and the lusty George? 

• And where ’s that valiant crook-back prodigy, 
Dicky your boy, that with his grumbling voice 
Was wont to cheer his dad in mutinies? 

Or, with the rest, where is your darling Rutland? 
Look, York : I stain’d this napkin with the blood 
That valiant Clifford, with his rapier s point, 80 
Made issue from the bosom of the boy ; 

And if thine eyes can water for his death, 

I give thee this to dry thy cheeks withal. 

Alas, poor York ! but that 1 hate thee deadly, 

I should lament thy miserable state. 

I prithee, grieve, to make me merry, York. 

What, hath thy fiery heart so parch’d thine 
entrails 

That not a tear can fall for Rutland’s death? 

Why art thou patient, man? thou shouldst be 
mad ; 

And 1 , to make thee mad, do mock thee thus. 90 
Stamp, rave, and fret, that 1 may sing and dance. 
Thou wouldst be fee’d, 1 see, to make me sport : 
York cannot speak, unless he wear a crown. 

A crown for York ! and, lords, bow low to him : 
Hold you his hands, whilst 1 do set it on. 

{Putting a paper crown on his head. 
Ay, marry, sir, now looks he like a king ! 

Ay, this is he that took King Henry’s chair. 

And this is he was his adopted heir. 

But how is it that great Plantagenet 
Is crown’d so soon, and broke his solemn oath? 

As I bethink me, you should not be kin^ xoz 
Till our King Henry had shook hands with death. 


Act 1 Scene IV KING HENRY VI Part III 

60 impeach. Disparagement. 

62 (ony. Rabbit 
68 raught. Reached. 

73 mess. A group of' four 


75 prodigy 1 v. monster. 



Queen Margaret (Rosalind Boxall) puts a pa)>ei i i'-\\n(>n 
the head of York (John .Arnatt), Old \'r 'rhe.iiu, 
London , 1953 
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103 pale Pnclosr 
110 ()risnn\ Pravers 
116 t'i\ard-like Mask-like 
118 assay Attempt 
121 type, 'rule 
126 h<Kits Avails 
126 adafie. Maxim 
136 septentrwn. North. 

150 Beshreu' Curse it. 

155 Hyriama Caspian Sea area, in tradition the home 
of the tiper 



Ct)stume design for York by Ann Curtis, F<oyaI Shake- 
speare C'o. 1964 


• And will you pale your head in Henry's glory^ 
And rob his temples of the diadem, 

Now in his life, against your holy oath? 

O, 'tis a fault too too unpardonable ! 

Off with the crown; and, with the crown, his 
head ; 

And, whilst we breathe, take time to do him dead. 
Clif. That is my office, for my father's sake. 

• Q. Mar, Nay, stay ; let's hear the orisons he 

makes. x 10 

York. She-wolf of France, but worse than 
wolves of France, 

Whose tongue more poisons than the adder’s 
tooth ! 

How ill-beseeming is it in thy sex 
To triumph, like an Amazonian trull, 

Upon their woes whom fortune captivates I 

• But that tliy face is, visard-like, unchanging, 
Made impudent with use of evil deeds, 

• 1 would assay, proud queen, to make thee blush. 
To tell thee whence thou earnest, of whom derived. 
Were shame enough to shame thee, wert thou not 

shameless. 120 

• Thy father bears the twe of King of Naples, 

Of both the Sicils and J erusalem, 

Yet not so wealthy as an English yeoman. 

Hath that poor monarch taught thee to insult? 

• It needs not, nor it boots thee not, proud queen, 

• Unless the adage must be verified, 

That beggars mounted run their horse to death. 
’Tis beauty that doth oft make women proud ; 

Rut, God he knows, thy share thereof is small : 
'Tis virtue that doth make them most admired ; 
The contrary doth make thee wonder’d at: 131 
’Tis government that makes them seem divine ; 
The want thereof makes thee abominable : 

Thou art as opposite to every good 
As the Antipodes are unto us, 

• Or as the south to the septentrion. 

O tiger’s heart wrapt in a woman’s hide ! 

How couldst thou drain the life-blood of the child, 
To bid the father wipe his eyes withal. 

And yet be seen to bear a woman’s face? 140 
Women are soft, mild, pitiful and flexible : 

Thou stem, obdurate, flinty, rough, remorseless. 
Bid’st thou me rage? why, now thou hast thy 
wish : 

Wouldst have me weep? why, now thou hast thy 
will : 

For raging wind blows up incessant .showers, 

And when the rage allays, the rain begins. 

These tears are my sweet Rutland's obsequies: 
And every drop cries vengeance for his death, 
’Gainst thee, fell Clifford, and thee, false French- 
woman. 

• North. Beshrew me, but his passion moves 

me so 150 

That hardly can I check my eyes from tears. 

York. That face of his the hungry cannibals 
Would not have touch’d, would not nave stain’d 
with blood : 

But you are more inhuman, more inexorable, 

• O, ten times more, than tigers of Hyrcania. 

See, ruthless queen, a hapless father’s tears : 

This cloth thou dip’dst in blood of my sweet boy, 
And I with tears do wash the blood away. 

Keep thou the napkin, and go boast of this : 

And if thou teirst the heavy story right, 160 
Upon my soul, the hearers will shed tears: 
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Yea even my foes will shed fast-falling tears^ 172 weeping-ripe. On the verge of tears. 

And say ‘Alas, it was a piteous deed !' 

There, take the crown, and, with the crown, my 

curse; 14 neat. Cattle. 

And in thy need such comfort come to thee 

As now I re.-ip at thy too cruel hand ! 24 younker. Young man 

Hard-hearted Clifford, take me from the world: 

My soul to heaven, my blood upon your heads ! 

North, Had he been slaughter-man to all my 
kin, 

I should not for my life but weep with him, 170 
lo see how inly sorrow gripes his soul. 

• Q, Mar. What, weeping-ripe, my Lord North- 

umberland ? 

Think but upon the wrong he did us all, 

And that will quickly dry thy melting tears. 

Clif, Here *s for my oath, here ’s for my father’s 
death. \Stabbing him. 

Q. Mar, And here’s to right our gentle-hearted 
king. [^Stabbing him. 

York. Open Thy gate of mercy, graciou.sGod ! 

Mjrsoul flies through these wounds to seek out 
Thee. [Dies. 

Q. Mar. Off with his head, and set it on Yofk 
gates ; 

So York may overlook the town of York. 180 

[Flourish, Exeunt. 

ACT II. 

Scene I. A plain near MortimeF s Cross in 
// erefordshire. 

A march. Enter Edwakd, Richard, and their 
po 7 ver, 

Edzu. I wonder how our princely father 'scaped, 

( )r whether he be ’scaped away or no 
f rom Clifford’s and Northumberland’s pursuit: 

Had he been ta’en, we should have heard the news ; 

Had he been slain, we should have heard the news ; 

Or had he ’scaped, methinks we should have heard 
The happy tidings of his good escape. 

How fares my brother? why is he so .sad? 

Rich. I cannot joy, until I be resolved 
Where our right valiant father is become. 10 
I saw him in the battle range about ; 

And watch’d him how he singled Clifford forth. 

Methought he bore him in the thickest troop 

• As doth a lion in a herd of neat ; 

Or as a bear, encompas.s’d round with dogs. 

Who having pinch’d a few and made them cry, 

'J'he rest stand all aloof, and bark at him. 

So fared our father with his enemies ; 

So fled his enemies my warlike father: 

Methinks, *tis prize enough to be his son. 20 
See how the morning opes her golden gates. 

And takes her farewell of the glorious sun ! 

How well resembles it the prime of youth, 

• Trimm’d like a younker prancing to his love ! 

Edw. Dazzle mine eyes, or do 1 see three 
suns? 

Rick, Three glorious suns, each one a pcrfedl 
sun ; 

Not separated with the racking clouds, 

But sever’d in a pale clear-shining sky. 

See, see ! they join, embrace, and seem to kiss, 

As if they vow’d some league inviolable : 30 

Now are they but one lamp, one light, one sun. 

In this the heaven figures some event. 
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36 mt'f Js I)tser\’cd ri*wards 

42 hreedrr Female sex Edward 
womaniser 

51 hopeof I'rny Hectoi 

74 soul’s pala(c Body 


£dw. ’Tis wondrous strange, the like yet 
never heard of. 

was a notorious I think it cites us, brother, to the field, 

'Fhat we, the sons of brave Plantagenet, 

• Each one already blazing by our meeds, 

Should notwithstanding join our lights together 
And over-shine the earth as this the world. 
Whate’er it bodes, henceforward will I bear 
Upon my target three fair-shining suns. 40 

Rich, Nay, bear three daughters: by your 
leave I speak it, 

• You love the breeder better than the male. 

Enter a Messenger. 

r>iit what art thou, whose heavy looks foretell 
Some dreadful story hanging on thy tongue ? 

Mess, Ah, one that was a woful looker-on 
When as the noble Duke of York was slain, 

Your princely father and my loving lord ! 

Kd'iiK (), speak no more, for I have heard too 
much. 

Rich, Say how he died, for I will hear it all. 
I^Iess, Environed he was with many fi^es, 50 

• And stood against them, as the hope of 'J'roy 
Against the (rreeks that would have enter'd Troy. 
lUit Hercules himself must yield to odds ; 

And many strokes, though with a little axe. 

Hew down and fell the hardest-timber'd oak. 

I>y many hands your father was subdued; 

Bill only slaughter’d by the ireful arm 
( )r unrelenting Clifford and the queen, 

Who crown'd the gracious duke in high despite, 
Laugh’d in his face ; and w^hen with grief he wept. 
The ruthless queen gave him to dry his cheeks 61 
A napkin steeped in the harmless blood 
( )f sweet young Rutland, by rough Clifford slain : 
And after many scorns, many foul taunts, 

They took his head, and on the gates of York 
They set the same ; and there it doth remain, 
The saddest spectacle that e’er I view’d. 

Ediv. Sweet Duke of York, our prop to lean 
upon, 

Now thou art gone, we have no staff, no stay. 

(J Clifford, boisterous Clifford! thou hast slain 70 
J'he flower of Europe for his chivalry ; 

And treacherously hast thou vanquish’d him. 

For hand to hand he would have vanquish’d thee. 

• Now my soul’s palace is become a prison : 

Ah, would she break from hence, that this my body 
Might in the ground be closed up in rest ! 

For never henceforth shall I joy again. 

Never, O never, shall I see more joy ! 

Rich. I cannot weep; for all my body’s mois- 
ture 

Scarce serves to quench my furnace-burning heart; 
Nor can my tongue unload my heart’s great 
burthen; 81 

For selfsame wind that I should speak withal 
Is kindling coals that fires all my breast. 

And burns me up with flames that tears would 
quench. 

To weep is to make less the depth of grief: 

Tears then for babes ; blows and revenge for me 
Richard, I bear thy name ; 1 ’ll venge thy death. 
Or die renowned by attempting it. 

Edw. His name that valiant duke hath left 
with thee ; 

His dukedom and his chair with me is left. 90 
Rich* Nay, if thou be that princely eagle’s bird. 
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Show thy descent by gazing 'gainst the sun : 

For chair and dukedom, throne and kingdom say ; 
Either that is thine, or else thou wert not his. 

March. Warwick, Marquess op 

Montague, and their army. 

War. How now, fair lords ! What fare? what 
news abroad? 

Rich. Great Lord of Warwick, if we should 
recount 

Our baleful news, and at each word's deliverance 

• Stab poniards in our flesh till all were told, 

The words would add more anguish than the 
wounds. 

0 valiant lord, the Duke of York is slain I loo 
Edw. O Warwick, Warwick ! that Plantagenet, 

Which held thee dearly as his soul’s redemption, 
Is by the stem Lord Clifford done to death. 

War. Ten days ago 1 drown'd these news in 
tears; 

And now, to add more measure to your woes, 

1 come to tell you things sith then befall’n. 

After the bloody fray at Wakefield fought, 

Where your brave father breathed his latest gasp, 
Tidings, as swiftly as the posts could run. 

Were brought meof your loss and his depart, no 
I, then in London, keeper of the king, 

Muster'd my soldiers, gather’d flocks of friends, 
And very well appointed, as I thought. 

March’d toward Saint Alban’s to intercept the 

queen, 

Bearing the king in my behalf along ; 

For by my scouts 1 was advertised 
That she was coming with a full intent 
To dash our late decree in parliament 
Touching King Henry’s oath and your succession. 
Short tale to make, we at Saint Alban’s met, 120 
Our battles join’d, and both sides fiercely fought: 
But whether ’twas the coldness of the king. 

Who look'd full gently on his warlike queen, 

• That robb’d my soldiers of their heated spleen ; 
Or whether ’twas report of her success ; 

Or more than common fear of Clifford’s rigour. 
Who thunders to his captives blood and death, 

1 cannot judge : but, to conclude with truth. 
Their weapons like to lightning came and went ; 
Our soldiers’, like the night-owTs lazy flight, 130 
Or like an idle thresher with a flail, 

Fell gently down, as if they struck their friends. 

I cheer’d them up with justice of our cause. 

With promise of high pay and great rewards ; 

But all in vain ; they nad no heart to fight, 

And we in them no hope to win the day ; 

So that we fled ; the king unto the queen ; 

Lord George your brother, Norfolk and myself. 
In haste, post-haste, are come to ioin with you ; 

• For in the marches nere we heard you were, 140 

• Making another head to fight again. 

Edw. Where is the Duke of Norfolk, gentle 
Warwick? 

And when came George from Burgundy to Eng- 
land? 

War. Some six miles off the duke is with the 
soldiers ; 

And for your brother, he was lately sent 

• From your kind aunt, Duchess of Burgundy, 
With aid of soldiers to this needful war. 

Rich. ’Twas odds, belike, when valiant War- 
wick fled : 


M pomards. Daggers 

124 heated spleen. Fierce valour. 

140 marches. On the borders (here Wales). 

141 Making . . . head. Assembling a force. 

146 Duchess of Burgundy. Isabel, Duchess of Burgundy, 
grandaughter of John of Gaunt and third cousin, not 
aunt, of Edward. 
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162 Ai'i-Maries . . . heads Sayinjf Hail Marys on our 
rosaries 

163—164 helmets . arm^. i.e. count our Hail Marys 
with their helmets as beads 

170 moe More 

182 T/rt Awa\ amain With all speed 



John Palmer, i8th tentui\ l^islish a<.ioi, as Waiwuk 
Engraving from Bell’s edition of Shakespeare, lyyh 


Oft have I heard his praises in pursuit, 

But ne’er till now his scandal of retire. 150 

IV ar. Nor now my scandal, Richard, dost 
thou hear ; 

For thou shalt know this strong right hand of 
mine 

Can pluck the diadem from faint Henry's head, 
And wring the awful sceptre from his fist. 

Were he as famous and as bold in war 
As he is famed for mildness, peace, and prayer. 
Kick, I know it well, Lord Warwick ; blame 
me not : 

’Tis love 1 bear thy glories makes me speak. 

But in this troublous time what's to be done? 
Shall we go throw away our coats of steel, 160 
And wrap our bodies in black mourning gowns, 

• Numbering our Ave-Maries with our beads? 

• Or shall we on the helmets of our foes 
Tell our devotion with revengeful arms? 

If for the last, say ay, and to it, lords. 

IVar. Why, therefore Warwick came to seek 
you out ; 

And therefore comes my brother Montague. 
Attend rne, lords. The proud insulting queen. 
With Clifford and the haught Northumberland, 

• And of their feather many moe proud birds, 170 
Have wrought the easy-melting king like wax. 

He swore consent to your succession, 

His oath enrolled in the parliament: 

And now to London all the crew are gone, 

To frustrate both his oath and what beside 
May make against the house of Lancaster. 

Their power, I think, is thirty thousand strong: 
Now, if the help of Norfolk and myself, 

With all the friends that thou, brave Earl of 
March, 

Amongst the loving Welshmen canst procure, 180 
Will but amount to five and twenty thousand, 

• Why, Via ! to London will we march amain, 

And once again bestride our foaming steeds, 

And once again cry ‘Charge upon our foes !' 

But never once again turn back and fly. 

Rich, Ay, now' methinks I hear great War- 
wick speak : 

Ne’er may he live to see a sunshine day. 

That cries ‘Retire,’ if Warwick bid him stay. 
Edw, Lord Warwick, on thy shoulder will I 
lean; ^ 189 

And when thou fail’st — as God forbid the hour ! — 
Must Edward fall, which peril heaven forfend ! 
PVar. No longer Earl of March, but Duke of 
York: 

The next de^ee is England’s royal throne ; 

For King of England shalt thou be proclaim’d 
In every borough as we pass along ; 

And he that throws not up his cap for joy 
Shall for the fault make forfeit of his head* 

King Edward, valiant Richard, Montague, 

Stay we no longer, dreaming of renown, 

But sound the trumpets, and about our ta.sk. 200 
Rich. Then, Clifford, were thy heart as hard 
as steel. 

As thou hast .shown it flinty by thy deeds, 

I come to pierce it, or to give thee mine. 

Edw. Then strike up drums : God and Saint 
George for us ! 

Enter a Messenger. 

War. How now! what news? 
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Mess, The Duke of Norfolk sends you word 
by me. 

The queen is coming with a puissant host ; 

And craves your company for speedy counsel. 
IVar, Why then it sorts, brave warriors, let’s 
away. [Ejceunt. 

Scene IT, Before York, 

Flourish, Enter King Henry, Queen Mar- 
garet, the Prince of Wales, Clifford, 
and Northumberland, with drum and 
trumpets, 

Q. Mar. Welcome, my lord, to this brave 
town of York. 

Yonder’s the head of that arch-enemy 
That sought to be encompass’d with your crown : 
Doth not the objetft cheer your heart, my lord? 
Hen. Ay, as the rocks cheer them that fear 
their wreck : 

To see this sight, it irks my very soul. 

Withhold revenge, dear God ! ’tis not my fault. 
Nor wittingly have 1 infringed my vow. 

Clif My gracious liege, this too much lenity 
And harmful pity must be laid aside. lo 

'J'o whom do lions cast their gentle looks? 

Not to the beast that would usurp their den. 
Whose hand is that the forest bear doth lick? 

Not his that spoils her young before her face. 
Who 'scapes ilie lurking serpent’s mortal sting? 
Not he that sets his foot upon her back. 

The smallest worm will turn being trodden on. 
And doves will peck in safeguard of their brood. 

> Ambitious York did level at thy crown, 

Thou smiling while he knit his angry brows: 20 
He, but a duke, would have his son a king. 

And raise his issue, like a loving sire : 

Thou, being a king, blest with a goodly son. 

Didst yield consent to disinherit him, 

Which argued thee a most unloving father. 
Unreasonable creatures feed their young ; 

And though man’s face be fearful to their eyes. 
Yet, in proteclion of their tender ones, 

Who hath not seen them, even with those wings 
Which sometime they have used with fearful 
flight, . 

Make war with him that climb'd unto their nest, 
(Jffering their own lives in their young’s defence? 
For shame, my liege, make them your prece- 
dent ! 

Were it not pity that this goodly boy 
Should lose his birthright by his father’s fault,* 
And long hereafter say unto his child, 

‘What my great-grandfather and grandsire got 
\ My careless father fondly gave away' ? 

Ah, what a shame were this I Look on the boy : 
And let his manly face, which promiseth 40 
Successful fortune, steel thy melting heart 
To hold thine own and leave thine own with him. 
K. Hen, Full well hath Clifford play’d the 
orator, 

Inferring arguments of mighty force. 

But, Clifford, tell me, didst thou never hear 
>That things ill-got had ever bad success? 

And happy always was it for that son 
Whose father for his hoarding went to hell? 

I'll leave my son my virtuous deeds behind ; 

And would my father had left me no more ! 50 

For all the rest is held at such a rate 



Queen Margaret. ‘Vonder’s the head of that arch- 
enemy . Woodcut from Hohnshed’s Chronicles. 1577 

19 le^ 'el at. Aspire to. 

38 fondly. Foolishly. 

46 success. Result 
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64 apparent, i.e. heir apparent. 

66 toward Promising. 

72 Darraign. Set in order. 



Queen Margaret: ‘Go, rate thy minions, proud in- 
sulting boy!’ Barbara Jefford as Queen Margaret, Old 
Vic Theatre, London, 1957 


As brings a thousand-fold more care to keep 
Than in possession any iot of pleasure. 

Ah, cousin York! would thy best friends did 
* know 

How it doth grieve me that thy head is here ! 

Q, Mar. My lord, cheer up your spirits : our 
foes are nigh, 

And this soft courage makes your followers faint. 
You promised knighthood to our forward son : 
Unsheathe your sword, and dub him presently. 
Edward, kneel down. 60 

A". Hen, Edward Plantagcnet, arise a knight ; 
And Jeam this lesson, draw thy sword in right. 
Prince. My gracious father, by your kingly 
leave, 

• ril draw it as apparent to the crown, 

And in that quarrel use it to the death. 

• Cli/, Why, that is spoken like a toward 

prince. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess, Royal commanders, be in readiness : 
For with a band of thirty thousand men 
Comes Warwick, backing of the Duke of York ; 
And in the towns, as they do march along, 70 
Proclaims him king, and many fly to him : 

• Darraign your battle, for they are at hand. 

Cli/, 1 would your highne.ss would depart the 
held ; 

The queen hath best success when you are 
absent. 

Q* Mar. Ay, good my lord, and leave us to 
our fortune. 

K, Hen, Why, that’s my fortune too ; there- 
fore I’ll stay. 

North. Be it with resolution then to fight. 
Prince. My royal father, cheer these noble 
lords 

And hearten those that fight in your defence: 
Unsheathe your sword, good father; cry * Saint 
George ! ' 80 

March. Enter Edward, George, Richard, 
Warwick, Norfolk, Montague, and 
Soldiers. 

Edw. Now, perjured Henry! wilt thou kneel 
for grace, 

And set thy diadem upon my head ; 

Or bide the mortal fortune of the field? 

Q. Mar. Go, rate thy minions, proud insult- 
ing boy ! 

Becomes it thee to be thus bold in terms 
Before thy sovereign and thy lawful king? 

Edw. I am his king, and he should bow his 
knee ; 

I was adopted heir by his consent: 

Since when, his oath is broke; for, as T hear. 

You, that are king, though he do wear the crown. 
Have caused him, by new adl of parliament, 91 
To blot out me, and put his own son in. 

Clif. And reason too : 

Who should succeed the father but the son? 

Rich. Are you there, butcher? O, I cannot 

r ak ! 

Ay, crook-back, here I stand to answer 
thee, 

Or any he the proudest of thy sort. 

Rich. Twas you that kill’d young Rutland, 
was it not? 
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CHf, Ay, and old York, and yet not satisfied. 

Rich, tor God’s sake, lords, give signal to 
the fight. 

War. What say’st thou, Henry, wilt thou 
yield the crown? 

Q. mar. Why, how now, long-tongued War- 
wick ! dare you speak? 

When you and I met at Saint Alban’s last, 

Your legs did better service than your hands. 

W ar. Then ’twas my turn to fly, and now *tis 
thine. 

Clif. You said so much before, and yet you 
fled. 

War. Twas not your valour, Clifibrd, drove 
me thence. 

North. No, nor your manhood that durst 
make you stay. 

Rich. Northumberland, I hold thee reverently. 
Break off the parley ; for scarce I can refrain i lo 
The execution of my big-swoln heart 
Upon that Clifford, that cruel child-killer. 

Clif. I slew thy father, call’st thou him a 
child? 

Rich. Ay, like a dastard and a treacherous 
coward, 

As thou didst kill our tender brother Rutland ; 
But ere sunset I ’ll make thee curse the deed. 

K. Hen. Have done with words, my lords, 
and hear me speak. 

Q. Mar. Defy them then, or else hold close 
thy lips. 

K. Hen. I prithee, give no limits to my 
tongue : 

1 am a king, and privileged to speak. lao 

Clif. My liege, the wound that bred this 
meeting here 

Cannot be cured by words; therefore be still. 

Rich. Then, executioner, unsheathe thy sword: 
By him that made us all, I am resolved 
That Clifford’s manhood lies upon his tongue. 

Edw. Say, Henry, shall I have my right, 
or no? 

A thousand men have broke their fasts to-day. 
That ne’er shall dine unless thou yield the crown. 

War. If thou deny, their blood upon thy head ; 
For York in justice puts his armour on. 130 

Prince. If that be right which Warwick says 
is right. 

There is no wrong, but every thing is right. 

• Rich. Whoever got thee, there thy mother 

stands ; 

• For, well I wot, thou hast thy mother’s tongue. 

Q. Mar. But thou art neither like thy sire 
nor dam; 

• But like a foul mis-shapen stigmatic. 

Mark’d by the destinies to be avoided, 

As venom toads, or lizards’ dreadful stinn 

Rkh. Iron of Naples hid with Englisn gilt, 
Whose father bears trie title of a king, — 140 

As if a channel should be call’d the sea,— 

• Shamest thou not, knowing whence thou art 

extraught, 

To let thy ton^e deteA thy base-born heart! 

Edw. A wisp of straw were worth a thousand 
crowns, 

• To make this shameless callet know herself. 

• Helen of Greece was fairer far than thou, 
Although thy husband may be Menelaus ; 

And next was Agamemnon’s brother wrong’d 


•133 Whoever got thee. Oblique reference to Margaret’s 
affair with Suffolk. 

134 wot. Know. 

136 stigmatic. Deformed. 

142 extraught. Extracted from. 

146 callet. Trollop, strumpet. 

146-148 /fe/ew . . . Agamemnon's brother. Helen, wife 
of Menelaus king of Sparta, was abducted by Pans of 
Troy. Agamemnon, king of Mycenae, was brother to 
Menelaus. The latter was regarded as a typical cuckold. 
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150 His father Henry V. 


155 ^yaied hridal-day. Made your impecunious 
father a present of the weddinp expenses 


165 usurptfiff root. Reference to the usurpation of tht* 
throne b\ Henry IV from Richard II. 
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Map showing the locations of Towton and Saxton, 
Yorkshire. From John Speed’s Theatre of the Empire of 
Great Brttaine, 1611-12 


1 Forspent. Exhausted. 

5 spite of spite. In spite of everything. 

8 hap. Fortune. 

12 Bootless. Useless. 

15 brother* s blood. I'he ‘bastard of Salisbury*. 


By that false woman, as this king by thee. 

• His father reveird in the heart of France, 150 
And tamed the king, and made the dauphin 

stoop ; 

And had he match’d according to his state. 

He might have kept that glory to this day ; 

But when he took a beggar to his bed, 

• And graced thy poor sire with his bridal-day. 
Even then that sunshine brew’d a shower for 

him. 

That wash’d his father’s fortunes forth of France, 
And heap’d sedition on his crown at home. 

For what hath broach’d this tumult but thy pride? 
Hadst thou been meek, our title still had slept ; 
And we, in pity of the gentle king, 161 

Had slipp’d our claim until another age. 

Geo. But when we saw our sunshine made 
thy spring, 

And that thy summer bred us no increase, 

• We set the axe to thy usurping root ; 

And though the edge hath something hit our- 
selves, 

Yet, know thou, since we have begun to strike, 
We’ll never leave till we have hewn thee down, 
Or bathed thy growing with our heated bloods. 

Edw. And, in this resolution, I defy thee; 170 
Not willing any longer conference. 

Since thou deniest the gentle king to speak. 
Sound trumpets ! let our bloody colours wave ! 
And either vi( 5 tory, or else a grave. 

Q. Mar. Stay, Edward. 

Edw. No, wrangling woman, we’II no longer 
slay ; 

These words will cost ten thousand lives this 
day. {Exeunt. 

Scene III. A field of battle between Towton 
and Saxton, in Yorkshire. 

Alarum, Excursions. Enter Warwick. 

• PYar. Forspent with toil, as runners with 

a race, 

I lay me down a little while to breathe ; 

For strokes received, and many blows repaid, 
Have robb’d my strong-knit sinews of their 
strength, 

• And spite of spite needs must 1 rest awhile. 

Enter Edward, running. 

Edw. Smile, gentle heaven ! or strike, un- 
gentle death ! 

For this world frowns, and Edward’s sun is 
clouded. 

• War. How now, my lord! what hap? what 

hope of good? 

Enter George. 

Geo. Our hap is loss, our hope but sad despair ; 
Our ranks are broke, and ruin follows us : 10 

What counsel give you ? whither shall we fly? 

• Edw, Bootless is flight, they follow us with 

wings ; 

And weak we are and cannot shun pursuit. 
Enter Richard. 

Rick, Ah, Warwick, why hast thou withdrawn 
thyself? 

• Thy brother’s blood the thirsty earth hath drunk, 
Broach’d with the steely point of Clifford’s lance : 
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And in the very pangs of death he cried, B6 Forslow. Delay. 

Like to a dismal clangor heard from far, 

‘ Warwick, revenge ! brother, revenge my death !' 

So, underneath the belly of their steeds, 20 

That stain'd their fetlocks in his smoking blood, 

The noble gentleman gave up the ghost. 

IVar. Then let the earth be drunken with 
our blood ; 

I 'II kill my horse, because I will not fly. 

Why stand we like soft-hearted women here, 

Wailing our losses, whiles the foe doth rage ; 

And look upon, as if the tragedy 

Were play’d in jest by counterfeiting adlors? 

Here on my knee I vow to God above, 

1 '11 never pause again, never stand still, 30 

'Fill either deatli hath closed the.se eyes of mine 
Or fortune given me measure of revenge. 

Kdw. O Warwick, 1 do bend my knee with 
thine ; 

And in this vow do chain my soul to thine ! 

And, ere my knee rise from the earth’s cold fare, 

] throw my hands, mine eyes, my lieart to thee, 

"J'hou .setter up and plucker down of kings, 

I>eseeching iliee, if with thy will it stands 
'I'hat to my foes this body must be prey, 

Yet that thy brazen gates of heaven may ope, 40 
And give sweet passage to my sinful soul ! 

Now, lords, take leave until w'c meet again. 

Where’er it he, in heaven or in eartli. 

Rich. lirother, give me thy hand ; and, gentle 
Warwick, 

Let me embrace thcc in my weary arms ; 

I, that did never w'cep, now melt woth woe 
I'hat w'inter should cut off our spring-time Sf). 

War. Away, away ! Once more, sweet lords, 
farewell. 

Geo, Yet let us all together to our troops, 

And give them leave to fly that will not stay; 50 
And call them pillars that will stand to us; 

And, if we thrive, promise them sucli rewards 
As victors wear at the Olympian games: 

This may plant courage in their quailing breasts ; 

For yet is hope of life and vidbiry. 

• Forslow no longer, make we hence amain. 

\Exeu 7 ti. 

SCKNE IV. A^wtlier part of the field. 

Excursions. Enter Richakd and Cliffokd. 

Rich, Now, Clifford, I have singled thee 
alone : 

Suppose this arm is for the Duke of York, 

And this for Rutland ; both bound to revenge, 

Wert thou environ’d with a brazen wall. 

Clif Now, Richard, I arn with thee here 
alone : 

This is the hand that stabb'd thy father York ; 

And this the hand that slew thy brother Rutland ; 

And here's the heart that triumphs in their death 
And cheers these hands that slew thy sire and 
brother 

To execute the like upon thyself; 10 

And so, have at thee ! 

fight. W ar^vick comes ; Clifford flies. 

Rich. Nay, Warwick, single out some other 
chase ; 

For I myself will hunt this wolf to death. 

\Exeunt, 
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13 fell. F ierce. 

24 dials quaintly, i.e. cleverly carve sundials in the turf. 
36 ean Give birth. 

53 (unnuK Flaborate 



Costume desifitn for King Henry VI by Ann Curtis, 
Royal Shakespeare Co, 1964 


Scene V. Another part of the field. 
Alarum, Enter King Henry 

King. This battle fares like to the morning’s 
war, 

When dying clouds contend with growing light, 
What time the shepherd, blowing of his nails, 
Can neither call it perfeA day nor night. 

Now sways it this way, like a mighty sea 
Forced by the tide to combat with the wind; 
Now sways it that way, like the selfsame sea 
Forced to retire by fury of the wind : 

Sometime the flood prevails, and then the wind : 
Now one the better, then another best ; 10 

Both tugging to be vitflors, breast to breast. 

Yet neither conqueror nor conquered: 

• So is the ecjual poise of this fell war. 

Here on this molehill will I sit me down. 

'I’o whom God will, there be the vidlory ! 

For Margaret my queen, and Clifford too. 

Have chid me from the battle; swearing both 
They prosper best of all when I am thence. 
Would I were dead I if God’s good will were so : 
For what is in this world but grief and woe? 20 
O God ! methinks it were a happy life, 

I'o be no better than a homely swain ; 

To sit upon a hill, as I do now, 

• To carve out dials quaintly, point by point, 
Thereby to see the minutes how they run, 

How many make the hour full complete ; 

How many hours bring about the day; 

How many days will finish up the year ; 

How many years a mortal man may live. 

When this is known, then to divide the times : 30 
So many hours must 1 tend my flock ; 

So many hours must I take my rest ; 

So many hours must 1 contemplate ; 

So many hours must 1 sport myself : 

So many days my ewes nave been with young ; 

• So many weeks ere the poor fools will ean ; 

So many years ere 1 shall shear the fleece : 

So minutes, hours, days, months, and years, 
Pass'd over to the end they were created. 

Would bring white hairs unto a quiet grave. 40 
Ah, what a life were this ! how sweet ! how lovely ! 
Gives not the hawthom-bush a sweeter shade 
To shepherds looking on their silly sheep, 

I'han doth a rich embroider’d canopy 

To kings that fear their subjedls' treachery? 

O, yes, it doth ; a thousand-fold it doth. 

And to conclude, the shepherd's homely curds, 
His cold thin drink out of his leather bottle, 

His wonted sleep under a fresh tree’s shade, 

All which secure and sweetly he enjoys, 50 
Is far beyond a prince's delicates, 

H is viands sparkling in a golden cup, 

• His body couched in a curious bed, 

When care, mistrust, and treason waits on him. 

A larum. Enter a Son that has killed his father^ 
dragging in the dead body. 

Son, III blows the wind that profits nobody. 
This man, whom hand to hand I slew in fight. 
May be possessed with some store of crowns ; 
And I, that haply take them from him now. 

May yet ere nignt yield both my life and tnem 
To some man else, as this dead man doth me. 60 
Who’s this? O God ! it is my father's face. 
Whom in this conflidl I unwares have kill’d. 
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O heavy timeSi begetting such events ! 

From l^ndon by the king was I press'd forth ; 
My father, being the £an of Warwick’s man, 
Came on the part of York, press’d by his master ; 
And I, who at his hands received mv life. 

Have by my hands of life bereaved him. 

Pardon me, God, I knew not what I did ! 

And pardon, father, for I knew not thee ! 70 

My tears shall wipe away these bloody marks ; 
And no more words till they have flow'd their hll. 

K. Hen. O piteous spe< 51 acle ! O bloody times ! 
Whiles lions war and battle for their dens. 

Poor harmless lambs abide their enmity. 

Weep, wretched man, I ’ll aid thee tear for tear ; 
And let our hearts and eyes, like civil war, 

Be blind with tears, and break o'ercharged with 
grief. 

Enter a Father that has killed his son^ bringing 
in the body. 

Fath, Thou that so stoutly hast resisted me, 
Giv^ me thy gold, if thou hast any gold : So 

For I have bought it with an hundred blows. 

But let me see : is this our foeman’s face ? 

Ah, no, no, no, it is mine only son ! 

Ah, boy, if any life be left in thee. 

Throw up thine eye ! see, see what showers arise, 
Blown with the windy tempest of my heart, 

Upon thy wounds, that kill mine eye and heart ! 

pi^y» God, this miserable age ! 

What stratagems, how fell, how butcherly, 
Erroneous, mutinous and unnatural, 90 

This deadly quarrel daily doth beget ! 

O boy, thy father gave thee life too soon. 

And hath bereft thee of thy life too late ! 

AT. Hen. Woe above woe ! grief more than 
common grief! 

0 that my death would stay these ruthful deeds ! 
G. pity, pity, gentle heaven, pity 1 

The red rose and the white are on his face. 

The fatal colours of our striving houses : 

The one his purple blood right well resembles ; 
The other his pale cheeks, methinks, presenteth : 
Wither one rose, and let the other flourish ; zoi 
If you contend, a thousand lives must wither. 

Son. How will my mother for a father’s death 
Take on with me and ne’er be satisfied 1 
Fath. How will my wife for slaughter of my 
son 

Shed seas of tears and ne’er be satisfied ! 

K. Hen. How will the country for these woful 
chances 

• Misthink the king and not be satisfied ! 

Son. Was ever son so rued a fathei^s death? 
Fath. Was ever father so bemoan'd his son ? 
K. Hen. Was ever king so grieved for siib- 
jedts' woe? iii 

Much is your sorrow ; mine ten times so much. 
Son. I’ll bear thee hence, where I may weep 
my fill. [Exit with the body. 

Fath. These arms of mine shsdl be thy winding- 
sheet ; 

My heart, sweet boy, shall bo thy sepulchre, 

For from my heart thine image ne’er shall go ; 
My sighing breast shall be thy funeral bell ; 

• And so obsequious will thy father be, 
tEven for the loss of thee, having no more, 

• As Priam was for all his valiant sons. iso 

1 ’ll bear thee hence : and let them fight that will, 


106 Misthink. Misjudge. 

118 obsequious. Scrupulous in funeral rites. 

120 Priam. King of Troy whose many sons were killed 
defending the city. 
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128 amatn With great speed. 


3 l.mua'itn House of Lancaster 



C'liflord- ‘O I*hoebus, hadst thou never given consent 
that Phaethon should check thy her\ steeds’ Phac- 
thon’s chariot falling to the earth hVom a Venetian 
woodcut, 1553 


For I have murdered where I should not kill. 

[Exit with the body. 
K. Hen. Sad-hearted men, much overgone 
with care, 

Here sits a king more woful than you are. 

Alarums: excursions. Enter Queen Marga- 
ret, the Prince, and Exeter. 

Prince. Fly, father, fly 1 for all your friends 
are fled, 

And Warwick rages like a chafed bull : 

Away ! for death doth hold us in pursuit. 

• Q. Mar. Mount you, my lord; towards Ber- 

wick post amain : 

Edward and Richard, like a brace of greyhounds 
Having the fearful flying hare in sight, 130 

With fiery eyes sparkling for very wrath. 

And bloody steel grasp’d in their ireful hands, 
Are at our backs; and therefore hence amain. 
Exe. Away ! for vengeance comes along with 
them : 

Nay, stay not to expostulate, make speed ; 

Or else come after : I ’ll away before. 

K. Hen. Nay, take me with thee, good sweet 
Exeter : 

Not that 1 fear to stay, but love to go 
Whither the queen intends. Forward ; away ! 

[Exeunt. 

Scene VI. Another part of the field. 

A loud alarum. Enter Clifford, wounded. 

Clif Here burns my candle out ; ay, here it 
dies. 

Which, whiles it lasted, gave King Henry light. 

• O Lancaster, I fear thy overthrow 

More than my body’s parting with my soul ! 

My love and fear glued many friends to thee ; 
And, now I fall, thy tough commixture melts. 
Impairing Henry, strengthening misproud York, 
The common people swarm like summer flies ; 
And whither fly the gnats but to the sun? 

And who shines now but Henry’s enemies? 10 

0 Phoebus, hadst thou never given consent 
That Phaethon should check thy fiery steeds, 
Thy burning car never had scorch’d the earth ! 
And, Henry, hadst thou sway’d as kings should do. 
Or as thy father and his father did, 

Giving no ground unto the house of York, 

They never then had sprung like summer flies; 

1 and ten thousand m this luckless realm 
Had left no mourning widows for our death ; 

And thou this day hadst kept thy chair in peace. 
For what doth cherish weeds but gentle air? ai 
And what makes robbers bold out too much 

lenity? 

Bootless are plaints, and cureless are my wounds ; 
No way to fly, nor strength to hold out flight: 
The foe is merciless, and will not pity ; 

For at their hands I have deserved no pity. 

The air hath got into my deadly wounds, 

And much effuse of blood doth make me faint. 
Come, York and Richard, Warwick and the rest; 

I stabb’d your fathers* bosoms, split my breast. 

[He faints. 

Alarum and retreat. Enter Edward, Gborgb, 
Richard, Montague, Warwick, Soldiers. 

Edw. Now breathe we, lords: good fortune 
bids us pause, 31 
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And smooth the frowns of war with peaceful looks. 
Some troops pursue the bloody-minded queen, 
I'hat led calm Henry, though he were a king, 

As doth a sail, fiird with a fretting gust, 

• Command an argosy to stem the waves. 

But think you, lords, that Clifford fled with them? 

}Var» No, 'tis impossible he should escape ; 
F'or, though before his face I speak the words. 
Your brother Richard mark’d him for the grave : 
And wheresoe’er he is, he’s surely dead. 41 
{Clifford groans^ and dies, 
Edw. Whose soul is that which lakes her 
heavy leave ? 

Rich, A deadly groan, like life and death’s 
departing. 

Edw. See who it is: and, now the battle’s 
ended, 

If friend or foe, let him be gently used. 

• Rick. Revoke that doom of mercy, for ’tis 

Clifford ; 

Who not contented that he lopp’d the branch 
In hewing Rutland when his leaves put forth. 

Hut set his murdering knife unto the root 
From whence that tender spray did .sweetly spring, 
I mean our princely father, Duke of York. 51 
IVar. From off the gates of York fetch down 
the head, 

Your father’s head, which Clifford placed there ; 

• Instead whereof let this supply the room: 
Measure for measure must be answered. 

Ediv. Hring forth that fatal screech-owl to our 
house. 

That nothing sung but death to us and ours : 
Now death shall stop his dismal threatening 
sound, 

And his ill-boding tongue no more shall speak. 

H"ar. 1 think his understanding is bereft. 60 
Speak, Clifford, dost thou know who .speaks to 
thee? 

Dark cloudy death o’ershades his beams of life. 
And he nor sees nor hears us what we say. 

Rich. O, would he did! and so perhaps he 
doth : 

’'I’is but his policy to counterfeit, 

Because he wt)uld avoid such bitter taunts 
Which in the time of death he gave our father. 
Geo. If so thou think’sl, vex him with eager 
words. 

Rich. Clifford, ask mercy and obtain no grace. 
Ediv. Clifford, repent in bootless penitence. 
War. (!lifford, devise excuses for thy faults. 
Geo. While we devise fell tortures for thy 
faults. 

Rich. Thou didst love York, and I am son 
to York. 

Ed7v. I'hoii pitied’st Rutland ; I will pity thee. 

• Geo. Where’s Captain Margaret, to fence you 

now? 

• War. They mock thee, Clifford: swear as 

thou wast wont. 

Rich. What, not an oath? nay, then the world 
goes hard 

When Clifford cannot spare hfs friends an oath. 

I know by that he’s dead ; and, by my soul, 

If this right hand would buy two hours’ life, 80 

• That I in all despite might rail at him. 

This hand should chop it off, and with the issuing 
blood 

• Stifle the villain whose unstanched thirst 


36 argosy. Large merchant ship. 
46 doom. Judgment 
64 room. Place. 

76 fence. Protect 
76 wont. Accustomed to. 

81 despite. Malice. 

83 unstanched Insatiable. 
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96 buzz Spread rumours. 


107 Gloucester s . ommous. The last three Dukes of 
Gloucester had come to violent ends. 



Practising with the cross-bow', 14th centurv From 
Joseph Strutt’s Sports and Pastimes of the People of 
England ^ 1810 

1 brake. Thicket 

2 laund. Glade. 

4 Culling. Choosing. 


York and young Rutland could not satisfy. ^ 
IVar. Ay, but he 's dead : off with the traitor’s 
head, 

And rear it in the place your father’s stands. 

And now to London with triumphant march. 
There to be crowned England’s royal king: 

From whence shall Warwick cut the sea to France, 
And ask the Lady Bona for thy queen : 90 

So shalt thou sinew both these lands together ; 
And, having France thy friend, thou shalt not 
dread 

The scatter'd foe that hopes to rise again ; 

For though they cannot greatly sting to hurt, 

^ Yet look to have them buzz to offend thine ears. 
First will I see the coronation ; 

And then to Brittany I *11 cross the sea, 

To cffe( 5 l this marriage, so it please my lord. 
Ediv. Even as thou wilt, sweet Warwick, let 
it be; 

For in thy shoulder do I build my seat, 100 
And never will I undertake the thing 
Wherein thy counsel and consent is wanting. 
Richard, I will create thee Duke of Gloucester, 
And George, of Clarence : Warwick, as ourself. 
Shall do and undo as him pleaseth best. 

Rich, Let me be Duke of Clarence, George 
of Gloucester ; 

For Gloucester’s dukedom is too ominous. 

IVar. Tut, that’s a foolish observation: 
Richard, be Duke of Gloucester. Now to London, 
To see the^e honours in possession* 110 

[Exetmt. 


ACT III. 

Scene I. A forest in the north 0/ England, 

Enter t 7 vo Keepers, with cross-bows in their 
hands, 

• First Keep, Under this thick -grown brake 

we’ll shroud ourselves ; 

• For through this laund anon the deer will come ; 
And in this covert will we make our stand, 

• Culling the principal of all the deer. 

Sec, Keep. I’ll stay above the hill, so both 
may .shoot. 

First Keep, That cannot be ; the noise of thy 
cross-bow 

Will scare the herd, and so my shoot is lost. 

Here stand we both, and aim we at the best: 
And, for the time shall not seem tedious, 

1 ’ll tell thee what befel me on a day to 

In this self-place where now we mean to stand. 
Sec, Keep, Here comes a man ; let’s stay till 
he be past. 

Enter King Henry, disguised, with a prayer- 
book, 

K, Hen, From Scotland am I stol’n, even of 
pure love. 

To greet mine own land with my wishful sight. 
No, Harry, Harry, ’tis no land of thine ; 

Thy place is fill’d, thy sceptre wrung from thee, 
Thy balm wash’d on wherewith thou wast an- 
ointed : 

No bending knee will call thee Caesar now, 

No humble suitors press to speak for right, 

No, not a man comes for redress of thee ; so 
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For how can I help them, and not myself? 

Firtt Keep. Ay, here’s a deer whose Vein’s a 
keeper s fee : 

• This is the (mondam king^ ; let ’s seize upon him. 

K. Hen. Let me embrace thee, sour adversity, 
For wise men say it is the wisest course. 

Sec. Keep. Why linger we ? let us lay hands 
upon him. 

First Keep. Forbear awhile; we’ll hear a 
little more. 

K* Hen. My queen and son are gone to France 
for aid; 

And, as I hear, the great commanding Warwick 
Is thither gone, to crave the French king’s sister 
To wife for Edward : if this news be true, 31 
Poor (lueen and son, your labour is but lost ; 

For Warwick is a subtle orator. 

And Lewis a prince soon won with moving words. 
By this account then Margaret may win him ; 
For she’s a woman to be pitied much ; 

• Her sighs will make a battery in his breast ; 

Her tears will pierce into a marble heart ; 

The tiger will be mild whiles she doth mourn ; 

• And Nero will be tainted with remorse, 40 

To hear and see her plaints, her brinish tears. 
Ay, but she’s come to beg, Warwick, to give ; 
She, on his left side, craving aid for Henry, 

He, on his right, asking a wife for Edward. 

She weeps, and says her Henry is deposed ; 

He smiles, and says his Edward is install’d ; 

That she, poor wretch, for grief can speak no 
more ; 

Whiles Warwick tells his title, smooths the wrong, 
Inferreth ar^ments of mighty strength, 

And in conclusion wins the king from her, 50 
With promise of his sister, and what else, 

To strengthen and support King Edward’s place. 
O Margaret, thus ’twill be ; and thou, poor soul, 
Art then forsaken, as thou went’st forlorn ! 

Sec. Keep. Say, what art thou that talk’st of 
kings and queens? 

K. Hen. More than I seem, and less than I 
was bom to : 

A mart at least, for less I should not be ; 

And men may talk of kings, and why not I ? 

Sec. Keep. Ay, but thou talk’st as if thou wert 
a king. 

K. Hen. Why, so I am, in mind ; and that’s 
enough. 60 

Sec. Keep. But, if thdti be a king, where is 
thy crown ? 

K. Hen. My crown is in my heart, not on my 
head ; 

• Not deck’d with diamonds and Indian stones. 
Nor to be seen : my crown is called content : 

A crown it is that seldom kings enjoy. 

Sec. Keep. Well, if you a king crown'^d 
with content, 

Your crown content and you must ^ contented 
To go along with us ; for, as we think. 

You are the kinp King Edward hath deposed ; 
And we his subjeAs sworn in all allegiance 70 
Will apprehend you as his enemy. 

K. Men. But did you never swear, and break 
an oath? 

Sec. Keep. No, never such an oath ; nor will 
not now. 

K. Hen. Where did you dwell when I was 
King of England? 


23 quondam. Former. 

37 battery. Assault. 

40 Nero. Roman Emperor whose name has become 
synonymous with cruelty. 
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63 Indian stones. Pearls. 
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14 ki’ep\ the xvtnd 


Keeps the windward side of the 


Sec. Keep. Here in this country, where we 
now remain. 

A". Hen. 1 was anointed king at nine months 
old; 

My father and my grandfather were kings, 

And you were sworn true subjedls unto me : 

And tell me, then, have you not broke your 
oaths? 

First Keep. No; Bo* 

For we were subje< 5 ls but while you were king. 

K. Hen. Why, am I dead? do I not breathe 
a man? 

Ah, simple men, you know not what you swear I 
Look, as I blow this feather from my face, 

And as the air blows it to me again, 

Obeying with my wind when 1 do blow. 

And yielding to another when it blows. 
Commanded always by the greater gust ; 

Such is the lightness of you common men. 

But do not break your oaths ; for of that sin 90 
My mild entreaty shall not make you guilty. 

Go where you will, the king shall be commanded ; 
And be you kings, command, and T '11 obey. 

First Keep. We are true subjects to the king. 
King Edward. 

K. Hen. So would you be again to Henry, 

If he were seated as King Edward is. 

First Keep. We charge you, in God’s name, 
and the king’s, 

To go with us unto the officers. 

K. Hen. In God’s name, lead; your king’s 
name be obey’d : 

And what God will, that let your king perform : 
And what he will, 1 humbly yield unto. 101 

\^Ejieu7it. 

Scene II. London. The palace. 

Enter King Edward, Gloucester, Clarence, 
and Lady Ghey. 

K. Ediv. Brother of Gloucester, at Saint 
Alban’s field 

This lady’s husband, Sir Richard Grey, was slain. 
His lands then .seized on by the conqueror: 

Her suit is now to repossess those lands; 

Which we in justice cannot well deny, 

Because in quarrel of the house*of York 
The worthy gentleman did lose his life. 

Glou. Your highness shall do well to grant 
her suit ; 

It were dishonour to deny it her. 

K. Edw. It were no less; but yet I’ll make 
a pause. 10 

Glou. [Aside to Clar.'\ Yea, is it so? 

I see the lady hath a thing to grant, , 

Before the king will grant her humble suit. 

Clar. [Aside to Glou.] He knows the game: 

> how true he keeps the wind ! 

Glou. [Aside to Clar.] Silence ! 

K. Edw. Widow, we will con.sider of your suit ; 
And come some other time to know our mind. 

L. Grey. Right gracious lord, I cannot brook 
delay : 

May it please your highness to resolve me now ; 
And what your pleasure is, shall satisfy me. 20 
Glou. [Aside to Clar ] Ay, widow? then I’ll 
warrant you all your lands, 

An if what pleases him shall pleasure you. 

Fight closer, or, good faith, you’ll catch a blow. 
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Clar, \^Aside to Glo 74 .\ I fear her not, unless 
she chance to fall. 

Glpu, [Aside to C/ar.] God forbid that! for 
he’ll take vantages. 

A". Ediv. How many children hast thou, 
widow? tell me. 

Clar. [Aside to Glou.^ I think he means to 
beg a child of her. 

' Gloa. [Aside to Clar.'] Nay, whip me then: 
he'll rather give her two. 

L. Grey. Three, my most gracious lord. 

Clou. [Aside to Clar.] You shall have four, if 
you’ll be ruled by him. 30 

K. Edw. ’Twere pity they should lose th^r 
father’s lands. 

L. Grey. Be pitiful, dread lord, and grant it 
then. 

K. Edw. Lords, give us leave : 1 *11 try this 
widow’s wit, 

Glou, [Aside to Clar.] Ay, good leave have 
you ; for you will have leave, 

Till youth take leave and leave you to the crutch. 

[Glou. and Clar. retire. 

K. Edw. Now tell me, madam, do you love 
your children? 

L. Grey. Ay, full as dearly as I love myself. 

A'. Edw. And would you not do much to do 

them good? 

Z. Grey. To do them good, I w'ould sustain 
some harm. 

K. Edw. Then get your husband’s lands, to 
do them good, 40 

Z. Grey. Therefore I came unto your majesty. 

K. Edw. I’ll tell you how these lands are to 
be got. 

Z. Grey. So shall you bind me to your high- 
ness’ service. 

K. Ediu. What service wilt thou do me, if I 
give them? 

Z. Grey. What you command, that rests in 
me to do. 

K. Edw. But you will take exceptions to my 
boon. 

Z. Grey. No, gracious lord, except I cannot 
do it. 

K. Edw. Ay,^but thou canst do what I mean 
to ask. 

Z. Grey. Why, then I will do what your 
grace commands. ^ ** 

Glou. [Aside to Clar.] He plies her hard; 
and much rain wears the marble. 50 

Clar. [Aside to Glou.] As red as fire! nay, 
then her wax must melt. ^ 

Z . Grey. Why stops my lord ? shall I not hear 
my ta.sk? 

K. Edw. An easy task; ’tis but to love 
a king. 

Z. Grey. That’s soon perform’d, becau.se I 
am a subje< 5 l. 

K. Edw. Why, then, thy husband’s lands I 
freely g;ive thee. 

L. Grey. I take my leave with many thousand 
thanks. 

Glou. [Aside to Clar.] The match is made; 
she seals it with a curtsy. 

K. Edw. But stay thee, ’tis the fruits of love 
I mean. 

Z. Grey. The fruits of love I mean, my loving 
liege. 
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Elizabeth VVoodviIle-Grey, Consort of Edward IV 


K, Edw. Ay, but, I fear me, in another 

sense. 6o 

What love, think’st thou, I sue so much to get? 

E, Grey, My love till death, my humble 
thanks, my prayers; 

That love which virtue begs and virtue grants. 

AT. Edw, No, by my troth, 1 did not mean 
such love. 

L, Grey, Why, then you mean not as I 
thought vou did. 

K. Edw, Ilut now you partly may perceive 
nw mind. 

L, Urey, My mind will never grant what 1 

^ perceive 

Your highness aims at, if I aim aright. 

K, Edw, To tell thee plain, 1 aim to lie 
with thee. 

L, Grey, To tell you plain, I had rather lie 

in prison. 70 

K, Edw, Why, then thou shalt not have thy 
husband’s lands. 

» L, Grey, Why, then mine honesty shall be 
my dower; 

For by that loss I will not purchase them. 

K, Edw. Therein thou wrong* st thy children 
mightily. 

L. Grey. Herein your highness wrongs both 
them and me. 

But, mighty lord, this merry inclination 

Accords not with the sadness of my suit: 

Please you dismiss me, either with ‘ay’ or ‘no.’ 

K, Edw, Ay, if thou wilt say ‘ay’ to my 
request ; 

No, if thou dost say ‘ no’ to my demand. 80 

L. Grey, Then, no, my lord. My suit is at 
an end. 

Glou, [Aside to Clar.'\ The widow likes him 
not, she knits her brows. 

Clar. [Aside to Glou.} He is the bluntest 
wooer in Christendom. 

K, Edw. [Aside] Her looks do argue her 
replete with modesty; 

Her words do show her wit incomparable; 

All her perfedlions challenge sovereignty : 

One way or other, she is for a king ; 

And she shall be my love, or elie my c^ueen. — 

Say that King Edward take thee for his queen? 

L. Grey, ’Tis better said than done, my 

gracious l#d: 90 

I am a subjefi fit to jest withal, 

But far unht to be a sovereign. 

/C, Edw. Sweet widow, by my state I swear 
to thee ** 

T speak no more than what my soul intends ; 

And that is, to enjoy thee for my love. 

L, Grey, And that is more than I will yield 
unto : 

I know I am too mean to be your queen, 

And yet too good to be your concubine. 

K, Edw, You cavil, widow: I did mean, 
my queen. 

L. Grey, ’Twill grieve your grace my sons 

should call you father. 100 

K. Edw, No more than when my daughters 
call thee mother. 

Thou art a widow, and thou hast some children ; 

And, by God’s mother, I, being but a bachelor, 

Have other some : why, ’tis a nappy thing 

To be the father unto many sons. 
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Answer no more, for thou shah be my queen. 

» Glou, [Aside to Ciar,] The ghostly father 
now hath done his shrift. 

Clar, ^ [Aside to Glou.^ When he was made a 
» shriver, hwas for shift. 

K. Edw, Brothers, you muse what chat we 
two have had. 

Glou, The widow likes it not, for she looks 
very sad. no 

K. Edw, You’ld think it strange if I should 
marry her. 

Clar. To whom, my lord? 

K. Edw, Why, Clarence, to myself. 

Glou. That would be ten days’ wonder at the 
least. 

Clar, That’s a day longer than a wonder 
lasts. 

Glou. By so much is the wonder in extremes. 
K, Ed*w. Well, jest on, brothers: I can tell 
you both 

Her suit is granted for her husband’s lands. 
Enter a Nobleman. 

Nob, My gracious lord, Henry your foe is 
taken, 

And brought your prisoner to your palace gate. 
K, Edw, See that he be convey’d unto the 
Tower : 120 

And go we, brothers, to the man that took him, 
I'o question of his apprehension. 

Widow, go you along. Lords, use her honour- 
ably. [Exeunt all but Gloucester, 

Glou, Ay, Edward will use women honour- 
ably. 

Would he were wasted, marrow, bones and all. 
That from his loins no hopeful branch may spring. 
To cross me from the golden time I look for I 
And yet, between my soul’s desire and me — 

The lustful Edward’s title buried — 129 

Is Clarence, Henry, and his son young Edward, 
And all the unlook'd for issue of their bodies, 

To take their rooms, ere I can place myself: 

A cold premeditation for my purpose ! 

Why, then, I do but dream on sovereignty; 

Like one that stands upon a promontory, 

And spies a far-off shore where he would tread, 
Wishing his foot were equal with his eye, 

And chides the sea that sunders him from thence, 

\ Saying, he’ll lade it dry to havtvhis w^: 

So do 1 wish the crown, being so far off ; 140 

And so I chide the means that keeps me from it ; 
And so I say, 1 ’ll cut the causes on*. 

Flattering me with impossibilities. 

My eye's too quick, my heart o’erweens too 
much. 

Unless my hand and strength could equal them. 
Well, say there is no kingdom then for Richard ; 
What other pleasure am the world afibrd? 

I’ll make my heaven in a lady’s lap. 

And deck my body in gay ornaments, 

And witch sweet ladies with my words and 
looks. 150 

O miserable thought ! and more unlikely 
Than to accomplish twenty golden crowns ! 

Why, love forswore me in my mother’s womb : 
Ana, for I should not deal in her soft law^ 

She did corrupt frail nature with some bribe, 

To shrink mine arm up like a wither’d shrub; 

To make an envious mountain on my back. 


107 ghostly father. Confessor, done his shrift. Finished 
hearing Confession. 

108 shriver . . . shift. Popular euphemism for seduction. 
shift. Smock, chemise; but also a quibble on the meaning 
‘trick’. 


139 lade. Bail out, dram. 



Charles Pitt, the Victorian actor, as (iloucester 


177 


K1N(; HENRY VI Part 111 Act III Scene III 


171 impaled Kncircled 

187 basilisk MythicaJ reptilt* believed to be able to kill 
b\ a mere look 

188 \ esfot Wise and venerable old Greek warrior at 
the sie^e of lVo\ 

190 Sinnn 'Fhe Greek who induced the Troians to 
allow the wooden horse into the city. 

191 (hamcleon Kind of lizard that can change its ('olour 

192 Proteus Old man ot the sea who could chanpe shape 
at will 

193 Matinai'el. Florentine statesman and author whose 
name has becfime synonymous with politics devoid of 
principle 

5 strike her sail Humble herself. 

7 Great Albion's England’s 


Where sits deformity to mock my body ; 

To shape my legs of an unequal size; 

To disproportion me in every part, i6o 

Like to a chaos, or an unlick’d bear-whelp 
That carries no impression like the dam. 

And am I then a man to be beloved ? 

0 monstrous fault, to harbour such a thought ! 
Then, since this earth affords no joy to me, 

But to command, to check, to o’erbear such 
As are of better person than myself, 

I’ll make my heaven to dream upon the crown, 
And, whiles I live, to account this world but hell, 
Until my mis-shaped trunk that bears this head 
Be round impaled with a glorious crown. 171 
And yet I know not how to get the crown. 

For many lives stand between me and home : 

And I, — like one lost in a thorny wood, 

That rends the thorns and is rent with the 
thorns, 

Seeking a way and straying from the way; 

Not knowing how to find the open air, 

But toiling desperately to find it out, — 

Torment myself to catch the English crown : 

And from that torment I will free myself, 180 
Or hew my way out with a bloody axe. 

Why, I can smile, and murder whiles I smile. 
And cry ‘Content’ to that which grieves my 
heart. 

And wet my cheeks with artificial tears, 

And frame my face to all occasions. 

1 ’ll drown more sailors than the mermaid shall ; 

I ’ll slay more gazers than the basilisk ; 

I ’ll play the orator as well as Nestor, 

Deceive more slily than Ulysses could, 

And, like a Sinon, take another Troy. 190 

I can add colours to the chameleon. 

Change shapes with Proteus for advantages, 

And set the murderous Machiavel to school. 

Can I do this, and cannot get a crown ? 

Tut, were it farther off, I ’ll pluck it down. 

[Exit. 

Scene III. France, The palace. 

Flourish. Enter Lewis the French Fing^ his 
sister Bona, his Admiral^ called Bourbon: 
Prince Edward, Queen Margaret, and 
the Earl of Oxford. Lewis sits^ and riseth 
up again. 

K, Lew. Fair Queen of England, worthy Mar- 
garet, 

Sit down with us : it ill befits thy state 
And birth, that thou shouldst stand while Lewis 
doth sit. 

Q. Mar. No, mighty King of France: now 
Margaret 

• Must strike her sail and leam awhile to serve 
Where kings command. I was, I must confess, 

• Great Albion’s queen in former golden days : 

But now mischance hath trod my title down. 

And with dishonour laid me on the ground ; 

Where I must take like seat unto my fortune, zo 
And to my humble seat conform myself. 

K. Lew. Why, say, fair queen, whence 
wrings this deep despair? 

Q. Mar. From such a cause as fills mine eyes 
with tears 

And stops my tongue, while heart is drown’d 
in cares. 
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K. Lew. Whatever it be, be thou still like 
thyself, 

And sit thee by our side; \;Seats her by him] 
yield not thy neck 

To fortune’s yoke, but let thy dauntless mind 
Still ride in triumph over all mischance. 
l>e plain, Queen Margaret, and tell thy grief; 

It shall be eased, if France can yield relief. 20 
Q. Alar. Those gracious words revive my 
drooping thoughts 

And give my tongue-tied sorrows leave to speak. 
Now, therefore, be it known to noble Lewis, 
That Henry, sole possessor of my love, 

Is of a king become a banish’d man, 

And forced to live in Scotland a forlorn : 

While proud ambitious Edward Duke of York 
Usurps the regal title and the seat 
Of England's true-anointed lawful king. 

'I’his is the cause that 1 , poor Margaret, 30 

With this my son. Prince Edward, Henry’s heir, 
Ain come to crave thy just and lawful aid ; 

And if thou fail us, all our hope is done : 

Scotland hath will to help, but cannot help; 

Our people and our peers are both misled, 

Our treasure seized, our soldiers put to flight, 
And, as thou seest, ourselves in heavy plight, 

K. Lew. Renowned queen, with patience 
calm the storm, 

While we bethink a means to break it off. 

(J. Mar. 'I'he more we stay, the stronger 
grows our foe. 40 

K. Lew. The more 1 stay, the more 1 ’ll suc- 
cour thee, 

Q. Mar. O, but impatience waiteth on true 
sorrow. 

And see where comes the breeder of my sorrow ! 
Enter Wakwic k. 

K, Lew. What’s he approacheth boldly to 
our presence ? 

Q. Mar. Our Earl of Warwick, Edward’s 
greatest friend. 

K. Lew. Welcome, brave Warwick! What 
brings thee to France? 

[ //<? descends. She a riseth . 
Q. Afar. Ay, now begins a second storm to 
rise ; 

For this is he that moves both wind and tide. 

ITar. From worthy Edward, King of Albion, 
My lord and sovereign, and thy vowed friend, 50 
I come, in kindness and unfeigned love, 

First, to do greetings to thy royal person ; 

And then to crave a league of amity ; 

And lastly, to confirm that amity 
With nuptial knot, if thou vouchsafe to grant 
• 'I’hal virtuous Lady Bona, thy fair sister, 

'I’o England’s king in lawful marriage. 

Q. Mar. \Aside\ If that go forward, Henry’s 
hope is done. 

IVar, ['Lo Bona] And, gracious madam, in 
our king’s behalf, 

I am commanded, with your leave and favour, 60 
Humbly to kiss your hand and with my tongue 
I'o tell the pa.ssion of my sovereign’s heart ; 
Where fame, late entering at his heedful ears, 
Hath placed thy beauty’s image and thy virtue. 
Q. Mar. King Lewis and Lady Bona, hear 
me speak, 

Before you answer Warwick. His demand 


Act III Scene III KING HENRY VI Part 111 

66 Lady Bona . . . sister, i.c. sister-in-law, daughter of 
the Duke of Savoy and sivSter to the French queen. 


179 



KING HENRY VI Part III Act III Scene III 
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Springs not from Edward’s well-meant honest 
love, 

101 doom. Judgment. But from deceit bred by necessity; 

For how can tyrants safely govern home, 

Unless abroad they purchase great alliance? 70 
To prove him tyrant this reason may suffice, 
I'hat Hen^ liveth still ; but were he dead. 

Yet here Frince Edward stands. King Henry’s 
son. 

Look, therefore, Lewis, that by this league and 
marriage 

Thou draw not on thy danger and dishonour; 

For though usurpers sway the rule awhile, 

Yet heavens are just, and time suppresseth 
wrongs. 

IVar. Injurious Margaret 1 
Prince, And why not queen? 

War. Because thy father Henry did usurp; 
And thou no more art prince than she is queen. 80 
Ox/. Then Warwick disannuls great John of 
Gaunt, 

Which did subdue the greatest part of Spain; 
And, after John of Gaunt, Henry the Fourth, 
Whose wisdom was a mirror to the wisest ; 

And, after that wise prince, Henry the Fifth, 
Who by his prowess conquered all France: 

From these our Henry lineally descends. 

War. Oxford, how haps it, in this smooth 
discourse, 

You told not how Henrv the Sixth hath lost 
All that which Henry tne Fifth Kad gotten? 90 
Methinks these peers of France should smile at 
that. 

But for the rest, you tell a pedigree 
Of threescore and two years ; a silly time 
To make prescription for a kingdom’s worth. 

Ox/ Why, Warwick, canst thou speak against 
thy liege. 

Whom thou obeyed’st thirty and six years. 

And not bewray thy treason with a blush? 

War, Can Ox/ord, that did ever fence the 
right, 

• Now buckler falsehood with a pedig^e? 99 
For shame ! leave Henry, and call Edward king. 

• Ox/. Call him my king by whose injurious 

doom 

My elder brother, the Lord Aubrey Verc, 

Was done to death? and more than so, my father. 
Even in the downfall of his mellow’d years. 

When nature brought him to the door of death? 
No, W'arwick, no; while life upholds this arm, 
This arm upholds the house of Lancaster. 

War. And I the house of York. 

K. Lew. Queen Margaret, Prince Edward, 
and Oxford, 

Vouchsafe, at our request, to stand aside, 1x0 
While I use further conference with Warwick. 

[ They stand aloe/ 
Q. Mar. Heavens grant that Warwick’s words 
bewitch him not ! 

K. Lew. Now, Warwick, tell me, even upon 
thy conscience. 

Is Edward your true king? for I were loath 
"Jo link with him that were not lawful chosen.^ 
War. Thereon I pawn my credit and mine 
honour. 

A". Lew. But is he gracious in the people’s 
eye? 

War. The more that Henry was unfortunate. 
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K. Lrw^ Then further, all dissembling set 
aside, 

Tell me for truth the measure of his love xao 
Unto our sister Bona. 

IVar. Such it seems 

As may beseem a monarch like himself. 

Myself have often heard him say and swear 
That this his love was an eternal plant, 

Whereof the root was fix'd in virtue's sp-ound, 
The leaves and fruit maintain'd witn beauty’s 
sun, 

Exempt from envy, but not from disdain, 

Unless the Lady Bona quit his pain. 

K, Lrtv, Now, sister, let us hear your firm 
resolve. 

Bona. Your grant, or your denial, shall be 
mine: 130 

[To IVar,] Yet I confess that often ere this day. 
When I have heard your king's desert recounted, 
Mine ear hath tempted judgment to desire. 

K. Lew. Then, Warwick, thus; our sister 
shall be Edward’s; 

And now forthwith shall articles be drawn 
» Touching the jointure that your king must make, 
Which with her dowry shall be counterpoised. 
Draw near, Queen Margaret, and be a witness 
That Bona shall be wife to the English king. 
Prince. To Edward, but not to the English 
king. 140 

Q. Mar. Deceitful Warwick ! it was thy de- 
vice 

By this alliance to make void my suit : 

Before thy coming Lewis was Henry’s friend. 

K. Lew. And still is friend to him and Mar- 
garet : 

But if your title to the crown be weak. 

As may appear by Edward's good success. 

Then 'tis but reason that I be released 
From giving aid which late I promised. 

Yet shall you have all kindness at my hand 
That your estate requires and mine can yield. 150 
War. Henry now lives in Scotland at his 
ease, 

Where having nothing, nothing can he lose. 

And as for you yourself, our quondam queen. 

You have a father able to maintain you ; 

And better 't were you troubled him than France. 
Q. Mar. Peace, impudent and shameless War- 
wick, peace. 

Proud setter up and puller down of kings ! 

1 will not hence, till, with my talk and tears, 

Both full of truth, 1 make King Lewis behold 
I I'hy sly conveyance and thy lord's false love ; 160 
For both of you are birds of selfsame feather. 

[Post blows a horn within. 
K. Lew. Warwick, this is some post to us or 
thee. 
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136 jointure. Marriage settlement. 

160 conveyance. Contrivance. 

8D Post. A messenger. 


\ Enter a Tost. 

Post. [To War."] My lord ambassador, these 
letters are for you, 

Sent from your bromer, Marquess Montague : 

[To Lewis] These from our king unto your 
majesty: 

[To Margaret] And, madam, these for you; 
from whom I know not 

f They all read their letters. 

Oj^. I like it well that our fair queen and 
mistress 
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187 My iathcf I^arl of Salisbury executed by the 
Lancastnaos after Wakefield. 

188 abuse tnc((' Kdward had tried to seduce her. 
191 L’urrdofi '(i Reu arded 



Costume design foi Warwick b\ Ann Curtis, Royal 
Shakespeare Cm), 1964 


Smiles at her news, while Warwick frowns at his. 
Prince. Nay, mark how Lewis stamps, as he 
were nettled : 

I hope all 's for the best. 170 

K. Lew. Warwick, what are thy news? and 
yours, fair queen ? 

Q. Mar. Mine, such as fill my heart with 
unhoped joys. 

War. Mine, full of sorrow and heart’s discon- 
tent. 

K. Lew. What! has your king married the 
Lady Grey? 

And now, to soothe your forgery and his, 

Sends me a paper to persuade me patience? 

Is this the alliance that he seeks with France? 
Dare he presume to scorn us in this manner ? 

Q. Mar. I told your majesty as much before : 
This proveth Edward’s love and Warwick’s 
honesty. 180 

War. King Lewis, I here protest, in sight of 
heaven, 

And Iw the hope I have of heavenly bliss, 

That I am clear from this misdeed of Edward’s, 
No more my king, for he dishonours me. 

But most himself, if he could see his shame. 

Did 1 forget that by the house of York 
» My father came untimely to his death? 

% Did I let pass the abuse done to my niece ? 

Did I impale him with the regal crown? 

Did I put Henry from his native right? 190 
» And am I guerdon’d at the last with shame? 
Shame on himself! for my desert is honour : 

And to repair my honour lost for him, 

I here renounce him and return to Henry. 

My noble queen, let former grudges pass. 

And henceforth I am thy true servitor : 

I will revenge his wrong to Lady Bona 
And replant Henry in his former .state. 

Q. Mar. Warwick, these words have turn’d 
my hate to love : 

And I forgive and quite forget old faults, 200 
And joy that thou becomest King Henry’s friend. 
War. So much his friend, ay, his unfeigned 
friend. 

That, if King Lewis vouchsafe to furnish us 
With some few bands of chosen soldiers, 

1 ’ll undertake to land them on our coast 
And force the tyrant from his seat by war. 

’Tis not his new-made bride shall succour him : 
And as for Clarence, as my letters tell me. 

He’s very likely now to fall from him, 209 

For matching more for wanton lust than honour. 
Or than for strength and safety of our country. 

Dear brother, how shall Bona be re- 
venged 

But by thy help to this distressed queen ? 

Q. Mar. Renowned prince, how shall poor 
Henry live. 

Unless thou rescue him from foul despair? 

Bona. My quarrel and this English queen’s 
are one. 

War. And mine, fair lady Bona, joins with 
yours. 

/r. Lew. And mine with hers, and thine, and 
Margaret’s. 

Therefore at last I firmly am resolved 
You shall have aid. 930 

Q. Mar. Let me give humble thanks for all 
at once. 
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A'. Le 7 u. Then, England's messenger, return 
in post, 

And tell false Edward, thy supposed king, 
i I’hat Lewis of France is sending over masquers 
To revel it with him and his new bride: 

'Fhou seest what^s jiast, go fear thy king withal. 
Bona. Tell him, in hope he’ll prove a widouer 
shortly, 

I I’ll wear the willow garland for his sake. 

Q. Mar. Tell him, my iiioiirning weeds are 
laid aside, 

And 1 am ready to put armour on. 91,0 

Tell him from me that he hath done 
me wrong, 

And therefore I’ll uncrown him ere’t be long. 
U'herc’s tliy reward: be gone. [A'.r/V 

A'. Le 7 u. Put, Warwick, 

'I'liou and Oxford, with five thousand men, 

Sliall cross the seas, and bid false Edward battle ; 
And, as occasion serves, this noble queen 
And prince shall follow with a fresh su])ply. 

Yet, ere thou go, but answer me one doubt. 

What pledge have we of thy firm loyalty? 239 
H^ar. This shall assure my constant loyalty, 
That if our queen and this young prince agree, 

► I ’ll join mine eldest daughter and my joy 
To him forthwith in h(ily wedlock bands. 

Q. Mar. Yes, I agree, and thank you for your 
motion. 

Son Edward, she is fair and virtuous. 

Therefore delay not, give thy hand to Warwick ; 
And, with thy hand, thy faith irrevocable, 

That only Warwick’s daughter shall be thine. 
Prince. Yes, I acicept her, for she well de- 
serves it ; 

And here, to pledge my vow, I give my hand. 250 
\He gives his hand to Warivick. 
K, Lew. Why stay we now ? These soldiers 
shall be levied. 

And thou, Lord Bourbon, our high admiral, 

Shalt waft them over with our royal fleet. 

I long till Edward fall by war’s mischance, 

For mocking marriage with a dame of France. 

[^Exeunt all hut Wanuick. 
War. I came from Edward as ambassador, 
But I return his sworn and mortal foe : 

Matter of marriage was the charge he gave me, 
But dreadful war shall answer his demand. 

) Had he none else to make a stale but me ? 260 

Then none but I shall turn his jest to sorrow. 

I was the chief that raised him to the crown, 

And I ’ll be chief to bring him down again : 

Not that I pity Henry’s misery, 

But seek revenge on Edward’s mockery, [Exit. 


ACT IV. 

Scene I. London. The palace^ 

Enter Gloucester, Clarence, Somerset, 
and Montague. 

Glou. Now tell me, brother Clarence, what 
think you 

Of this new marriage with the Lady Grey? 

Hath not our brother made a worthy choice? 
Clar. Alas, you know, ’tis far from hence to 
France ; 

How could he stay till Warwick made return? 


224 masquers. Actors in a masque. 



Masquer at the court of Charles VI of France Engraving 
copied from Froissart’s Chronicles, r ^th century 

228 tvilltnv garland. Symbol of spurned love. 

242 eldest daughter. Younger not elder. The elder 
daughter, Isabella, was betrothed to Clarence. 

260 stale. Dupe. 
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King Edward IV. Initial lo Statutes of England r. i 500 


44 fence. Defence 


Som, My lords, forbear this talk ; here comes 
the king. 

C/ou, And his well-chosen bride. 

Clar, I mind to tell him plainly what I think. 

Flourish. Enter King Edward, attended; 

Lady Grry, as Qi^een; Pembroke, Staf- 

hOKD, Hastings, and others. 

K. Ed7v. Now, brother of Clarence, how like 
you our choice, 

'I'hat you stand pensive, as half malcontent? 10 

Clar. As well as Lewis of France, or the Earl 
of Warwick, 

Which are so weak of courage and in judgement 
That they ^11 take no offence at our abuse. 

A'. Ed7iK Suppose they take offence without 
a cause. 

They are but Lewis and Warwick : I am Edward, 
Your king and Warwick’s, and must have my 
will. 

Glou. And shall have your will, because our 
king : 

Yet hasty marriage seldom proveth well. 

K. Edzv. Yea, brother Richard, are you of- 
fended too? 

GIo7i. Not 1 : 20 

No, God forbid that I should wish them sever’d 
Whom God hath join’d together; ay, and ’twere 
pity 

To sunder them that yoke so well together. 

A". Edw. Setting your scorns and your mislike 
aside, 

Tell me some reason why the Lady Grey 
Should not become my wife and England’s queen. 
And you too, Somerset and Montague, 

Speak freely what you think. 

Clar, Then this is mine opinion : that King 
Lewis 

Becomes your enemy, for mocking him 30 

About the marriage of the Lady Bona. 

Glou, And Warwick, doing what you gave in 
charge, 

Is now diiHionoured by this new marriage. 

K, Edw, What if both Lewis and Warwick 
be appeased 

By such invention as I can devise? 

Mont, Yet, to have join’d with France in such 
alliance 

Would more have strengthen’d this our common- 
wealth 

’Gainst foreign storms than any home-bred mar- 
riage. 

Hast, Why, knows not Montague that of itself 
England is safe, if true within itself? 40 

Mont, But the safer when ’tis back’d with 
France. 

Hast, ’Tis better using France than trusting 
France: 

Let us be back’d with God and with the seas 
• Which He hath given for fence impregnable, 

And with their helps only defend ourselves ; 

In them and in ourselves our safety lies.^ 

Clar, For this one speech Lord Hastings well 
deserves 

To have the heir of the Lord Hungerford. 

K, Edw, Ay, what of that? it was my will 
and grant ; 

And for this once my will shall stand for law. 50 
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Clou. And yet methinks your grace hath not 
done well, 

To give the heir and daughter of Lord Scales 
e Unto the brother of your loving bride ; 

She better would have fitted me or Clarence : 

But in your bride you bury brotherhood. 

Clar. Or else you would not have bestow’d 
the heir 

• Of the Lord Bonville on your new wife’s son, 
And leave your brothers to go speed elsewhere. 

/T. Edw, Alas, poor Clarence ! is it for a wife 
That thou art malcontent? I will provide thee. 6o 
Ciar. In choosing for yourself, you show’d 
yOur judgement, 

Which being sTiallow, you shall give me leave 
To play the broker in mine own behalf ; 

And to that end I shortly mind to leave you. 

IC, Edw. Leave me, or tarry, Edward will 
be king, 

And not be tied unto his brother’s will. 

Q. Eliz. My lords, before it pleased his majesty 
To raise my state to title of a queen, 

Do me but right, and you must all confess 
That I was not ignoble of descent ; 70 

And meaner than myself have had like fortune. 
But as this title honours me and mine, 

So your dislike, to whom I would be pleasing, 
Doth cloud my joys with danger and with sorrow. 
K, Edw, My love, forbear to fawn upon llieir 
frowns : 

What danger or what sorrow can befall thee, 

So long as Edward is thy constant friend, 

And their true sovereign, whom they must obey? 
Nay, whom they shall obey, and love thee too, 
Unless they seek for hatred at my hands ; 80 

Which if they do, yet will I keep thee safe. 

And they shall feel the vengeance of my wrath. 
Glou, I hear, yet say not much, but think the 
more. [Asidi\ 


S3 brother . . . bride. Lord Rivers. 

67 son. Sir Thomas Grey, Marquess of Dorset. 



King, Queen and Court. Engraving from a middle 15th 
centur>’ manuscript 


Enter a Post. 

K, Edw, Now, messenger, what letters or 
what news 
From France? 

Post, My sovereign liege, no letters ; and few 
words, 

But such as I, without your special pardon, 

Dare not relate. 

K. Edw, Go to, we pardon thee ; therefore, 
in brief, 

Tell me their words as near as thou canst guess 
them. 90 

What answer makes King Lewis unto our letters? 

Post, At my depart, these were his very words : 
‘Go tell false Edward, thy supposed king, 

That Lewis of France is sending over masquers 
To revel it with hhn and his new bride.* 

K, Edw, Is Lewis so brave? belike he thinks 
me Henry. 

But what said Lady Bona to my marriage? 

Post, These were her words, utter’d with mild 
disdain : 

‘Tell him, in hope he’ll prove a widower shortly, 
I’ll wear the willow garland for his sake.’ too 

K. Edw, I blame not her, she could say little 
less; 

She had the wrong. But what said Henry’s queen ? 
For 1 have hearefthat she was there in place. 
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106 hehkt f^erhaps. 

142 su'ipfit Suspicion 


Post. ‘ Tell him,* quoth she, ‘ my mourning 
weeds are done. 

And I am ready to put armour on.* 

• K. Edw. Belike she minds to play the Amazon. 
But what said Warwick to these injuries? 

Post. He, more incensed against your majesty 
Than all the rest, discharged me with these words : 
‘ Tell him from me that he hath done me wrong, 
And therefore 1*11 uncrown him ere*t be long.’ 

K. Edw. Ha ! durst the traitor breathe out 
so proud words? 

Well, I will arm me, being thus forewarn’d : 
They shall have wars and pay for their pre- 
sumption. 

But say, is Warwick friends with Margaret? 

Post. Ay, gracious sovereign ; they are so 
link’d in friendsliip, 

That young Prince Edward marries Warwick’s 
daughter. 

Clar. Belike the elder; Clarcmce will have the 
younger. 

Now, brother king, farewell, and sit you fast, iiq 
F or I will hence to Warwick’s other daughter; 
That, though 1 want a kingdom, yet in marriage 
1 may not prove inferior to yourself. 

You that love me and Warwick, fidlow me. 

\Exit Clarence^ and Somerset follozvs. 
Gloit. f A side] Not I ; 

My thoughts aim at a further matter : I 
Stay not for the love of Edward, but the crown. 
JC. Ed%v. Clarence and Somerset both gone 
to Warwick ! 

Yet am I arm’d against the worst can happen ; 
And haste is needful in this desperate case. 
Pembroke and Stafford, yon in our behalf 130 
Go levy men, and make prepare for war ; 

They are already, or quickly will be landed : 
Myself in person will straight follow you. 

[ Exeunt P on broke and Stafford. 
But, ere I go, Hastings and Montague, 

Resolve my doubt. You twain, of all the rest, 
Are near to Warwick by blood and by alliance : 
Tell me if you love Warwick more than me? 

If it be so, then both depart to him ; 

I rather wish you foes than hollow friends : 

But if you mind to hold your true obedience, 140 
Give me assurance with some friendly vow, 

• That 1 may never have you in suspedl. 

Mo?it. So God help Montague as he proves 
true ! 

Hast. And Hastings as he favours Edward’s 
cause ! 

K. Edw. Now, brother Richard, will you stand 
by us? 

Glou. Ay, in despite of all that shall withstand 
you. 

K. Edw. Why, so ! then am I sure of viiflory. 
Now therefore let us hence ; and lose no hour. 
Till we meet Warwick with his foreign power. 

\Exeunt. 

Scene II. A plain in Warwickshire. 

Enter Warwick and Oxford, with French 
soldiers. 

War. Trust me, my lord, all hitherto goes 
well ; 

The common people by numbers swarm to us. 
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Enter Clarence and Somerset. 

But see where Somerset and Clarence comes I 
Speak suddenly, my lords, are we all friends? 
Clar. Fear not that, my lord. 

War. Then, gentle Clarence, welcome unto 
Warwick ; 

And welcome, Somerset : I hold it cowardice 
To rest mistrustful where a noble heart 
Hath pawn’d an open hand in sign of love ; 

Else might 1 think that Clarence, Edward’s bro- 
ther, lO 

Were but a feigned friend to our proceedings : 
But welcome, sweet Clarence ; my daughter shall 
be thine. 

• And now what rests but, in night’s coverture, 
Thy brother being carelessly encamp’d. 

His soldiers lurking in the towns about. 

And but attended by a simple guard, 

We may surprise and take him at our pleasure? 
Our scouts have found the adventure very easy : 

• That as Ulysses and stout Diomede 19 

With sleight and manhood stole to Rhesus* tents. 
And brought from thence the Thracian fatal steeds, 
So we, well cover’d with the night’s black mantle. 
At unawares may beat down Edward’s guard 
And seize himself ; I say not, slaughter him. 

For I intend but only to surprise him. 

You that will follow me to this attempt. 

Applaud the name of Henry with your leader. 

f They all cry, ‘ Henry !’ 
Why, then, let’s on our way in silent sort : 

For Warwick and his friends, God and Saint 
George ! {Exeunt, 

Scene III. Edward's camp^ near Warwick. 

Enter three Watchmen, to guard the King’s 
tent. 

First Watch. Come on, my masters, each man 
take his stand : 

The king by this is set him down to sleep. 

Second W atch. What, will he not to bed ? 
First Watch. Why, no; for he hath made a 
solemn vow 

Never to lie and take his natural rest 
l ill Warwick or himself be quite suppress’d. 
Second Watch. To-morrow then belike shall 
be the day. 

If Warwick be so near as men report. 

Third Watch. But say, I pray, what noble- 
man is that 

That with the king here resteth in his tent? 10 
First Watch. ’Tis the Lord Hastings, the 
king’s chiefest friend. 

Third Watch. 0 , is it so? But why commands 
the king 

That his chief followers lodge in towns about him, 
While he himself keeps in the cold field? 

Second Watch. ’Tis the more honour, because 
more dangerous. 

• Third Watch. Ay, but give me worship and 

quietness ; 

I like it better than a dangerous honour. 

If Warwick knew in what estate he stands, 

’Tis to be doubted he would waken him. 

• First Watch. Unless our halberds did shut 

up his passage. ao 


13 coverture. Shelter. 

19—21 Ulysses . . . steeds. It had been predicted that 
Troy would not fall if the horses of Rhesus grazed on the 
Trojan plain. To prevent this Ulysses and Diomede 
intercepted the Thracian prince, Rhesus, on the night of 
his arrival, slew him and captured the horses 
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Ulysses and Diomede steal the horses of Rhesus. 
Illustration by John Flaxman from Homer's Iliad, 
translated by .Alexander Pope. 170^ 


16 worship. Dignity 

20 halberd. Combined spear and battle-axe 
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47 My mind wht't*! My mind can rise above mis- 
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Warwick, the km^-maker. linyraving from the Roll of 
the Earls of Warwick by John Rous (d.i 4 ui) 

63 Archbishop of York (jeorge Neville. 

59 It hoots not. It IS useless to 


Secofid IVatch, Ay, wherefore else guard we 
his royal tent, 

But to defend his person from night-foes! 

Warwick, Clarence, Oxford, Somer- 
set, and French soldiers^ silent alL 

War, This is his tent ; and see where stand 
his guard. 

Couraae, my masters ! honour now or never I 
But follow me, and Edward shall be ours. 

First Watch. Who goes there ? 

Second Watch, Stay, or thou diest ! 

[ W arwick and the rest cry ally ‘ War- 
wick I Warwick I* and set upon the 
Guardy who Jlvy crying, * Arm ! arm !’ 
Warwick and the rest following them. 

The drum playing and trumpet sounding, r^- 
enter Warwick, Somerset, and the resty 
bringing the King out in his gown, sitting in 
a cl^ir, Richard and Hastings fly (ever the 
stage. 

e Som. What are they that fly there? 

War. Richard and Hastings: let them go; 
here is 
The duke. 

/C. Edw. The duke I Why, Warwick, when 
we parted, 30 

Thou call* dst me king. 

War. Ay, but the case is alter’d : 

When you dis^aced me in my embassade, 

Then I degraded you from being king, 

And come now to create you Duke of York. 

Alas I how should you govern any kingdom, 

That know not how to use ambassadors. 

Nor how to be contented with one wife. 

Nor how to use your brothers brotherly, 

Nor how to study for the people’s welwe, 

Nor how to shroud yourself from enemies? 40 
K. Edw. Yea, brother of Clarence, art thou 
here too? 

Nay, then I see that Edward needs must down. 
Yet, Warwick, in despite of all mischance, 

Of thee thyself and all thy complices,^ 

Edward will always bear himself as king: 

Though fortune’s malice overthrow my state, 

• My mind exceeds the compass of her wheel. 

War, Then, for his mind, be Edward England’s 
king : [ Takes ojf his crown. 

But Henry now shall wear the English crown. 
And be true king indeed, thou but the shadow. 50 
My Lord of Somerset, at my request, 

See that forthwith Duke Eaward be convey’d 

• Unto my brother. Archbishop of York. 

When I have fought with Pembroke and his 
fellows, 

I ’ll follow you, and tell what answer 
Lewis and the Lady Bona send to him. 

Now, for a while farewell, good Duke of York. 

[ They^ lead him out forcibly. 
K. Edw. What fates impose, that men must 
needs abide ; 

• It boots not to resist both wind and tide. 

\Exity. 

Oxf, What now remains, my lords, for us 
to do ^ 60 

But march to London with our soldiers? 

War. Ay, that’s the first thing that we have 
to do; 
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To free king Henrv from imprisonment 

And see him seated in the regal throne. \Exeunt 

ScENB IV. London. The palace. 

Enter Queen Elizabeth and Rivers. 

Riv. Madam, what makes you in this sudden 
change ? 

Q. Eliz. Why, brother Rivers, are you yet to 
learn 

What late misfortune is befairn King Edward? 
R iv. What ! loss of some pitch’d battle against 
Warwick ? 

Q. Eliz. No, but the loss of his own royal 
person. 

Riv. Then is my sovereign slain ? 

Q. Eliz, Ay, almost slain, for he is taken 
prisoner, 

Either betray’d by falsehood of his guard 
Or by his foe surprised at unawares : 

And, as I further have to understand, xo 

Is new committed to the Bishop of York, 

Fell Warwick’s brother and by that our foe. 

Riv, These news 1 must confess are full of 
grief ; 

Yet, gracious madam, bear it as you may : 
Warwick may lose, that now hatn won the day. 
Q. Eliz. Till then fair hope must hinder life’s 
decay. 

And 1 the rather wean me from despair 
For love of Edward’s offspring in my womb: 

This is it that makes me bridle passion 
And bear with mildness my misfortune’s cross ; 20 
Ay, ay, for this I draw in many a tear 
And stop the rising of blood-sucking sighs. 

Lest with my sighs or tears I blast or drown 
King Edward’s fruit, true heir to the English 
crown. 

Riv. But, madam, where is Warwick then 
become ? 

Q. Eliz. 1 am inform’d that he comes towards 
London, 

To set the crown once more on Henry’s head : 
Guess thou the rest: King Edwaid’s friends 
must down, 

But, to prevent the tyrant’s violence, — 

For trust not him that hath once broken faith, — 30 

• I *11 hence forthwith unto the .sandtuary, 

To save at least the heir of Edward’s right : 
There shall I rest secure from force andfraud. 
Come, therefore, let us fly while we may fly : 

If Warwick take us we are sure to die. lExeunt. 

Scene V. A park near Middlekam Castle in 
Yorkshire. 

Enter Gloucester, Lord Hastings, and Sir 
William Stanlev. 

Glou. Now, my Lord Hastings and Sir Wil- 
liam Stanley, 

Leave off to wonder why I drew you hitherj 
Into this chiefest thicket of the park. 

Thus stands the case : you know our king, my 
brother, 

Is prisoner to the bishop here, at whose hands 
He hath good usage and great liberty, 

And, often but attended with weak spard, 

Comes hunting this way to disport himself 

• I have advertised him by secret means 


91 sanctuary. Place where fugitives were immune from 
arrest. 



Earl Rivers, Queen Elizabeth’s brother, here presentni^^ 
his book, Sayings of the Philosophers, to Edward I\\ 
Engraving from a 15 th century manuscript 


9 advertised. Informed. 
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11 (ohnn. Pretext, disjjuise 

20 L ynri Kind’s Lvnn in Norfolk. 

23 iortL'nrdnrw Enterprise 



A sta^ hunt Detail trom a painting by Johannes 
Hackaert (e. 1628-85) 

5 enlarffement. Liberation. 

22 thwarting stars. Ill-luck. 


That if about this hour he make this way 10 

• Under the colour of his usual game, 

He shall here find his friends with horse and men 

To set him free from his captivity. 

KingEdward and a Huntsman with him. 

Hunt. This way, my lord; for this way lies 
the game. 

AT. Ediv. Nay, this way, man : see where the 
huntsmen stand. 

Now, brother of Gloucester, Lord Hastings, and 
the rest, 

Stand you thus close, to steal the bishop’s deer? 

Glou. Brother, the time and case requireth 
haste : 

Your horse stands ready at the park-corner. 

K. Edw. But whither shall we then ? 

• Hast. To Lynn, my lord, 20 

And ship from thence to Flanders. 

Glou. Well guess’d, believe me ; for that was 
my meaning. 

• K. Edw. Stanley, I will requite thy forward- 

ness. 

Glou. But wherefore stay we? ’tis no time to 
talk. 

K. Edw. Huntsman, what say’st thou? wilt 
thou go along ? 

Hunt. Better do so than tarry and be hang’d. 

Glou. Come then, away ; let’s ha’ no more ado. 

AT. Edw, Bishop, farewell ; shield thee from 
Warwick’s frown ; 

And pray that I may repossess the crown. 

[Exeunt. 


Scene VI. Lottdon. The Tower. 

Flourish. Enter King Henry, Clarence, 
Warwick, Somerset, young Richmond, 
Oxford, Montague, and Lieutenant of the 
Tower. 


K. Hen. Master lieutenant, now that God 
and friends 

Have shaken Edward from the regal seat. 

And turn’d my captive state to liberty. 

My fear to hope, my sorrows unto joys, 

• At our enlargement what are thy due fees ? 

Lieu. Subjedls may challenge nothing of 
their sovereigns ; 

But if an humble prayer may prevail, 

I then crave pardon of your majesty. 

K. Hen. For what, lieutenant? for well using 
me? 9 

Nay, be thou sure I’ll well requite thy kindness, 
For that it made my imprisonment a pleasure ; 
Ay, such a pleasure as incaged birds 
Conceive when after many moody thoughts 
At last by notes of household harmony 
They quite forget their loss of liberty. 

But, Warwick, after God, thou set’st me free, 
And chiefly therefore I thank God and thee ; 

He was the author, thou the instrument. 
Therefore, that I may conquer fortune’s spite 
By living low, where fortune cannot hurt me, 20 
And that the people of this bles.sed land 

• May not be punish’d with my thwarting stars, 
Warwick, although my head still wear the crown, 

I here resign my government to thee. 

For thou art fortunate in all thy deeds. 
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JVar, Your grace hath still been famed for 
virtuous; 

And now may seem as wise as virtuous, 

By spying and avoiding fortune’s malice, 

• P'or few men rightly temper with the stars : 

Yet in this one thing let rne blame your grace, 30 

• For choosing me when Clarence is in place. 

C/nr. No, Warwick, thou art worthy of the 
sway, 

To whom the heavens in thy nativity 
Adjudged an olive branch and laurel crown, 

As likely to be blest in peace and war; 

And therefore T yield thee my free consent. 

M'^ar. And I choose Clarence only for protcdlor. 
K. Hen. Warwick and Clarence, give rue 
both your hands : 

Now join your hands, and with your hands your 
hearts, 

That no dissension hinder government : 40 

1 make you both protetJ'tors of this land, 

Wliile T myself will lead a private life 
And in devotion .spend my latter days, 

To sin’s rebuke and my Creator’s praise. 

What answers Clarence to his sove- 
reign’s will ? 

Clar. That he consents, if Warwick yield 
consent ; 

P'or on thy fortune I repose myself. 

IVar. Why, then, though loath, yet must I 
be content : 

We’ll yoke together, like a double shadow 
'J’q Henry’s body, and supply his place ; 50 

] mean, in bearing wciglit of government, 

While he enjoys the honour and his ease. 

And, Clarence, now then it is more than needful 
I'orthwith that ICdwaid be pronounced a traitor, 
And all his lauds and goods be confiscate. 

Clar. What else? and that succession be de- 
termined. 

IVnr. Ay, therein Clarence shall not want 
his part. 

K. Hen. But, with the first of all your chief 
affairs. 

Let me entreat, for I command no more, 5^ 
"J’hat Margaret your queen and my son Edward 
Be sent for, to return from France with speed ; 
For, till I see them here, by doubtful fear 
My joy of liberty is half eclipsed. 

Clar. It shall be done, my sovereign, with all 
speed. 

K, Hen. My Lord of Somerset, what youth 
is that, 

Of whom you seem to have so tender care ? 

• Som. My liege, it is young Henry, earl of 

Richmond. 

K. Hen. Come hither, England’s hope. [Lays 
kis hand oh his head] If secret powers 
Suggest but truth to my divining thoughts, 

'I'his pretty lad will prove our country’s bliss. 70 
His looks are full of peaceful majesty, 

His head by nature framed to wear a crown, 

His hand to wield a sceptre, and himself 
Likely in time to bless a regal throne. 

Make much of him, my lords, for this is he 
Must help you more than you are hurt by me. 

Enter a Post. 

War. What news, my friend ? 



The I'ower of London, with 1 5th centun London in the 
background. F.ngraving from a contemporary manu- 
script 

29 temper . . stars, i.e. arc reconciled to their fate 
31 m place. Here. 

67 Henry . . . Richmond. Future Henry VII. 
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79 he. i.e. your brother, the Archbishop of York. 

81 convey’d. Spirited away secretly. 

82 attended. Waited for. 



View of York from the ancient ramparts Engraving? 
from Old England, 1854 

8 Ravenspurgh. At the mouth of the Humber in 
Yorkshire. 

13 ahodements. Forebodings. 


Post. That Edward is escaped from your 
brother, 

• And fied, as he hears since, to Burgundy. 

IVar. Unsavoury news! but how made he 
escape ? 80 

• Post. He was convey’d by Richard Duke of 

Gloucester 

• And the Lord Hastings, who attended him 
III secret ambush on the forest side 

And from the bishop’s huntsmen rescued him ; 
For hunting was his daily exercise. 

IV ar. My brother was too careless of his 

charge. 

But let us hence, my sovereign, to provide 
A salve for any sore that may betide. 

\^Exeu 7 it all hut Somerset^ Richmond^ 

and Oxford. 

Som. My lord, I like not of this flight of 
Edward’s ; 

For doubtle.'s Burgundy will yield him help, 90 
And we shall have more wars before ’t be long. 
As Henry’s late prc.saging prophecy 
Did glad my heart with hope of this young Rich- 
mond, 

So doth iny heart misgive me, in these conflidls 
What may befall him, to his harm and ours: 
Therefore, Lord Oxford, to prevent the worst, 
Forthwith we ’ll send him hence to Brittany, 

Till storms be past of civil enmity. 

Oxf Ay, for if Edward repossess the crown, 
’Tis like that Richmond with the rest shall down. 

Sont. It shall be so; he shall to Brittany. 101 
Come, therefore, let’s about it speedily. \Exeunt. 

Scene VII. Before York. 

Flourish. Enter Y^\kq, Edward, Gloucester, 
Hastings, a^id Soldiers. 

K. Edw. Now, brother Richard, Lord 
Hastings, and the rest. 

Yet thus far fortune maketh us amends, 

And says that once more I shall interchange 
My waned state for Henry’s regal crown. 

Well have we pass’d and now r^ass'd the seas 
And brought desired help from Burgundy: 

What then remains, we being thus arrived 

• From Ravenspurgh haven before the gates of York, 
But that we enter, as into our dukedom? 

Glou. The gates made fast 1 Brother, I like 
not this ; xo 

For many men that stumble at the threshold 
Are well foretold that danger lurks within. 

• AT. Ediu, Tush, man, ahodements must not 

now affright us : 

By fair or foul means we must enter in. 

For hither will our friends repair to us. 

Hast. My liege. I’ll knock once more to 
summon them. 

Enter ^ on the wallsy the Mayor of York, and 
his Brethren. 

May. My lords, we were forewarned of your 
coming, 

And shut the gates for safety of ourselves; 

For now we owe allegiance unto Henry. 

K. Edw. ^ But, master mayor, if Henry be 
your king, 20 

Yet Edward at the least is Duke of York. 
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May. True, my good lord ; I know you for no 
less. 

IC. Edw. Why, and I challenge nothing but 
my dukedom, 

As being well content with that alone. 

Glou. [A side\ But when the fox hath once got 
in his nose. 

He 'll soon find means to make the body follow. 

Hast. Why, master mayor, why stand you in 
a doubt? 

Open the gates ; we are King Henry’s friends. 

May. Ay, say you so? the gates shall then be 
open’d. [ They descend. 

Glou. A wise stout captain, and .soon per- 
suaded ! 30 

Hast. The good old man would fain that all 
were well, 

So 'twere not 'long of him ; but being enter’d, 

I doubt not, I, but we shall soon persuade 
Both him and all his brothers unto reason. 

Enter the Mayor and two Aldermen, belo^v. 

K. Edw. So, master mayor : these gates must 
not be shut 

But in the night or in the time of war. 

What ! fear not, man, but yield me up the keys ; 

[ Takes his keys. 

For Edward will defend the town and thee. 

And all those friends that deign to follow me. 

March. Enter Montgomery, with drum and 
soldiers. 

Glou. Brother, this is Sir John Montgomery, 
Our trusty friend, unless I be deceived. 41 

K. Edw. Welcome, Sir John ! But why come 
you in arms? 

Mont. To help King Edward in his time of 
storm, 

As every loyal subject ought to do. 

K. Edw. Thanks, good Montgomery ; but we 
now forget 

Our title to the crown and only claim 

Our dukedom till God please to send the rest. 

Mont. Then fare you well, for I will hence 
again : 

I came to serve a king and not a duke. 

Drummer, strike up, and let us march away, 50 
[ The drum begins to march. 

K. Edw. Nay, stay. Sir John, awhile, and 
we '11 debate 

By what safe means the crown may be recover’d. 

Mont, What talk you of debating? in few 
words, 

If you'll not here proclaim yourself our king, 

I 'll leave you to your fortune and be gone 
To keep them back that come to succour you : 

• Why shall we fight, if you pretend no title ? 

• Glou. Why, brother, wherefore stand you on 

nice points? 

K. Edw. When we grow stronger, then we ’ll 
make our claim : 

Till then, 'tis wisdom to conceal our meaning. 60 

Hast. Away with scrupulous wit ! now arms 
must rule. 

Glou. And fearless minds climb soonest unto 
crowns. 

• Brother, we will proclaim you out wf hand; 

• The bruit thereof will bring you nany friends. 



Costume design for King Edward by Ann C’urtis, Royal 
Shakespeare Co, 1964 

67 pretend. Demand. 

58 stand . . . points. Be overscrupulous. 

63 out of hand. At once, on the spot. 

64 bruit. Rumour. 
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right, 

And Henry but usurps the diadem. 

Mont. Ay, now my sovereign speaketh like 
himself ; 

And now will I be Edward's champion. 

Hast. Sound trumpet ; Edward shall be here 
proclaim’d : 

Come, fellow-soldier, make thou proclamation. 70 

{Flourish. 

Sold. Edward the Fourth, by the grace (^f 
God, king of England and France, and lord of 
Ireland, &c. 

Mont. And whosoe’er gainsays King Edward’s 
right. 

By this 1 challenge him to single fight. 

[ Throivs down his gauntlet. 
All, Long live Edward the Fourth ! 

K. Kdw. Thanks, brave Montgoinery ; and 
thanks unto you all : 

If fortune serve me, 1 ’ll requite this kindness. 
Now, for this night, let’s harbour here in York ; 
And when the morning sun shall raise his car 80 
Above the border of this horizon. 

We’ll forward towards Warwick and his mates; 
For well I wot that Henry is no soldier. 

Ah, froward Clarence ! how evil it besccm.s thee, 
To flatter Henry and forsake thy brother ! 

Yet, as we may, we’ll meet both thee and War- 
wick. 

Come on, brave soldiers : doubt not of the day. 
And, that once gotten, doubt not of large pay. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene VIII. London. The palace. 

Flourish. £" a; / rr K i n G H E .n v , W a K‘ w i r ic , 
Montague, Clarence, Exeter, and Oxi^ord. 

War. What counsel, lords? Edward from 
Belgia, 

With hasty Germans and blunt Hollanders, 

Hath pass’d in safety through the narrow seas, 
And with his troops doth march amain to London ; 
And many giddy people flock to him. 

K. Hen. Let’s levy men, and beat him back 
again. 

Clar. A little fire is quickly trodden out ; 
Which, being suffer’d, rivers cannot quench. 
War. In Warwickshire I have true-hearted 
friends, 

Not mutinous in peace, yet bold in war ; 10 

I Those will I muster up : and thou, son Clarence, 
Shalt stir up in Suffolk, Norfolk and in Kent, 

The knights and gentlemen to come with thee : 
Thou, brother Montague, in Buckingham, 
Northampton and in Leicestershire, shalt find 
Men well inclined to hear what thou command'.st : 
And thou, brave Oxford, wondrous well beloved, 
In Oxfordshire shalt muster up thy friends. 

My sovereign, with the loving citizens. 

Like to his island girt in with the ocean, 20 
Or modest Dian circled with her nymphs, 

Shall' rest in London till we come to him. 

Fair lords, take leave and stand not to reply. 
Farewell, my sovereign. 

/C, Hen. Farewell, my Hedlor, and my Troy’s 
true hope. 

Clar, In sign of truth, I kiss your highne.ss’ 
hand. 
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K, Hen, Well-minded Clarence, be thou for- 
tunate I 

Mont. Comfort, my lord ; and so I take my 
leave. 

0 ^:f. And thus I seal my truth, and bid adieu. 
K, lien. Sweet Oxford, and my loving 
Montague, 30 

And all at once, once more a happy farewell. 
ll’cir. Farewell, sweet lords: let’s meet at 
Coventry. 

[Exeunt all but King Henry and Exeter, 
K. Hen, Here at the palace will I rest awhile. 
Cousin of Exeter, what thinks your lordship? 
Methinks the power that Edward hath in field 
Should not be able to encounter mine. 

Exe. The doubt is that he will seduce the rest. 

► K, Hen. That’s not my fear ; my meed hath 
got me fame : 

I have not stopp’d mine ears to their demands, 
Nor posted off their suits with slow delays ; 40 

My pity hath been balm to heal their wounds. 
My mildness hath allay’d their swelling griefs. 
My mercy dried their water-flowing tears ; 

I have not been desirous of their wealth, 

Nor much oppre.ss’d them with great subsidies, 
Nor forward of revenge, though they much err’d : 
Then why should they love Edward more than me ? 
No, Exeter, these graces challenge grace: 

And when the lion fawns upon the lamb, 

The lamb will never cease to follow him. 50 

[Shout 7 vitkin^ ‘A Lancaster! A Lancaster!’ 
Exe. Hark, hark, my lord I what shouts are 
these ? 

Enter King Edward, Gloucester, and 
soldiers. 

K, Edw. Seize on the shamcTaccd Henry, 
bear him hence ; 

And once again proclaim us king of England. 

You are the fount that makes small brooks to 
flow : 

Now .stops thv spring; my sea shall suck 
them dry, 

And swell so much the higher by their ebb. 
Hence with him to the Tower ; let him not speak. 

[Exeunt some ivith King Henry. 
And, lords, towards Coventry bend we our course, 
Where peremptory Warwick now remains: 

The sun shines hot ; and, if we use delay, 60 
Cold biting winter mars our hoped-for hay. 

Glou. Away betimes, before his forces join, 
And take the great-grown traitor unawares : 
Brave warriors, march amain towards Coventry. 

[Exeunt. 

ACT V. 

Scene I. Coventry. 

Enter Warwick, the Mayor of Coventry, two 
Mes.sengers, and others upon the walls. 

War. Where is the post that came from 
valiant Oxford? 

How far hence is thy lord, mine honest fellow? 
First Mess. By this at Dunsmore, marching 
hitherward. 

War, How far off is our brother Montague? 
Where is the post that came from Montague? 
Second Mess. By this at Daintry, with a 
puissant troop. 


38 meed. Merit 



View ot Coventry at the time of Henry VI Enpia\iny 
from Old England, 1S54 

3 Dunsmore. Dunsmore Heath between Daventry and 
Coventry 

6 Daintry. The old pronunciation of Daventry. 
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36 Thm . , 

thf world on 

43 stngle ten 
card. 


Atlas. Atlas in Greek mythology carried 
his shoulders. 

A simple ten, not as valuable as a royal 


Enter Sir John Sombrvillb. 

IVar. Say, Somerville, what says my loving 
son ? 

And, by thy guess, how nigh is Clarence now? 

Som. At Southam I did leave him with his 
forces, 

And do expedl him here some two hours hence. 

[Drum heard. 

War. Then Clarence is at hand ; I hear his 
drum. ii 

Som. It is not his, my lord; here Southam 
lies : 

The drum your honour hears marcheth from 
Warwick. 

War. Who should that be? belike, unlook’d- 
for friends. 

Som. They arc at hand, and you shall 
quickly know. 

March: Jlourish. Enter King Edward, 
Gloucester, and soldiers. 

K, Edw. Go, trumpet, to the walls, and 
sound a parle. 

Glou. See now the surly Warwick mans the 
wall ! 

War. O unbid spite ! is sportful Edward 
come? 

Where slept our scouts, or how are they 
seduced. 

That we could hear no news of his repair ? 20 

K. Edw. Now, Warwick, wilt thou ope the 
city gates, 

Speak gentle words and humbly bend thy knee, 

Call Edward king and at his hands beg mercy? 

And he shall pardon thee these outrages. 

War. Nay, rather, wilt thou draw thy forces 
hence, 

Confess who set thee up and pluck’d thee down, 

Call Warwick patron and be penitent? 

And thou shalt still remain the Duke of York. 

Glou. I thought, at least, he would have said 
the king ; 

Or did he make the jest against his will? 30 

War. Is not a dukedom, sir, a goodly gift? 

Glou. Ay, by my faith, for a poor earl to give : 

I ’ll do thee service for so good a gift. 

War. ’Twas I that gave the kingdom to thy 
brother. 

K. Edw. Why then ’tis mine, if but by 
Warwick’s gift. 

• War. Thou art no Atlas for so great a 

weight : 

And, weakling, Warwick takes his pift apain ; 

And Henry is my king, Warwick his subjedt 

K. Edw. But Warwick’s king is Edward’s 
prisoner : 

And, gallant Warwick, do but answer this: 40 

What is the body when the head is off? 

Glou. Alas, that Warwick had no more fore- 
cast, 

• But, whiles he thought to steal the single ten, 

The king was slily finger’d from the deck ! 

You left poor Henry at the Bishop’s palace. 

And, ten to one, you ’ll meet him in the Tower. 

K. Edw. ’Tis even so ; yet you are Warwick 
still. 

Glou. Come, Warwick, take the time ; kneel 
down, kneel down : 
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Nay, when? strike now, or else the iron cools. 
IVar. I had rather chop this hand ofT at a 
blow, 50 

And with the other fling it at thy face, 

• Than bear so low a sail, to strike to thee. 

K, Edw, Sail how thou canst, have wind and 
tide th\ friend, 

This hand, fast wound about thy coal-black hair, 
Shall, whiles thy head is warm and new cut off, 
Write in the dust this sentence with thy blood, 
‘Wind-changing Warwick now can change no 
more.* 

Enter Oxford, with drum and colours, 

W ar, O cheerful colours I see where Oxford 
comes ! 

Oxf. Oxford, Oxford, for Lancaster ! 

[He and his forces enter the city. 
Glou. The gates are open, let us enter too. 60 
K. Edw, So other foes may set upon our 
backs. 

Stand we in good array ; for they no doubt 
Will issue out again and bid us battle : 

If not, the city being but of small defence. 

We’ll quickly rouse the traitors in the same. 
War, O, welcome, Oxford! for we want 
thy help. 

Enter Montague, with drum and colours. 

Mont, Montague, Montague, for Lancaster ! 

[He and his forces enter the city, 
Glou. Thou and thy brother both shall buy 
this treason 

Even with the dearest blood your bodies bear. 

K. Edw. The harder match’d, the greater 
victory : ^ 70 

My mind presageth happy gain and conquest. 

Enter Somerset, with drum and colours. 

Som. Somerset, Somerset, for Lancaster ! 

[He and his forces enter the city. 

• Glou. Two of thy name, both Dukes of 

Somerset, 

Have sold their lives unto the house of York ; 
And thou shalt be the third, if this sword hold. 

Enter Clarence, with drum and colours. 

War. And lo, where George of Clarence 
sweeps along, 

Of force enough to bid his brother battle ; 

With whom an upright zeal to right prevails 
More than the nature of a brother’s love ! 

Come, Clarence, come; thou wilt, if Warwick 
call. 80 

Clar. Father of Warwick, know you what 
this means? 

[Taking his red rose out of his hat. 
Look here, I throw my infamy at thee : 

I will not ruinate my father’s house. 

Who gave his blood to lime the stones together, 

• And set up Lancaster. Why, trow’st thou, War- 

wick, 

That Clarence is so harsh, so blunt, unnatural, 
To bend the fatal instruments of war 
Against his brother and his lawful king? 

Perhaps thou wilt objedl my holy oath : 

To keep that oath were more impie^ 90 

• Than Jeidithah’s, when he sacrificed ms daughter. 
I am so sorry for my trespass made 


52 becxr . . . sail. So humble or demean mvself 



Battle scene before a city. Woodcut from Holmshed’s 
Chronules, 1577 


73 Tux) . . . Somerset. The second duke, Edward, was 
killed at St Albans in 1455. His son, the third duke, was 
executed after the battle of Hexham in 1464. 

85 trow* St thou. Do you think. 

91 Jephthah's . . . daughter. From Judges xi.30 
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Hattie ot Barnet Krom a eontemporarN Flemish 
manuscript 

2 btifi Bugbear 


14 Jftvc'K sfin'otitnf^ tre( Oak 



Death of Warwick Above: Draw mil! h\ B.J De 
Loutherbourg (1740-1812). Opposite: Engraving from 
a painting by J.A. Houston (1812 84) 


That, to deserve well at my brother’s hands, 

I here proclaim myself thy mortal foe, 

With resolution, wheresoe’er I meet thee — 

As I will meet thee, if thou stir abroad — 

To plague thee for thy foul misleading me. 

And so, proud-hearted Warwick, I defy thee, 
And to my brother turn my blushing cheeks. 
Pardon me, Edward, I will make amends : 100 

And, Richard, do not frown upon my faults. 

For I will henceforth be no more unconstant. 

K. Edw. Now welcome more, and ten times 
more beloved, 

Than if thou never hadst deserved our hate. 

Glo^ Welcome, good Clarence; this is brother- 
like. 

War. O passing traitor, perjured and unjust ! 
K, Ed 7 v. What, Warwick, wilt thou leave the 
town and fight? 

Or shall we beat the stones about thine ears? 
War. Alas, I am not coop’d here for de- 
fence 1 

I will away towards Barnet presently, no 

And bid thee battle, Edward, if thou darest. 

A". Ed7v. Yes, Warwick, Edward dares, and 
leads the way. 

Lords, to the field : Saint George and vidlory ! 

\Exeunt King Edward and his company. 
March. Warwick and his company 
follow. 

Scene II. A field of battle near Bar^iet. 

Alarum and excursions. Enter King Edwako, 
bringing forth Warwick ztumnded. 

K. Edw. So, lie thou there : die thou, and 
die our fear ; 

• For Warwick was a bug that fear’d us all. 

Now, Montague, sit fast; I seek for thee, 

That Warwick’s bones may keep thine company. 

VExit. 

War. Ah, who is nigh? come to me, friend 
or foe. 

And tell me who is vi<5lor, York or Warwick ? 
Why ask I that ? my mangled body shows. 

My blood, my want of strength, my sick heart 
shows, 

That I must yield my body to the earth 
And, by my fall, the conquest to my foe. 10 
Thus yields the cedar to the axe’s edge, 

Whose arms gave shelter to the princely eagle, 
Under whose shade the ramping lion .slept, 

# Whose top-branch overpeer’d Jove’s spreading tree 
And kept low shrubs from winter’s powerful wind. 
These eyes, that now are dimm’d with death’s 

black veil, 

Have been as piercing as the mid-day sun, 

To search the secret treasons of the world : 

The wrinkles in my brows, now fill’d with blood, 
Were liken’d oft to kingly sepulchres : 20 

For who lived king, but 1 could dig his grave? 
And who durst smile when Warwick bent his 
brow? 

Lo, now my glory smear’d in dust and blood ! 

My parks* my walks, my manors that I had, 

Even now forsake me, and of all my lands 
Is nothing left me but my body’s length. 

Why, what is pomp, rule, reign, but earth and 
dust? 

And, live we how we can, yet die we must 
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Field of battle near Barnet. Engraving from Old Enf»land, 

1854 


6 sun. York emblem. 


Enter Oxford and Somerset. 

Som, Ah, Warwick, Warwick ! wert thou as 
we are, 

We might recover all our los.s again : 30 

U he queen from France hath brought a puissant 
power : 

Even now wc heard the news : ah, couldst thou 
fly ! 

War. Why, then I would not fly. Ah, Mon- 
tague, 

If thf)u be there, sweet brother, take iny hand, 
And with th}' lips keep in my soul awhile ! 

'I'hoii Invest me not ; for. brother, if thou didst, 
'J'hy tears would wa^h this crold congealed lilood 
'Fhat glues my lij)s and will not let me speak. 
Come (jiiickly, Alontague, or I am dead. 

Sont. Ah, Warwick ! Montague hath breathed 
his last : 40 

And to the latest gasp cried out for Warwick 
And said ‘ Commend me to my valiant brother.’ 
And more he would have said, and more he spoke, 
Whi('h sounded like a clamour in a vault, 

U'hat moiight not be distingiiisli'd ; but at last 
1 well might hear, tleliver'd with a groan, 

‘ O, farewell, Warwick !’ 

War. Sweet rest his soul ! Fly, lord-^, and 
save yourselves ; 

For A\'ar\\ ick bids you all farewell, to meet in 
heaven. {Pics. 

O.rf. Away, away, to meet the fiueen's great 
power \IIcrc they In ar away his body. 

Exeunt. 


8 Gallia. France. 

12 beims, i.e. from the sun of York. 


Scene III. Another f*art 0/ the field. 

Flourish. Enter King Edward ui triumph; 
with (ii. out ESTER, Clarence, and the rest. 

K. Eifw. 'i'hus far our fortune keeps an up- 
ward course, 

And wc arc graced with wreaths of victory. 

Ihil, in the midst of this bright-shining day, 

1 spy a black, suspicious, threatening cloud, 

I That will encounter with our glorious sun. 

Ere he attain his easeful western bed : 

I mean, my lords, those jiowcrs that the queen 
\ Hath raised in Callia have arrived our coast 
And, as wc hear, march on to fight with us. 

Clar, A little gale will soon disperse that 
cloud 10 

And blow it to the source from whence it came : 

> 'Fhc very beams will dry those vapours up, 

F'or every cloud engenders not a storm. 

Glo. The queen is valued thirty thousand 
strong. 

And Somerset, with Oxford, fled to her: 

If she have time to breathe, be well assured 
Her fadlion will be full as strong as ours. 

A". Edw. We are advertised by our loving 
friends 

I’hat they do hold their course towitrd Tewks- 
bury : 

We, having now the best at Barnet field, 20 
Will thither straight, for willingness rids way ; 
And, as wc inarch, our strength will be aug- 
mented 

In every county as we go along. 

Strike up the drum ; cry ‘ Courage ! ' and away. 

[Exeuntn 
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Scene IV. Plains near Tewksbury. 

March. Enter Queen Margaret, Prince 
Edward, Somerset, Oxford, and soldiers. 

Q. Mar. Great lords, wise men ne’er sit and 
wail their loss, 

But cheerly seek how to redress their harms. 
What though the mast be now blown overboard, 
The cable broke, the holding-anchor lost. 

And half our sailors swallow’d in the flood? 

Yet lives our pilot still. Is’t meet that he 
Should leave the helm and like a fearful lad 
With tearful eyes add water to the sea 
And give more strength to tliat which hath too 
much, 9 

Whiles, in his moan, the ship splits on the rock, 
Which industry and courage might have saved? 
Ah, what a shame ! ah, what a fault were this! 
Say Warwick was our anchor ; what of that? 

And Montague our topmast ; what of him? 

Our slaughter’d friends the tackles ; what of 
these? 

Why, is not Oxford here another anchor? 

And Somerset anoilier goodly mast? 

1‘iie friends of Trance our shrouds and tack- 
lings? 

And, though unskilful, why not Ned and I 
T'or once allow’d the skilful pilot’s charge? 20 
Wc will not from the helm to sii and weep, 

But keep our course, though the rough wind say 
no, 

\ From shelves and rocks that threaten us with 
wreck. 

As good to chide the waves as speak them fair. 
And what is Kdward but a ruthless sea? 

What Clarence but a quicksand of deceit? 

And Richard but a ragged fatal rock? 

All these the enemies to our poor bark. 

Say you can swim ; alas, ’tis but a while ! 

'iVead on the sand; why, there you quickly sink : 
Bestride the rock ; the tide will wash you off, 31 
f)r else you famish; that’s a threefold death. 

This speak I, lords, to let you understand, 

If case some one of you w'ould fly from us, 

'Fhat there ’s no hoped-for mercy with the brothers 
More than with ruthless waves, with sands and 
rocks. 

Why, cour.age then ^ what cannot be avoided 
’Twere childish weakness to lament or fear, 
Prhice. Methinks a woman of this valiant 
spirit 

Should, if a coward heard her speak these words, 
Infuse his breast with magnanimity 41 

• And make him, naked, foil a man at arms. 

1 speak not this as doubting any here ; 

For did I but suspetil a fearful man, 

He should have leave to go away betimes. 

Lest in our need he might infedl another 
And make him of like .spirit to himself. 

If any such l>e here — as God forbid I — 

Let him depart before wc need his help. 

Ox/. Women and children of so high a cou- 
rage, 50 

And warriors faint ! why, 'twere perpetual shame. 

• O brave young prince I thy famous grandfather 
Doth live again in thee : long may.st thou live 
To bear his image and renew his glories ! 

^om. And he tliat will not light for such a 
hope, 



Rattle of Tewksbury. Engraving from John Speed’s 
Theatre of the Empire of Great Britaine, 1611-12 

23 shelves. Shoals. 

42 foil . . . arms. Overcome an armed soldier. 

52 grandfather. Henry V. 
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Rattle scene at the time Edward I\’ Woodcut from 
Hohnshed’s (' htomclvs , 1577 


2 Hame ^ ('asttv Manus C astle near Calais 



Execution of the Duke of Somerset after the Battle of 
Tewksbury. From a contemporarv’ Flemish manuscript 


8 Jerusalem. Heaven. 

11 youthful Edward. Margaret’s son. 


Go home to bed, and like the owl by day, 

If he arise, be mock'd and wonder’d at. 

Q, Mar, Thanks, gentle Somerset; sweet 
Oxford, thanks. 

Prince. And take his thanks that yet hath 
nothing else. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. Prepare you, lords, for Edward is at 
hand, 60 

Ready to fight ; therefore be resolute. 

Oxf. I thought no less : it is his policy 
To haste thus fast, to find us unprovided. 

So 7 n. But he ’s deceived ; we are in readiness. 
Q. Mar. This cheers my heart, to see your 
forwardness. 

Oxf. Here pitch our battle ; hence we will 
not budge. 

Flourish and march. Enter King Edward, 
Gloucester, Clarence, and soldiers. 

K. Edw. Brave followers, yonder stands the 
thorny wood, 

Which, by the heavens’ assistance and your 
strength, 

Must by the roots be hewn up yet ere night, 
i need not add more fuel to your fire, 70 

For well 1 wot yc blaze to burn them out: 

Give signal to the fight, and to it, lords ! 

Q. Mar. Lords, knights, and gentlemen, what 
1 should say 

My tears gainsay ; for every word I speak, 

Ye see, I drink the water of mine eyes. 

Therefore, no more but this: Henry, your sove- 
reign, 

Is prisoner to the foe ; his state usurp’d. 

His realm a slaughter-house, his subje(!:ts slain, 
His Statutes cancell’d and his treasure spent ; 

And yonder is the wolf that makes this spoil. 80 
You fight in justice : then, in God’s name, lords. 
Be valiant and give signal to the fight. 

lAlaru^n : Retreat: Exctirsions. Exeutit. 


Scene V. Another part of the field. 

Flourish. Rjiter King Edward, Gloucester, 
Clarence, and soldiers ; iidth Queen Mar- 
garet, Oxford, and prisoners. 

K. Edw. Now here a period of tumultuous 
broils. 

1 Away with Oxford to Hames Castle straight: 
For Somerset, off with his guilty head. 

Go, bear them hence ; I will not hear them speak. 
Oxf For my part, I’ll not trouble thee with 
words. 

Rom. Nor I, but stoop with patience to my 
fortune. 

\Exeu 7 it Oxford and Somerset^ g^tarded. 
Q. Mar. So part we sadly in this troublous 
world, 

To meet with joy in sweet Jerusalem. 

K. Edw. Is proclamation made, that who finds 
Edward 

Shall have a high reward, and he his life? lo 
Clou. It is: and lo, where youthful Edward 
comes! 
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Enter soldiers^ with Prince Edward. 

A". Edw, Bring forth the gallant, let us hear 
him speak. 

What ! can so young a thorn begin to prick? 
Edward, what satisfaction canst ihmi make 
For bearing arms, for stirring up my subjoCls, 
And all the trouble thou hast turn’d me to? 

Prince, Speak like a subjeCl, proud ambitious 
York ! 

Suppose that I am now iny father’s mouth ; 
Resign thy chair, and where 1 stand kneel thou. 
Whilst 1 propose the selfsame words to thee, 20 
Which, traitor, thou wouldst have me answer to. 

Q, Mar. Ah, that thy father had been so re- 
solved ! 

Glou. That you might still have worn the 
petticoat, 

\ And ne’er have stol’n the breech from Lancaster. 

> Prifice. Let Aisop fable in a winter’s night ; 
His currish riddles sort not with this place. 

Glou. By heaven, brat. I’ll plague ye for that 
word. 

Q. Mar. Ay, thou wast born to be a plague 
to men. 

Glou. For God’s sake, take away this captive 
scold. 

Prince, Nay, take away this scolding crook- 
back rather. 30 

K. Edw. Peace, wilful boy, or I will charm 
your tongue. 

I Clar. Untutor’d lad, thou art too malapert. 

Prince. I know my duty ; you arc all un- 
dutiful : 

Lascivious Edward, and thou perjured George, 
And thou mis-shapen Dick, 1 tell ye all 
1 am your better, traitors as ye arc : 

And thou usurp’st my father’s right and mine. 

K. Kdw. d’ake that, thou likeness of this 

railcr here. \S tabs him. 

Glou. Sprawl’st thou? take that, to end thy 
agony. \Stabs him. 

Cla. And there’s for twitting me with per- 
jury. \^S tabs him. 40 

(). Mar. O, kill me too ! 

Glou. Marry, and shall. [Ojffers to kill her. 

K. Ediv. Hold, Richard, hold; for we have 
done loo much. 

Glou. Why should she live, to fill the world 
with words? 

K, Kdw. What, doth she swoon? use means 
for her recovery. 

Glou. Clarence, excuse me to the king my 
brother ; 

I ’ll hence to London on a serious matter : 

Ere ye come there, be sure to hear some news. 

Clar. What? what? 

Glou. The I'owcr, the Tower. [Exit, 50 

Q. Mar. O Ned, sweet Ned! speak to thy 
mother, boy! 

Canst thou not speak? O traitors! murderers! 
They that stabb’d Caesar shed no blood at all, 
Did not offend, nor were not worthy blame, 

If this foul deed were by to equal it: 

He was a man ; this, in respect, a child : 

And men ne’er spend their fury on a child. 
What's worse than murderer, that I may name it? 
No, no, my heart will burst, an if I speak : 

And 1 will speak, that so my heart may burst. 60 


24 breech. Breeches. 

25— 26L^/ Aesop . . . place I*rince Edward is taking a 
jibe at Richard by likening him to Aesop’ who was 
reputed to have been deformed; accusing him of lying, 
‘fabling’, about the relationship between his parents. 

32 malapert Pert 


A' 



Death of the Prince of Wales. Edward ,(J<^*hn 
Humphrey), Richard of Gloucester (Derek Godfrey), 
Queen Margaret (Barbara Jefford), Clarence (David 
Dodirnead) and the Prince of Wales (John Rye), Old Vic 
’I'heatre, London, i<J57 
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67 rtd. Murdered. 

76 th(m . . . forswear thyself. You make a practice of 
going back on your oaths. 

M pu/'st back. Send away. 

M post. i.e. post haste. 


10 Roscius. Renowned Roman actor. 

Jit' 

14 misdoubtfth. Suspects. 



Gloucester with King. H^ry .«Vl. • Drawing by- J.M. 
Wright <1^7771866) ’ ^ ^ ^ 


Butchers and villains ! bloody cannibals ! 

How sweet a plant have you untimely cropp’d ! 
You have no children, butchers ! if you had, 

The thought of them would have stirr’d up re- 
morse : 

But if you ever chance to have a child, 

Look in his youth to have him so cut off 

• As, deathsmen, you have rid t)|is sweet young 

prince ! 

K. Edw. Away with her ; go, bear her hence 
perforce. 

Q. Mar. Nay, never bear me hence, di.spatch 
me here ; 

Here sheathe thy sword, I’ll pardon thee my 
death ; 70 

What, wilt thou not? then, Clarence, do it thou. 

Clar. By heaven, 1 will not do thee so much 
ease. 

Q. Mar, Good Clarence, do ; sweet Clarence, 
do thou do it. 

Clar, ^ Didst thou not hear me swear I would 
not do it? 

• Q, Mar, Ay, but thou usest to forswear thy- 

self: 

’Twas sin before, but now *tis charity. 

What, wilt thou not? Where is that devil’s but- 
cher, 

Hard-favour’d Richard ? Richard, where art thou ? 
Thou art not here : murder is thy alms-deed ; 

• Petitioners for blood thou ne’er put’st back. 80 

K. Edw, Away, I say ; I charge ye, bear her 
hence. 

Q, Mar, So come to you and yours, as to this 
prince ! [Exity led out forcibly, 

K. Edw, Where ’s Richard gone ? 

Clar, To London, all in post; and, as I guess, 
To make a bloody supper in the Tower. 

K, Edw, He’s sudden, if a thing comes in his 
head. 

Now march we hence ; discharge the common sort 
With pay and thanks, and let’s away to London 
And see our gentle queen how well she fares : 

By this, I hope, she hath a son for me. 90 

[Exeunt. 

. Scene VI. London, The Tower, 

\ Ef^ierlLwin Henry Gloucester, wf/A the 
Lieutenant, on the walls. 

Clou, Good day, my lord.^^ What, at your 
book so hard ? # . 

AT. Nen, Ay, my good lord : — my lord, I 
should say rather ; 

’Tis sin to flatter ; *good’ was little better: ^ 
^Good Gloucester’ and 'good devil’ were alike. 
And both preposterous; therefore, not 'good 
lord.’ 

Clou. Sirrah, leave us to ourselves : we must 
• confer. , [Exit Lieutenant. 

K. Hen. So flies the reckless shepherd from 
the wolf ; 

So first the hanniess sheep doth yield his fleece 
And next his throat unto the butcher’s knife. 

• What scene of death hath Roscius now to adl ? 10 

Clou. Suspici6n always haunts theauilty mind ; 
The thief doth fear each bush an officer. 

K. Hen. The bird that hath been limed in a 
bush, 

• With tremUingniFtngs misdbijbteth every bush; . 





And I, the hapless male to one sweet bird| 

Have now the fatal objedl in my eye 
Where my poor young was limed, was caught 
and kiird. 

Clou, Why, what a peevish fool was that of 
Crete, 

That taught his son the office of a fowl ! 19 

• And yet, for his wings, the fool was drown’d. 

K.Hen. 1; Daedalus; my poor boy, Icarus; 
Thy father, Minos, that denied our course ; 

• The sun that sear’(f the wings of my sweet boy 
Thy brother Edward, and thyself the sea 
Whose envious gulf did swallow up his life. 

Ah, kill me with thy weapon, not with words ! 
My breast can better brook thv dagger’s point 
Than can my ears that tragic nistory. 

But wherefore dost thou come? is’t for my life? 
Glou, Think'st thou 1 am an executioner? 30 
K. Hen. A persecutor, I am sure, thou art: 
If murdering innocents btf executing, 

Why, then tnou art an executioner. . 

Glou, Thy son I kill’d for his presumption^ 

- K. Hen. Hadst thou been kill’d when first 
thou didst presume, 

Thou hadst not lived to kill a son of mine. 

And thus 1 prophesy, that many a thousand, 

• Which now mistrust no parcel of my fear, 

And many an old man’s sigh and many a widow’s, 

• And many an orphan’s water-standing eye— 40 
Men for their sons, wives for their husbands, . 

• And orphans for their parents’ timeless death— 
Shall rue the hour that ever thou wast bom. 

The owl shriek’d at thy birth, — an evil sign ; 

• The night-crow cried, aboding luckless time : 
Dogs howl’d, and hideous tempest Shook down 


trees ; 

• The raven rook’d her on the chimney’s top, 

• And chattering pies in dismal discords sung. 

Thy mother felt more than a mother’s pain, 

And yet brought forth less than a mother’® hope, 
To wit, an indigested and deformed lump, 51 
Not lilce the fruit of such a goodly tree. 

Teeth hadst thou in thy head when thou wast 
born. 

To signify thou earnest to bite the world : 

And, if the rest be true which I have heacd, 
Thou earnest- " . . 

Glou. I’ll (lear no more : die, propheV 
speech^: * hifn. 

For this, anioni^t the rest, was I ordain’d. 

K. Hen. Ay, and^for much more slaughter 
after this. 

0 , God forgive my sins, and pardon thee ! [Dies. 

^Glou. What, will the aspiring blood of Lan- 
caster 61 

Sink in the ground? I thought it would have 
mounted. 

See how my sword weeps for the poor king’s 
death ! . v 

• 0, may such purple tears be alway shed 
From tnose tlut wish the downfall of our house ! 


If any spark of life be yet remaining, 

Down, down to hell; and say I sent thee thither: 

, [StaSs Aim again. 
I, that have neither pi^, love, nor fear. 

Indeed, ’tis%ue that Henry told me of ; 

For I have often heard my mother say 70 
I c^e into the world with my legs forward : 
not reason, tl|ink ye, t%inake haste, 

* jif 
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wings . . . bay. Daedalus and his son Icarus tried 
to escape from King Minos by flying with wings made 
from wax and feathers., Icarus soared too near the sun, 
the wax melted and he fell to his death. 



Icarus falling to the sea. Dutch engraving, 1733 


23 sun. Heraldic device of King Edward. 

« 

38 mistrust so parcel. Have no inkling. 

40 water -stfinding eye. Eyes drenahed in tears. 

if 

42 timeless. Untimely. ^ 

Fopebodingk 

47 rooked her. Equatted, cawary/ 

. . 

• ^ : > 

48 pies. Magpies.; 

A ” • , 

BA*p\gple tears. Drops of bloM. 




KINC; HL'NRY VI Part III Act V Scene VII 

86 sort day C'hoosc a black day. 

86 hn ^' Whisper 



King Edward; ‘Once more we sit in England’s royal 
throne’. Edward, Elizabeth and the young Prince 
Engraving from a painting by James Northcote (1746- 
1831). 

9 coursers. War horses, chargers. 

10 hear. Emblem of the Nevilles 

20—21 reap . . . laid. By murdering Edward’s son, once 
the father is dead. 

22 looked on. Locked up to, respected. 


And seek their rum that usurp’d our right? 

The midwife wonder’d and the women cried 
‘ O, Jesus bless us, he is born with teeth !' 

And so I was ; which plainly signified 
That I should snarl and bite and play the dog. 
Then, since the heavens have shaped my body so, 
Let hell make crook’d my mind to answer it. 

I have no brother, 1 am like no brother; 80 
And this word ‘ love,* which greybeards call divine, 
Be resident in men like one another 
And not in me : 1 am myself alone. 

Clarence, beware ; thou keep’st me from the light : 

• But I will sort a pitchy day for thee ; 

• For I will buz abroad such prophecies 
That Edward shall be fearful of his life, 

And then, to purge his fear. I’ll be thy death. 
King Henry and the prince his son are gone : 
Clarence, thy turn is next, and then the rest, 90 
Counting myself but bad till I be best 

I’ll throw thy body in another room 
And triumph, Henry, in thy day of doom. 

[Eari^, with the body. 

Scene VIL London. The palace. 

Flourish. Enter King Edward, Queen Eliza- 
beth, Clarence, Gloucester, Hastings, 
a Nurse with the young Prince y and At- 
tendants. 

K. Edw. Once more we sit in England’s royal 
throne, 

Re-purchased with the blood of enemies. 

What valiant foemen, like to autumn’s com. 

Have we mow’d down in tops of all their pride ! 
Three Dukes of Somerset, threefold renown’d 
For hardy and undoubted champions ; 

Two Cliffords, as the father and the son, 

And two Northumberlands ; two braver men 

• Ne’er spurr’d their coursers at the trumpet’s 

sound ; 

• With them, the two brave bears, Warwick and 

Montague, 10 

That in their chains fetter’d the kingly lion 
And made the forest tremble when they roar’d. 
Thus have we swept suspicion from our seat 
And made our footstool of security. 

Come hither, Bess, and let me kiss my boy. 

Young Ned, for thee, thine uncles and myself 
Have in our armours watch’d the winter’s night, 
Went all afoot in summer’s scalding heat. 

That thou mightst repossess the crown in peace ; 

• And of our labours thou shalt reap the gain. 20 

Glou. \^Aside\ I’ll blast his harvest, if your 
head were laid ; 

• For yet I am not look’d on in the world. 

This shoulder was ordain’d so thick to heave ; 

And heave it shall some weight, or break my 

back : 

Work thou the way, — ^and thou shalt execute. 

K. Ed 7 u, Clarence and Gloucester, love my 
lovely queen ; 

And kiss your princely nephew, brothers both. 

Clar. The duty that I owe unto your majesty 
I seal i^n the lips of this%weet babe. 

Q. Eliz. Thanks, noble Clarence; worthy 
brother, thanks. 30 

Glou. And, that I love the tree from whence 
thou sprang’st. 

Witness the loving kiss I give the fruit. 



Act V Scen^ VH KING HENRY Vl.Part III 


[Asti/e] To say the truth, so Judas kissM his 39 5ici/s. The kinRdoms of the two Sicilies; Naples 

master, and Sicily. 

Ai^ cried ‘all hail !' when as he meant all harm. 

A . Now am 1 seated as my soul de- 41 tva/f. Convev across the sea. 

lights. 

Having my country's peace and brothers' loves. 

Clar.^ What will your grace have done with 
Marearet? 

Reimier, her father, tp the king of France 
' Hath pawn’d the Sicils and Jerusalem, 

And hither have they sent it for her ransom. 

» K, Ediv. Away with her, and waft her hence 
to France. 

And now what rests but that we spend the time 

With stately triumphs, mirthful comic shows. 

Such as befits the pleasure of the court? 

Sound drums and trumpets ! farewell sour annoy ! 

For here, I hope, begins our lasting joy. 

\^Exeuni 


Derek Godfrey as Gloucester, with the young Prince. 
Queen Elizabeth (Rosemiir\ Webster), Edward I\^ 
(John Humphre\) and Clarence (David Dodimead), 
Old Vit 'Theatre, London, n>57 
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PCing Richard IIL 



Richard III is the first of the plays to hold the stage unbrokenly from Shakespeare's 
day to this. It has always been popular, and it is easy to see why. It offers exciting drama 
as such, completely integrated as the Chronicle plays of Henry VI could not hope to be ; 
though the longest, except for Hamlety one’s attention is compelled at every moment. 
Above all, it has the compulsive fascination of Shakespeare’s first fully developed 
character as a psychological study. Dr. Johnson spotted the psychotic interest of 
Richard’s character - he is not merely a Machiavellian villain: ‘the wickedness of 
Richard proceeded from his deformity, from the envy that rose at the comparison of 
his own person with others, and which incited him to disturb the pleasures that he 
could not partake.’ 

In short, Richard takes his place as first m the remarkable, gallery of psychotic 
characters - Richard II, Othello and perhaps lago (to whom Richard is closest akin), 
Macbeth and Lady Macbeth, King Lear and Leontes - who have their special appeal 
to modern psycho-analysis. The findings of modem psychology - Oedipus complex, 
paranoia, schizophrenia - Shakespeare astonishingly prefigured. It is perhaps less 
astonishing in that his knowledge of the human personality was n^jj only that of external 
observation but understanding of the intuitive and the subconscious. 

This had its first full expression in Richard III, whose personality lent itself obviously 
to the treatment. Shakespeare understood Richard as he was historically with his usual 
penetration; the only thing he added was a certain ’feaiety, a self-conscious delight in 
doing evil, which was not present in the historic Richard, who was a morose, un- 
appealing character. 

The play is sometimes described, depreciatingly, as a melodrama. But this is only 
Greek for a musical, and it would make a striking modem musical, as West Side Story 
was made out of Romeo and Juliet - such is the undying vitality of Shakespeare’s 
creations. 
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The Character of Richard. Richard has abounding vitality, a marked character of his 
own, already adumbrated in 3 Henry VI; this is in its way a source of attraction. 
Sixteenth century people were fairly close to Richard - after all, it was Elizabeth Ts 
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Edmund Kean as 
Richard III, 
Theatre Royal, 
Drury Lane, 
London, 1814 


grandfather who had given him his come-uppance - and knew perfectly well what was 
what about him. Shakespeare’s portrait derives, through Holinshed and Hall, mainly 
from Sir Thomas More. Thomas More was a truth-telling man of great political 
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Elizabethan 

Acting. 


intelligence and close observation, who had still closer sources of inforjnation as to 
Richard’s coup d'etat, hi3 usurpation of his nephew’s throne, and his murders of his 
brother’s boys in the Tower. More was a friend of the Earl of Surrey, afterwards Duke of 
Norfolk, who was in the room when Richard arrested his brother’s great friend, 
Hastings, and haled him out to summary^ execution without any pretence at trial. After 
that there was no turning back, as Richard says in the play - he is so far in. More knew 
Richard Fitz James, Bishop of London and others who were on the spot; his father, 
Sir John More, was a young lawyer in the city at the time. 

Everybody knew what Richard was and what he had done, though the murders were 
kept a dark secret, and the details were covered up - More as a trained lawyer ferreted 
them out. In the ghastly Wars of the Roses people had become familiarised with the 
killing of opponents - after all Richard was known to have been in the Tower the night 
that Henry VI died there; but it was not done to murder women or children. This was 
what turned the country's stomach against Richard, and accounted for the defection of 
his leading supporter, Buckingham. The play itself employs the word ‘homicide’ for 
him : the term of the Act of Parliament which condemned him after Bosworth. Actually, 
at Bosworth, where his army was twice the size of Henry Tudor’s, only Richard’s 
cronies fought for him. The Howard ‘Jack of Norfolk’, whom he had made Duke, was 
killed with Richard. In Shakespeare’s time Norfolk’s great-grandson, Lord Henry 
Howard, in his Defensative af^ainst Supposed Prophecies in only the decade before 

the play, betrays the Howard family tradition as to Richard’s ‘heinous’ crime. Every- 
body knew. It needs no explaining. 

One marked difference is that where More treats Richard with grave and subtle irony, 
much more searing, Shakespeare treats him with his usual high spirits. There is even a 
comic aspect in the play. Richard is a conscious hypocrite, over and over, notably in 
the scene where he displays such reluctance to assume the burden of the crown. In fact, 
at the time of his coup d'etat, Richard did a certain amount of ham-acting, which took 
in nobody; Buckingham had to play up too. This becomes, as the actor-dramatist 
describes from experience : 

Richard : Come cousin, canst thou quake, and change thy colour, 

Murder thy breath in middle of a word, 

And then again begin, and stop again, 

As if thou wert distraught and mad with terror ? 

Buckingham: Tut, I can counterfeit the deep tragedian. 

Speak and look back, and pry on every side, 

Tremble and start at wagging of a straw. 

Intending deep suspicion: ghastly looks 
Are at my service, like enforced smiles . . . 

Elizabethan acting was oratorical and emphatic - needs must with open-air theatres - 
very gestural and formal.^ 

Shakespeare took obvious delight in exploring the crevices of his tragic hero - for 
there is something heroic in Richard’s ambition and scheming against such odds, and 
his eventual arriving where he intended to be, as also his fate was tragic. More subtlety 
appears in his depiction than in any of Shakespeare’s characters so far. One notices that 
there is an element of neurosis in Richard: in his last interview with Buckingham he is 
beginning to lose control; on receiving the bad news of Buckingham’s revolt, he strikes 
the messenger and then rewards him ‘to cure that blow of thine’. Dr. Johnson noticed 
a subtlety that few notice. In the very first scene Richard says to Clarence : 
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Whatso’er you will employ me in, 

Were it to call King Edward’s widow sister, 

I will perform it. 

It is a subtle invitation to speed their brother out of this world: his wife is not yet a 
widow. At Buckingham’s revolt Richard is nerve-racked with anxiety - and no wonder, 
all that effort and scheming had been too much for him. While, in the night before 
Bosworth, tortured by dreams and the ghosts of his victims - the lights ‘burn blue’ as in’ 

Julius Caesar - one can sympathise with him, facing his fearful fate. (I’he body of an 
anointed king would never have been so maltreated, as it was after Bosworth, had he 
not been the criminal he was - led on by the mania for power, like Hitler, who came to a 
similarly squalid end.) 

Characterisation. In spite of this being a one-man play - and so a favourite with great 
actors, from Burbage onwards - other characters are sufficiently individualised. Queen 
Margaret appears again in her role of Cassandra; Edward IV’s Queen Elizabeth is 
drawn as the feather-headed light-weight she was, not knowing which way to turn, poor 
woman. Hastings is the over-confident, lusty extrovert, boon-companion of Edward IV 
in their womanising. We have no reason to doubt that Richard’s disapproval of this was 
genuine: a wizened, unattractive type physically, unlike his two handsome brothers, he 
was not very good at sex, and so envious and disapproving (again understandably; life 
had treated him unfairly: he is getting his own back). Clarence is the ‘false, fleeting, 
perjured’ Clarence: wonderfully good-looking, and no good at all. Even his murderers 
are well-contrasted; the second murderer hasn’t the heart to go on with it, and there is 
a comically realistic passage which is pure Shakespeare on the lower orders: 

‘I’ll not meddle with it: it makes a man a coward. A man cannot steal, but it 
accuseth him; a man cannot swear, but it checks him; a man cannot lie with his 
neighbour’s wife, but it detects him.’ 

And so on : ‘some certain dregs of conscience are yet within me.’ 

Richard’s answer to that sort of thing is: 

Conscience is but a word that cowards use. 

Devised at first to keep the strong in awe. 

His argument is that often advanced at critical junctures - ‘the necessity and state of 
times.’ It is in keeping with the casuistry of high politics, and testifies to Shakespeare’s 
growing understanding of their inwardness : 

Look what is done cannot be now amended : 

Men shall deal unadvisedly sometimes. 

Which after-hours gives leisure to repent. 

What makes this a tragedy rather than a melodrama is that he had been cruelly tempted 
and he cruelly fell: if only he had been able to produce the Princes alive from the 
Tower, he would have been able to answer his enemies. He never could : they were 
dead precisely two years before Bosworth. 

Of the dreams, omens, prophecies, curses that send a shiver down the spine in these 
plays, the most justly famous dream - along with Richard’s before Bosworth - is 
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Clarence’s in the Tower. He dreams beforehand his death by drowning: 

‘Methought I saw a thousand fearful wracks, 

« ' A thousand men that fishes gnawed upon ; 

Wedges of gold, great ingots, heaps of pearl, 

.. . Inestimable stones, unvalued jewels, 

^ * All scattered in the bottom of the sea. 

Some lay in dead men’s skulls; and in the holes 
Where eyes did once inhabit there were crept. 

As ’twere in scorn of eyes, reflecting gems . . . 

* 

This would become in the far future, more concisely : 

Those are pearls that were his eyes. 

Brackenbury, Constable of the Tower, comments as Clarence falls asleep: 

Princes have but their titles for their glories. 

An outward honour for an inward toil ; 

And for unfelt imaginations 

They often feel a world of restless cares. 

So that between their titles and low name 
There’s nothing differs but the outward fame. 

This would become the dominant theme of the second tetralogy - Richard //, j and 2 
Henry IV, Henry V, 

Style. We notice from these speeches, indeed from the word go in the famous first 
speech of the play, how rapidly the verse has matured from the Henry VI plays : the 
actor is now writing verse with absolute confidence, conviction and precision : 

Now is the winter of our discontent 
Made glorious summer by this sun of York. 

Success. In one of the Parnassus plays at Cambridge a few years later, in which the 
triumphs of the London stage and its authors were made fun of, we see how famous 
these lines had already become. Burbage is trying out a young scholar for the part : 

Burbage : I like your face and the proportion of your body [no compliment 

that!] for Richard III. I pray you. Master Philomusus, let me see you 
act a little of it. 

The young scholar immediately fires off with 

Now is the winter of our discontent 
Made glorious by the sun of York. 

The line to become most famous was Richard’s cry at Bosworth when unhorsed : 

A horse! a horse! My kingdom for a horse! 
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This line was repeated and parodied again and again.. Biitbage was so famous in the 
role he created that when delightful Bishop Corbet was being shown over the battlefield 
a generation later, the guide quoted it, but ‘when he would have said “Kirig Richard 
died**, he “Burbage** cried.* 

Success registered itself, too, in London folklore, the kind of story told about those 
who penetrate into people*s inner consciousness, and which they take absurd delight in 
retailing. Manningham wrote in his Diary in 1602: ‘Upon a time viiiigii^.Burbage played . 
Richard III there was a citizen grew so far in liking with him that, before she went 
from the play, she appointed him to come that night unto her by the name of Richard III. 
Shakespeare, overhearing their conclusion, went before, was entertained and at his 
game ere Burbage came. The message being brought that Richard III was at^the door, 
Shakespeare caused return to be made that William the Conqueror was before Richard 
III.* 

So popular was the play that there was a continual demand for it in print - which, df 
course, it was not to the interest of Shakespeare or the Company to supply. Somehow, 
almost certainly through actors, the printers got hold of a shortened, acting version of 
the play for print as a quarto, which came out in 1597. Between then and 1622 no less 
than six editions were called for, a number equalled only by the quarto of 1 Henry IV 
in which Falstaff figures. It would seem that Richard III and Falstaff were the two 
favourite Shakespearean characters with the Elizabethan public. 

Shakespeare himself was so swept up into his subject that the play does not contain 
many references to anything extraneous. Everyone has observed that the play is a 
Marlovian one in the sense of its being dominated by one character and that a Machia- 
vellian villain. I notice a verbal reminiscence of Dr. Faustus* end in Richard*s night- 
thoughts before Bosworth : 

I shall despair. There is no creature loves me ; 

And if 1 die, no soul will pity me. 

There is a less obvious echo from Greene*s Farewell to Folly (1591) in 

My conscience hath a thousand several tongues ; 
but this may be an Elizabethan commonplace. In the lines - 

Look how my ring encompasseth thy finger, 

Even so thy breast encloseth my poor heart - 

I detect the kind of thought running all through the Sonnets contemporaneously. It is 
thought that the play belongs to the period of the plague years, 1592-3, when Shake- 
speare was free from playing to write so much. It cannot have come long after the 
Third Part of Henry VI \ so 1592 would seem to be about right for its date. 

Text The Folio text in 1623 of this long play was based upon that of the latest quarto, 
of 1622, which went back to earlier printed versions, compared with one which had 
served for a prompt book in the theatre. The result was many misprints and dubious 
readings, which have provided good game for textual editors. These have never stood 
in the way of the general eiyoyment of Shakespeare’s first great play. 
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THE TRAGEDY OF 


KING RICHARD THE THIRD. 


DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 


King Edward the Fourth. 

Edward, Prince of Wales, after- \ ^ 4.^ 

wards king Kdward V., P"" 

Richard, Duke of York, j 

George, Duke of Clarence, \ 

Richard, Duke of Gloucester, J • ij 
afterwards King Richard I 1 I.| ) ^ 

A young son of Clarence. 

Henry, Earl of Richmond, afterwards King 
Henry VII. 

Cardinal Bourchier, Archbishop of Canter- 
bury. 

Thomas Rotherham, Archbishop of York. 

i OHN Morton, Bishop of Ely. 

)UKE OF Buckingham. 

Duke of Norfolk. 


Earl of Surrey, his son. 

Earl Rivers, brother to Elizabeth. 

Marquis of Dorset and Lord Grey, sons 
to Elizabeth. 

Earl of Oxford. 

Lord Hastings. 

Lord Stanley, called also Earl of Derby. 
Lord Lovel. 

Sir Thomas Vaughan. 

Sir Richard Ratcliff. 

Sir William Catesby. 


Sir James Tvrrel. 

Sir James Blount. 

Sir Walter Herbert. 

Sir Robert Brakenbury, Lieutenant of the 
Tower. 

Christopher Urswick, a priest. Another 
Priest. 

Tkesskl and Berkeley, gentlemen attending 
on the Lady Anne. 

Lord Mayor of London. Sheriff of Wiltshire. 

Elizabeth, queen to King Edward IV. 

Margaret, widow of King Henry VI. 

Duchess of York, mother to King Edward IV. 

Lady Anne, widow of Edward Prince of 
Wales, son to King Henry VI. ; afterwards 
married to Richard. 

A young Daughter of Clarence (Margaret 
Plantagenkt). 

Ghosts of those murdered by Richard TIL, 

Lords and other Attendants; a Pursuivant, 

Scrivener, Citizens, Murderers, Me.ssengers, 

Soldiers, &c. 


Scene; England. 


> A bullet beside a text line indicates an annotation in the 
opposite column 


ACT I. 

Scene I. London. A street. 

Enter Richard, Duke of Gloucester, solus. 

Glon. Now is the winter of our discontent 

• Made glorious summer by this sun of York ; 

And all the clouds tliat lour’d upon our house 
In the deep bosom of the ocean buried. 

Now are our brows bound with vidlorious wreatlis ; 
Our bruised arms hung up for monuments ; 

Our stern alarums changed t() merry meetings, 

• Our dreadful marches to delightful measures. 
Grim-visaged war hath smooth’d his wrinkled 

front ; 

• And now, instead of mounting barbed steeds 10 
To fright the souls of fearful adversaries, 

He capers nimbly in a lady’s chamber 
To the lascivious pleasing of a lute. 

But I, that am not shaped for sportive tricks, 

Nor made to court an amorous looking-glass ; 

1, that am rudely stamp’d, and want love’s majesty 



Richard Burbage, who first played the role of Richard 
HI. Engraving from a painting in Dulwich College 

2 sun. Edward IV was the son of the Duke of York. 

8 measures. Stately dances. 

10 barbed steeds. Horses with wild Raring manes; there 
is also a pun on ‘Barbary’. 

Opposite: The murder of the Princes in the Tower. 
Painting by James Northcote (1746-1831) 
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Two costume designs for Richard. Above : A design by 
Jocelyn Herbert with Sally Jacobs, Stratford-upon- 
Avon, 1961 . Above right : A design by Motley. Stratford- 
upon-Avon, 1953. 


32 inductions. Preparations. 
44 Tendering. Concerned, 


To strut before a wanton ambling nymph ; 

I, that am curtaird of this fair proportion, 
Cheated of feature by dissembling nature, 
Deformed, unfinished, sent before my time 20 
Into this breathing world, scarce half made up. 
And that so lamely and unfashionable 
That dogs bark at me as I halt by them ; 

Why, I, in this weak piping time of peace, 

Have no delight to pass away the time, 

Unless to spy my shadow in the sun 
And descant on mine own deformity : 

And therefore, since I cannot prove a lovel*, 

To entertain these fair well-spoken days, 

I am determined to prove a villain 30 

And hate the idle pleasures of these days. 

I Plots have I laid, indudlions dangerous, 

By drunken prophecies, libels and dreams. 

To set my brother Clarence and the king 
In deadly hate the one against the other: 

And if King Edward be as true and just 
As I am subtle, false and treacherous, 

This day should Clarence closely be mew’d up, 
About a prophecy, which says that G 
Of Edward’s heirs the murderer shall be. 40 
Dive, thoughts, down to my soul : here Clarence 
comes. 

Enter Clarence, guarded^ and Brakenbury. 

Brother, good day : what means this armed guard 
That waits upon your grace ? 

Clar, His majesty, 

» Tendering my person’s safety, hath appointed 
This condudl to convey me to the Tower. 


216 


Act I Scene I KING RICHARD III 


GUm, Upon what cause ? 

Clar, Because my name is George. 

Glou. Alack, my lord, that fault is none of 
yours ; 

He should, for that, commit your godfathers ; 

O, belike his majesty hath some intent 
That you shall be new-christen’d in the Tower. 50 
But what’s the matter, Clarence? may I know? 
Clar, Yea, Richard, when I know; for I 
protest 

As yet I do not : but, as I can learn, 

He hearkens after prophecies and dreams ; 

• And from the cross-row plucks the letter G, 

And says a wizard told him that by G 

His issue disinherited should be ; 

And, for my name of George begins with G, 

It follows in his thought that 1 am he. 

These, as I learn, and such like toys as these 60 
Have moved his highness to commit me now. 
Glou. Why, this it is, when men are ruled by 
women : 

’Tis not the king that sends you to the Tower ; 

• My Lady Grey his wife, Clarence, ’tis she 
That tempers him to this extremity. 

Was it not she and that good man of worship, 
Anthony Woodville, her brother there. 

That made him send Lord Hastings to the Tower, 
From whence this present day he is deliver’d? 

We are not safe, Clarence ; we are not safe. 70 
Clar, By heaven, I think there's no man is 
secure 

But the queen’s kindred and night-walking heralds 

• That trudge betwixt the king and Mistress Shore. 
Heard ye not what an humble suppliant 

Lord Hastings was to her for his delivery? 

Glou, Humbly complaining to her deity 

• Got my lord chamberlain his liberty. 

I 'll tell you what ; I think it is our way. 

If we will keep in favour with the king. 

To be her men and wear her lively: 80 

The jealous o'erworn widow and herself, 

Since that our brother dubb'd them gentlewomen, 

• Are mighty gossips in this monarchy. 

Brak, I beseech your graces both to pardon 
me ; 

His majesty hath straitly given in charge 
That no man shall have private conference. 

Of what degree soever, with his brother. 

Glou. Even so; an’t please your worship, 
Brakenbury, 

You may partake of any thing we say : 

We speak no treason, man : we say the king 90 
Is wise and virtuous, and his noble queen 
Well struck in years, fair, and not jealous ; 

We say that Shore’s wife hath a pretty foot, 

A cherry lip, a bonny eye, a passing pleasing 
tongue ; 

And that the queen’s kindred are made gentle- 
folks : 

How say you, sir ? can you deny all this ? 

Brak. With this, my lord, myself have nought 
to do. 

Glou, Naught to do with Mistress Shore ! I 
tell thee, fellow, 

He that doth naught with her, excepting one, 
Were best he do it secretly, alone. 100 

Brak. What one, my lord ? 

GUm. Her husband, knave: wouldst thou 
betray me ? 



Criminals being escorted to gaol. Engraving from a 
medieval manuscript 

H cToss-rou3. Alphabet. 

64 My Lady Grew Edward IV’s wife, Queen Elizabeth, 
was the widow of Sir John Cirey. ^ 

73 Mistress Shore. The wife of a goldsmith and the 
King's mistress. 

77 lord chamberlain. Lord Hastings. 

83 gossips. God-mothers. 


217 


KING RICHARD III Act I Scene I 


108—110 And what . . . perform it. See introduc- 
tion 

11 B he for. Either tell lies for or lie in prison for. 

139 einl diet 111 mode of life. 

1B3 Warwick's youngest daughter. I'he Lady Anne. 

1 B4 her husband and her father. Edward, Prince of Wales 
and her father-in-law, Henry VI. 



Richard 111, formerly Duke of Gloucester. Drawing by 
Robert Dighton (i 752 ?-i 8 i 4 ) 


Brak. I beseech your grace to pardon me, 
and withal 

Forbear your conference with the noble duke. 
Clar, We know thy charge, Brakenbury, and 
will obey. 

Glou. We are the queen 's abjec 5 ls, and must 
obey. 

Brother, farewell : I will unto the king ; 

• And whatsoever you will employ me in, 

Were it to call King Edward’s widow sister, 

1 will perform it to enfranchise you. ixo 

Meantime, this deep disgrace in brotherhood 
Touches me deeper than you can imagine. 

Clar. I know it pleaseth neither of us well. 
Glou, Well, your imprisonment shall not be 
long ; 

• I will deliver you, or else lie for you : 

Meantime, have patience. 

Clar. I must perforce. Farewell. 

\Exeunt Clarence^ Brakenbury^ and Guard. 
Glou. Go, tread the path that thou shalt ne’er 
return. 

Simple, plain Clarence ! I do love thee so, 

That I will shortly send thv soul to heaven. 

If heaven will take the present at our hands. 120 
But who comes here? thenew-deliver’d Hastings? 

Enter Hastings. 

Hast. Good time of day unto my gracious lord ! 
Glou. As much unto rny good lord chamberlain ! 
Well are you welcome to the open air. 

How hath your lordship brook’d imprisonment? 
Hast. With patience, noble lord, as prisoners 
must : 

Rut I .shall live, my lord, to give them thanks 
That were the cause of my imprisonment. 

Glou. No doubt, no doubt; and so shall 
Clarence too ; 

For they that were your enemies are his, 130 
And have prevail’d as much on him as you. 

Hast, More pity that the eagle should be 
mew’d, 

While kites and buzzards prey at liberty. 

Gloti, What news abroad ? 

Hast. No news so bad abroad as this at home ; 
The king is sickly, weak and melancholy. 

And his physicians fear him mightily. 

Glou, Now, by Saint Paul, this news is bad 
indeed. 

» O, he hath kept an evil diet long. 

And overmuch consumed his royal person : 140 

’Tis very grievous to be thought upon. 

What, is he in his bed? 

Hast, He is. 

Glou. Go you before, and I will follow you. 

[Exit Hastings. 

He cannot live, I hope ; and must not die 
Till George be pack’d with post-horse up to 
heaven. 

I ’ll in, to urge his hatred more to Clarence, 

With lies well steel’d with weighty arguments ; 
And, if I fail not in my deep intent, 

Clarence hath not another d^ to live : 150 

Which done, God take King Edward to his mercy. 
And leave the world for me to bustle in ! 

• For then I’ll marry Warwick’s youngest daughter. 

I What though I kill'd her husband and her father? 
The readiest way to make the wench amends 
Is to become her husband and her father : 
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The which will I ; not all so much for love 
As for another secret close intent, 

By marrying her which I must reach unto. 

I But yet I run before my horse to market : i6o 

Clarence still breathes ; Edward still lives and 
reigns : 

When they are gone, then must I count my gains. 

\ExiL 

Scene II. The same. Another street. 

Enter the corpse of King Henry the Sixth, 
Gentlemen with halberds to guard it; Lady 
Anne being the mourner. 

Anne. Set down, set down your honourable 
load. 

If honour may be shrouded in a hearse, 

» Whilst I awhile obsequiously lament 
The untimely fall of virtuous Lancaster. 

Poor key-cold figure of a holy king ! 

Pale ashes of the house of Lancaster I 
Thou bloodless remnant of that royal blood ! 

Be it lawful that I invocate thy ghost, 

'J'o hear the lamentations of poor Anne, 

Wife to thy Edward, to thy slaughter’d son, lo 
Stabb’d by the selfsame hand that made these 
wounds ! 

Lo, in these windows that let forth thy life, 

I pour the helpless balm of my poor eyes. 

Cursed be the hand that made these fatal holes I 
Cursed be the heart that had the heart to do it ! 
Cursed the blood that let this blood from hence ! 
More direful hap betide that hated wretch, 

That makes us wretched by the death of thee. 
Than I can wish to adders, spiders, toads, 

Or any creeping venom’d thing that lives ! 20 

If ever he have child, abortive be it, 

Prodigious, and untimely brought to light. 

Whose ugly and unnatural aspedl 

May fright the hopeful mother at the view; 

And that be heir to his unhappiness ! 

If ever he have wife, let her be made 

As miserable by the death of him 

As I am made by my poor lord and thee ! 

Come, now towards Chertsey with your holy load. 
Taken from Paul’s to be interred there ; 30 

And still, as you are weary of the weight. 

Rest you, whiles I lament King Henry’s corse. 

Enter Gloucester. 

Glou. Stay, you that bear the corse, and set 
it down. 

Anne. What black magician conjures up this 
fiend, 

To stop devoted charitable deeds? 

Glou. Villains, set down the corse; or, by 
Saint Paul, 

ril m<ake a corse of him that disobeys. 

Gent. My lord, stand back, and let the coffin 
pass. 

Glou. Unmanner’d dog! stand thou, when I 
command : 

Advance thy halberd higher than my breast, 40 
Or, by Saint Paul, I *11 strike thee to my foot, 
And spurn upon thee, beggar, for thy boldness. 
Anne. What, do you tremble? are you all 
afraid? 

Alas, I blame you not ; for vou are mortal, 

And mortal eyes cannot endure the devil. 


160 1 run before my horse to market. I count my chickens 
before they are hatched. 



Halberds and bills Woodcut from Di Grassi’s True Art 
of Defense, 1 594 

3 obsequiously. Mournfully. 

40 halberd. A combination battle-axe and spear. 
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48 curst. Shrewish. 

68 exhales. Draws forth. Tlic wounds of a victim were 
believed to bleed in the presence of the murderer. 

94 falchion. A broad curved sword. 



Julia Arthur as Lady Anne, Lyceum Theatre, London » 
1896 


Avaunt, thou dreadful minister of hell I 
Thou hadst but power over his mortal body, 

His soul thou canst not have ; therefore, be gone. 

• Glou. Sweet saint, for charity, be not so curst. 
Anne. Foul devil, for God's sake, hence, and 

trouble us not ; 50 

For thou hast made the happy earth thy hell. 
Fill’d it with cursing cries and deep exclaims. 

If thou delight to view thy heinous deeds, 

Behold this pattern of thy butcheries. 

O, gentlemen, see, see ! dead Henry’s wounds 
Open their congeal’d mouths and bleed afresh ! 
Blush, blush, thou lump of foul deformity ; 

• For ’tis thy presence that exhales this blood 
From cold and empty veins, where no blood 

dwells ; 

Thy deed, inhuman and unnatural, 60 

Provokes this deluge most unnatural. 

O God, which this blood madest, revenge his 
death 1 

O earth, which this blood drink’st, revenge his 
death ! 

Either heaven with lightning strike the murderer 
dead, 

Or earth, gape open wide and eat him quick. 

As thou dost swallow up this good king’s blood. 
Which his hell-govem’d arm hath butchered ! 

Glou. Lady, you know no rules of charity. 
Which renders good for bad, blessings for curses. 
Anne. Villain, thou know’st no law of God 
nor man : 70 

No beast so fierce but knows some touch of pity. 
Glou. But I know none, and therefore am no 
beast. 

A nne. O wonderful, when devils tell the truth ! 
Glou. More wonderful, when angels are so 
angry. 

Vouchsafe, divine perfeftion of a woman. 

Of these supposed evils, to give me leave. 

By circumstance, but to acquit myself. 

Anne. Vouchsafe, defused infedlion of a man. 
For these known evils, but to give me leave, 

By circumstance, to curse thy cursed self. 80 
Glou. Fairer than tongue can name thee, let 
me have 

Some patient leisure to excuse myself. 

Anne. Fouler than heart can think thee, thou 
canst make 

No excuse current, but to hang thyself. 

Glou. By such despair, I should accuse myself. 
Anne. And, by despairing, shouldst thou stand 
excused ; 

For doin^ worthy vengeance on thyself. 

Which didst unworthy slaughter upon others. 
Glou. Say that I slew them not? 

Anne. Why, then they are not dead : 

But dead they are, and, devilish slave, by thee. 
Glou. I did not kill your husband. ^ 92 

Anne. Why, then he is alive. 

Glou. Nay, he is dead ; and slain by Edward’s 
hand. 

Anne. In thy foul throat thou liest: Queen 
Maivaret saw 

• Thy muro^us falchion smoking in his blood ; 
The which thou once didst bend against her breast, 
But that thy brothers beat aside the point 

Glou. I was provoked by her slanderous tonme. 
Which laid their guilt upon my guiltless shoulders. 
Anne. Thou wast provoked by thy bloody mind. 
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Which never dreamt on aught but butcheries : zoo 
Didst thou not kill this king ? 

Glau, I grant ye. 

Anne. Dost grant me, hedgehog? then, God 
grant me too 

Thou mayst be damned for that wicked deed 1 
O, he wasjzentle, mild, and virtuous 1 
Glou. The fitter for the King of heaven, that 
hath him. 

Anne. He is in heaven, where thou shalt 
never come. 

Glou. Let him thank me, that holp to send 
him thither ; 

For he was fitter for that place than earth. 

Anne. And thou unfit for any place but hell. 
Glou. Yes, one place else, if you will hear me 
name it. no 

Anne. Some dungeon. 

Glou. Your bed-chamber. 

Anne. Ill rest betide the chamber where thou 
liest ! 

Glou. So will it, madam, till I lie with you. 
Anne. I hope so. 

^ Glou. ^ I know so. But, gentle Lady Anne, 
To leave this keen encounter of our wits. 

And fall somewhat into a slower method, 

\ Is not the causer of the timeless deaths 
Of these Plantagenets, Henry and Edward, 

As blameful as the executioner ? 

A nne. Thou art the cause, and most accursed 
efiedl. 1 20 

Glou. Your beauty was the cause of that cffedl ; 
Your beautv, which did haunt me in my sleep 
To undertake the death of all the world, 

So I might live one hour in your sweet bosom. 

Anne. If 1 thought that, I tell thee, homicide, 
These nails should rend that beauty from my 
cheeks. 

Glou. These eyes could never endure sweet 
beauty s wreck ; 

You should not blemish it, if I stood by : 

As all the world is cheered by the sun. 

So I by that ; it is my day, my life. 130 

Anne. Black night o’ershade thy day, and 
death thy life 1 

Glou. Curse not thyself, fair creature; thou 
art both. 

Anne. I would I were, to be revenged on thee. 
Glou. It is a quarrel most unnatural, 

To be revenged on him that loveth you. 

Anne. It is a quairel just and reasonable. 

To be revenged on him that slew my husband. 

Glou. Hethat bereft thee, lady, ot thy husband. 
Did it to help thee to a better husband. 

Anne. His better doth not breathe upon the 
earth. 140 

Glou. He lives that loves thee better than he 
could. 

Anfte. Name him. 

Glou. Plantagenet. 

Anne. Why, that was he. 

Glou. The selfsame name, but one of better 
nature. 

Anne. Where is he f 

Glou. Here. [SAe spittetk at him. ] 

Why dost thou spit at me? 

Anne. Would it were mortal poison, for thy 
sake! 

Glou. Never came poison from so sweet a place. 



Hedgehog. Woodcut from Libellus de Natura Animalium 
a 1 5th century bestiary 


117 timeless. Untimely. 
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1B1 basilisks Fabled serpents able to kill by a look. 
170 fee Reward 



Gloucester: ‘I lay it naked to the deadly stroke* 
Drawing by John M. Wright (1777^1866) 



Gloucester: ‘Was ever woman in this humour woo’d?’ 
Drawing by H. Fuseli, 1766 
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Anne. Never hung poison on a fouler toad. 

Out of my sight I thou dost infedl my eyes. 

Glou. Thine eyes, sweet lady, have infe< 5 led 
mine. 150 

• Anne. Would they were basilisks, to strike 

thee dead ! 

Glou. 1 would they were, that I might die ai 
once ; 

For now they kill me with a living death. 

Those eyes of thine from mine have drawn salt 
tears, 

Shamed their a.spedl with store of childish drops: 
These eyes, which never shed remorseful tear, 
No, when my father York and Edward wept. 

To hear the piteous moan that Rutland made 
When black -faced Clifford shook his sword at him ; 
Nor when thy warlike father, like a child, 160 
Told the sad story of my father’s death. 

And twenty times made pause to sob and weep. 
That all the standers-by had wet their cheeks. 
Like trees bedash’d with rain : in that sad time 
My manly eyes did scorn an humble tear ; 

And what these sorrows could not thence exhale, 
Thy beauty hath, and made them blind with weep- 
ing. 

I never sued to friend nor enemy ; 

My tongue could never learn sweet smoothing 
words ; 

• But, now thy beauty is proposed my fee, 170 
My proud heart sues and prompts my tongue to 

speak. [S/te looks scornfully at him. 

Teach not thy lips such scorn, for they were made 
For kissing, lady, not for such contempt. 

If thy revengeful heart cannot forgive, 

Lo, here I lend thee this sha^-pointed sword; 
Which if thou please to hide in this true bosom, 
And let the soul forth that adoreth thee, 

I lav it naked to the deadly stroke, 

And humbly beg the death upon my knee. 

\^He lays his breast open: she offers at it 

with his sword. 

Nay, do not pause ; for I did kill King Henry, 
But ’twas thy beauty that provoked me. 18 1 

Nay, now dispatch; ’twas I that stabb’d young 
Edward, 

But ’twas thy heavenly face that set me on. 

[Here she lets fall the sword. 
Take up the sword again, or take up me. 

Anne. Arise, dissembler: though I wish thy 
death, 

I will not be the executioner. 

Glou. Then bid me kill myself, and I will do it. 
A nne. I have already. 

Glou. Tush, that was in thy rage : 

Speak it ag^in, and, even with the word. 

That hand, which, for thy love, did kill thy love. 
Shall, for thy love, kill a far truer love ; 191 

To both their deaths thou shalt be accessary. 

A nne. I would I knew thy heart. 

Glou. *Tis figured in my tongue. 

A nne. I fear me both are false. 

Gloiu. Then never man was true. 

Anne. Well, well, put up your sword. 

Glou. Say, then, my peace is made. 

Anne. That shall you know hereafter. 

Glou. But shall I live in hope? 200 

Anne. All men, I hope, live so. 

Glou. Vouchsafe to wear this ring. 

Anne. To take is not to give. 
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Glou, Look, how this ring encompasseth thy 
finger, 

Even so thy breast encloseth my poor heart ; 
Wear both of them, for both of them arc thine. 
And if thy poor devoted suppliant may 
But beg one favour at thy gracious hand. 

Thou dost confirm his happiness for ever. 

Anne. What is it? 210 

Glou. That it would please thee leave these 
sad designs 

To him that hath more cause to be a mourner, 

• And presently repair to Crosby Place ; 

Where, after I have solemnly interred 
At Chertsey monastery this noble king. 

And wet his grave with my repentant tears, 

I will with all expedient duty see you : 

For divers unknown reasons, I beseech you, 
Grant me this boon. 

Anne. With all my heart; and much it joys 
me too, 220 

To see you are become so penitent 
Tressel and Berkeley, go along with me. 

Glou. Bid me farewell. 

Anne. 'Tis more than you deserve ; 

But since you teach me how to flatter you. 
Imagine I have said farewell already. 

\Exeunt Lady A nne, T ressei, a 7 id Berkeley. 
Glou. Sirs, take up the corse. 

Gent. Towards Chertsey, noble lord ? 

Glou. No, to White-Friars ; there attend my 
coming. {Exeunt all but Gloucester. 

Was ever woman in this humour w'oo’d? 

Was ever woman in this humour won? 

I '11 have her ; but I will not keep her long. 230 
What ! I, that kill'd her husband and his father, 
To take her in her heart's extremest hate, 

With cur.ses in her mouth, tears in her eyes, 

The bleeding witness of her hatred by ; 

Having God, her conscience, and these bars 
against me, 

And I nothing to back my suit at all, 

But the plain devil and dissembling looks, 

And yet to win her, all the world to nothing I 
Ha ! 

Hath she forgot already that brave prince, 240 
Edward, her lord, whom I, some three months since, 
Stabb'd in my angry mood at Tewksbury? 

A sweeter and a lovelier gentleman. 

Framed in the prodigality of nature. 

Young, valiant, wise, and, no doubt, right royal, 
The spacious world cannot again afford : 

And will she yet debase her eyes on me. 

That cropp’d the golden prime of this sweet prince. 
And made her widow to a woful bed ? 

\ On me, whose all not equals Edward’s moiety? 

On me, that halt and am unshapen thus? 251 
\ My dukedom to a beggarly denier, 

I do mistake my person all this while : 

Upon my life, she finds, although 1 cannot, 
Myself to be a marvellous proper man. 

I 'll be at charges for a looking-glass, ^ 

And entertain some score or two of tailors, 

To study fashions to adorn my body : 

Since I am crept in favour with myself, 

I will maintain it with some little cost. 260 

But first I ’ll turn yon fellow in his grave ; 

And then return lamenting to my love. 

Shine out, fair sun, till I have bought a glass, 
That I may see my shadow as I pass. [Exit. 


213 Crosby Place. A residence of Richard’s in Bishops- 
gate, London, now re-erected in Chelsea. 



Gloucester: ‘Take up the sword again . Engraving 
from Bell’s edition of Shakespeare’s works, 1773 

260 moiety. Half. 

252 denter. A copper coin worth about one tenth of a 
penny. 
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16 // is . . concluded yet. It is decided, but not lef^aiized. 

20 Countess Richmond. Margaret Beaufort, widow of 
Edmund Tudor, was married to the Earl of Derby, 
Henry Tudor, a son by her first marriage, became 
Henry VII. 



Lady Margaret Beaufort 


36 atonement. Reconciliation. 


Scene III. The palace. 

Enter Queen Elizabeth, Lord Rivers, and 
Lord Grey. 

Riv, Have patience, madam: there’s no 
doubt his majesty 

Will soon recover his accustom’d health. 

Grey, In that you brook it ill, it makes him 
worse : 

Therefore, for God’s sake, entertain good comfort, 
And cheer his grace with quick and merry words. 
Q, Eliz, If he were dead, what would betide 
of me? 

Riv, No other harm but loss of such a lord. 

Q, Eliz, The loss of such a lord includes all 
harm. 

Grey, The heavens have bless’d you with a 
goodly son. 

To be your comforter when he is gone. ^ ^ lo 

Q, Eliz. Oh, he is young, and his minority 
Is put unto the trust of Richard Gloucester, 

A man that loves not me, nor none of you. 

Riv, Is it concluded he shall be protedlor? 

\ Q, Eliz, It is determined, not concluded yet: 
But so it must be, if the king miscarry. 

Enter Buckingham and Derby. 

Grey. Here come the lords of Buckingham 
and Derby. 

Buck, Good time of day unto your royal grace ! 
Der. God make your majesty joyful as you 
have been ! 

\ Q. Eliz, The Countess Richmond, good my 
Lord of Derby, ao 

To your good prayers will scarcely say amen. 
Yet, Derby, notwithstanding she’s your wife, 
And loves not me, be you, good lord, assured 
I hate not you for her proud arrogance. 

Der, I do beseech you, either not believe 
The envious slanders of her false accusers ; 

Or, if she be accused in true report. 

Bear with her weakness, which, I think, proceeds 
From wayward sickness, and no grounded malice. 
Riv, Saw you the king to-day, my Lord of 
Derby? ^ 30 

Der, But now the Duke of Buckingham and I 
Are come from visiting his majesty. 

Q, Eliz, What likelihood of his amendment, 
lords? 

Buck. Madam, good hope ; his grace speaks 
cheerfully. 

Q, Eliz, God grant him health 1 Did you 
confer with him ? 

» Buck, Madam, we did: he desires to make 
atonement 

Betwixt the Duke of Gloucester and your brothers. 
And betwixt them and my lord chamberlain ; 
And sent to warn them to his royal presence. 

Q, Eliz, Would all were well ! but that will 
never be ^ 40 

I fear our happiness is at the highest. 

Enter Gloucester, Hastings, and Dorset. 

Glau, They do me wrong, and I will not en- 
dure it : 

Who are they that complain unto the king, 

That I, forsooth, am stem and love them not? 

By holy Paul, they love his grace but lightly 
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That fill his ears with such dissentious rumours. 
Because I cannot flatter and speak fair. 

• Smile in men's faces, smooth, deceive and cog, 
Duck with French nods and apish courtesy, 

I must be held a rancorous enemy. 50 

Cannot a plain man live and think no harm, 

But thus his simple truth must be abused 

• By silken, sly, insinuating Jacks? 

Rtv. To whom in all this presence speaks 
your grace ? 

Glou, To thee, that hast nor honesty nor grace. 
When have I injured thee? when done thee 
wrong ? 

Or thee? or thee? or any of your fadlion? 

A plague upon you all ! His royal person, — 
Whom God preserve better than you would 
wish! — 

Cannot be quiet scarce a brcalhing-while, 60 

• But you must trouble him with lewd complaints. 

Q. Eliz, Brother of Gloucester, you mistake 
the matter. 

The king, of his own royal disposition, 

And not provoked by any suitor else ; 

Aiming, belike, at your interior hatred, 

Which in your outward actions shows itself 
Against my kindred, brothers, and myself. 
Makes him to send; that thereby he may gather 
The ground of your ill-will, and so remove it. 
Glou. I cannot tell: the world is grown so 
bad, 7^ 

That wrens make prey where eagles dare not 
perch: 

Since every Jack became a gentleman, 

There's many a gentle person made a Jack. 

Q. EUz, Come, come, we know your meaning, 
brother Gloucester ; 

You envy my advancement and my friends’ : 

God grant we never may have need of you ! 

Glou, Meantime, God grants that we have 
need of you : 

Our brother is imprison’d by your means. 

Myself disgraced, and the nobili^ 

Held in contempt ; whilst many fair promotions 
Are daily given to ennoble those 81 

• That scarce, some two days since, were worth a 

noble. 

• Q, Eliz. By Him that raised me to this care- 

ful height 

From that contented hap which I enjoy'd, 

I never did incense his majesty 

Against the Duke of Clarence, but have been 

An earnest advocate to plead for him. 

My lord, you do me shameful injury, 

Falsely to draw me in these vile suspedls. 

Glou, You may deny that you were not the 
cause 90 

Of my Lord Hastings’ late imprisonment 
Riv, She may, my lord, for — 

Glou. She may, Lord Rivers! why, who 
knows not so ?^ 

She may do more, sir, than denying that : 

She may help you to many fair preferaients , 

Ajid then deny her aiding hand therein. 

And lay those honours on your high deserts. 
What may she not? She may, yea, marry, may 
she,— 

Riv. What, marry, may she! 

Glou. What, marry, may she ! marry with a 
king, *00 


48 cog. Cheat. 

83 Jacks. Common men. 
61 lewd. Base. 

82 noble. A gold coin. 

83 careful. Full of care. 
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102 1 tvis. Certainly 
130 battle Army. 

135 father Father-in-law. 
144 cacodemon. Evil spirit. 


A bachelor, a handsome stripling too : 

• I wis your grandarn had a worser match. 

Q. Eltz. My Lord of Gloucester, I have too 
long borne 

Your blunt iipbraidings and your bitter scoffs: 

By heaven, I will acquaint his majesty 
with those gross taunts I often have endured. 

I had rather be a country servant-maid 
Than a great queen, with this condition, 

To be thus taunted, scorn’d, and baited at : 

Enter Qvkkh Margaret, behind. 

Small joy have I in being England’s queen, no 
Q. Mar. And lessen’d be that small, God, I 
beseech thee ! 

7 'hy honour, state and seat is due to me. 

Glou. What ! threat you me with telling of 
the king? 

Tell him, and spare not : look, what 1 have said 
T will avouch in presence of the king : 

1 dare adventure to be sent to the Tower. 

’Tis time to speak ; my pains are quite forgot. 

Q. Mar. Out, devil ! I remember them too 
well : 

Thou slewest my husband Henry in the Tower, 
And Edward, my pioor son, at Tewksbury. 120 
Glou. Ere you were queen, yea, or your hus- 
band king, 

T was a pack-horse in his great affairs : 

A weeder-out of his proud adversaries, 

A liberal re warder of his friends : 

To royalise his blood I sf)ilt mine own. 

Q. Mar. Yea, and much better blood than his 
or thine. 

Glou. In all which time you and your husband 
Grey 

Were fa(5lious for the house of Lancaster ; 

And, Rivers, so were you. Was not your husband 

• In Margaret’s battle at Saint Alban’s slain? 130 
Let me put in your minds, if you forget, 

What you have been ere now, and what you arc ; 
Withal, what I have been, and what I am. 

Q. Mar. A murderous villain, and so still 
thou art. 

• Gloti. Poor Clarence did forsake his father, 

Warwick ; 

Yea, and forswore himself, — which Jesu par- 
don ! — 

Q. Mar. Which God revenge ! 

Glou. To fight on Edward’s party for the 
crown ; 

And for his meed, poor lord, he is mew’d up. 

I would to God my heart were flint, like Ed- 
ward’s ; 140 

Or Edward’s soft and pitiful, like mine : 

I am too childi.sh-foolish for this world. 

Q. Mar. Hie thee to hell for shame, and leave 
the world, 

• Thou cacodemon ! there thy kingdom is. 

Rizf. My Lord of Gloucester, in those busy 
days 

Which here you urge to prove us enemies. 

We follow’d then our lord, our lawful king : 

So should we you, if you should be our king. 

Glou. If I should be ! 1 had rather be apedlar; 
Far be it from my heart, the thought of it I 150 
Q. Eliz. As little joy, my lord, as you suppose 
You should enjoy, were you this country’s king. 
As little joy may you suppose in me, 
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That I enjoy, being the queen thereof. 

Q, Mar, A little joy enjoys the queen thereof ; 
For I am she, and altogether joyless. 

I can no longer hold me patient. lAdvancing, 
Hear me, you wrangling pirates, that fall out 
In sharing that which you have pilTd from me I 
Which of you trembles not that looks on meY 160 
If not, that, I being queen, you bow like subjects, 
Yet that, by you deposed, you quake like rebels? 
O gentle villain, do not turn away I 

Glou, Foul wrinkled witch, what makest thou 
in my sight? 

Q. Mar. But repetition of what thou hast 
marr’d ; 

That will 1 make before I let thee go. 

Glou. Wert thou not banished on pain of 
death? 

Q, Mar, I was ; but I do find more pain in 
banishment 

Than death can yield me here by my abode. 

A husband and a son thou owest to me ; 170 

And thou a kingdom ; all of you allegiance : 

The sorrow that I have, by right is yours. 

And all the pleasures you usurp are mine. 

Glou. The curse my noble father laid on 
thee, 

• When thou didst crown his warlike brows with 

paper 

And with thy scorns drew’st rivers from his eyes, 

• And then, to dry them, gavest the duke a clout 
Steep’d in the faultlc.ss blood of pretty Rut- 
land, — 

His curses, then from bitterness of soul 179 
Denounced against thee, are all fall’n upon thee ; 
And God, not we, hath plagued thy bloody deed. 
Q. Kltz. So just is God, to right the inno- 
cent. 

Hast, O, ’twas the foulest deed to slay that 
babe, 

And the most merciless that e’er was heard of! 
Kiv. Tyrants themselves wept when it was 
reported. 

Dor. No man but prophesied revenge for it. 
Buck. Northumberland, then present, wept 
to see it. 

Q, Mar. What ! were you snarling all before 1 
came, 

Ready to catch each other by the throat. 

And turn you all your hatred now on me? 190 
Did York’s dread curse prevail so much with 
heaven 

That Henry’s death, my lovely Edward’s death, 
Their kingdom’s loss, my woful banishment, 

• Could all but answer for that peevish brat? 

Can curses pierce the clouds and enter heaven ? 
Why, then, give way, dull clouds, to my quick 

curses I 

If not by war, by surfeit die your king, 

As ours by murder, to make him a king ! 

Edward thy son, which now is Prince of Wales, 
For Edward my .son, which was Prince of Wales, 
Die in his youth by like untimely violence ! 201 

Thyself a queen, for me that was a queen. 

Outlive thy glory, like my wretched self! 

Long mayst thou live to wail thy children’s loss ; 
And see another, as I see thee now. 

Deck'd in thy rights, as thou art stall’d in mine ! 
Long die thy happy days before thy death ; 

And, after many lengthen’d hours of grief, 



Costume design for Queen Margaret by John Bury with 
Ann Curtis, Royal Shakespeare Co, 1964 

17B When thou . . . paper. See j Henry VI, i. iv, 95ff. 

177 clout. Cloth. 

194 but. Only. 
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Genevieve Ward, the Edwardian actress, as Queen 
Margaret. Lyceum Theatre, London, 1897 


241 vain flourish. Hollow show. 

242 bottled. Swollen. 

266 current. Genuine. 


Die neither mother^ wife, nor England’s queen ! 
Rivers and Dorset, you were slanders by, 210 
And so wast thou. Lord Hastings, when my son 
Was s^bb'd with bloody daggers: God, I pray 
him. 

That none of you may live your natural age. 

But by some unlook’d accident cut off I 
G/ou. Have done thy charm, Aou hateful 
wither’d hag ! 

Q. Mar. And leave out thee? stay, dog, for 
thou shall hear me. 

If heaven have any grievous plague in store 
Exceeding those that 1 can wish upon thee, 

O, let them keep it till thy sins be ripe, 

And then hurl down their indignation 220 

On thee, the troubler of the poor world's peace 1 
The worm of conscience still begnaw thy soul I 
Thy friends suspedt for traitors while thou livest, 
And take deep traitors for thy dearest friends I 
No sleep close up that deadly eye of thine. 

Unless It be whilst some tormenting dream 
Affrights thee with a hell of ugly devils I 
1‘hou elvish-mark’d, abortive, rooting hog ! 

Thou that wast seal’d in thy nativity 

I'he slave of nature and the son of hell ! 230 

Thou slander of thy mother's heavy womb ! 

Thou loathed issue of thy father’s loins ! 

Thou rag of honour ! thou detested — 

Glou. Margaret. 

Q. Mar. Richard! 

Glou. Ha ! 

Q. Mar. 1 call thee not. 

Glou. I cry thee mercy then, for 1 had 
thought 

That thou hadst call'd me all these bitter names. 
Q. Mar. Why, so I did; but look’d for no 
reply. 

O, let me make the period to my curse ! 

Glou. ’Tis done by me, and ends in ^ Mar- 
garet.’ 

Q. Eliz. Thus have you breathed your curse 
against yourself. 240 

• Q. Mar. Poor painted queen, vain flourish of 

my fortune ! 

• Why strew’st thou sugar on that bottled spider. 
Whose deadly web ensnareth thee about? 

Fool, fool 1 thou whet’st a knife to kill thyself. 
The time will come when thou shall wish for me 
To help thee curse that poisonous bunch-back'd 

toad. 

Hast. False-boding woman, end thy frantic 
curse. 

Lest to thy harm thou move our patience. 

Q. Mar. Foul shame upon you I you have 
all moved mine. 

Rtv. Were you well served, you would be 
taught your duty. 250 

Q. Mar. To serve me well, you all should do 
me duty. 

Teach me to be your queen, and you my sub- 
jecfls: 

O, serve me well, and teach yourselves that 
duty!^ 

Dor. Disrate not with her ; she is lunatic. 

Q. Mar. Peace, master marquess, you are 
malapert: 

• Your fire-new stamp of honour is scarce current. 
O, that your young nobility could J 

What ’twere to lose it, and be miserabTe ! 
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They that stand high have many blasts to shake 
them ; 259 

And if they fail, they dash themselves to pieces. 

Glou. Good counsel, marry : learn it, learn it, 
marquess. 

Dor. It toucheth you, my lord, as much as 
me. 

Glou. Yea, and much more : but I was born 
so high, 

• Our aery buildeth in the cedar’s top, 

• And dallies with the wind and scorns the sun^ 

Q. Mar. And turns the sun to shade; alas I 
alas! 

Witness my son, now in the shade of death ; 
Whose bright out-shining beams thy cloudy wrath 
Hath in eternal darkness folded up. 

Your aery buildeth in our aery's nest. 270 

O God, that seest it, do not suffer it ; 

As it was won with blood, lost be it so ! 

Buck. Have done! for shame, if not for 
charity. 

Q. Mar. Urge neither charity nor shame to 
me : 

Uncharitably with me have you dealt. 

And shamefully by you my hopes are butcher’d. 
My charity is outrage, life my shame ; 

And in that shame still live my sorrow’s rage ! 

Buck. Have done, have done. 

Q. Mar. O princely Buckingham, I’ll kiss 
thy hand, ^ 280 

In sign of leame and amity with thee : 

Now fair befm thee and thy noble house ! 

Thy garments are not spotted with our blood. 
Nor mo\x within the compass of my curse. 

Buck. Nor no one here ; for curses never pass 
The lips of those that breathe them in the air. 

Q. Mar. I ’ll not believe but they ascend the 
sky, 

And there awake God’s gentle-sleeping peace. 

O Buckingham, take heed of yonder dog ! 

Look, when he fawns, he bites; and when he 
bites, 290 

His venom tooth will rankle to the death : 

Have not to do with him, beware of him ; 

Sin, death, and hell have set their marks on him, 
And all their ministers attend on him. 

Glou. What doth she say, my Lord of Buck- 
ingham? 

Buck. Nothing that I respedl, my gracious 
lord. 

Q. Mar. What, dost thou scorn me for my 
gentle counsel V 

And soothe the devil that I warn thee from? 

O, but remember this another day. 

When he shall ^lit thy very heart with sorrow. 
And say poor Margaret was a prophetess ! 301 

Live each of you tne subjects to his hate. 

And he to yours, and all of you to God’s ! \ExiU 

Hast. My haar doth stand on end to hear her 
curses. 

Xiv. And so doth mine : I muse why she’s at 
liberw. 

GUm. 1 cannot blame her: by God’s holy 
mother, 

She hath had too much wrong ; and I repent 
My part thereof that I have done to her. 

Q. EUm. I never didher any, tomy knowledn. 

UtoH. But you have all the vantage of her 
wrong. 3 x 0 


2M aery. Bird of prey’s nest. 

2M icorm the sun. It was thought that the eagle was the 
only bird that could look into the sun without being 
blinded. 



Queen Margaret: ‘Live each of you the subjects to his 
hate . . .* Drawing by Henry Singleton (1766“ 1839) 
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314 frank'd up to fatting. Penned up (like a pig) to be 
fattened. 

317 scathe Harm. 



Crosby Place. Engraving from Old England, 1854 

364 drop millstones Proverbially said of hard-hearted 
persons. 


I was too hot to do somebody good, 

That is too cold in thinking of it now. 

Marry, as for Clarence, he is well repaid ; 

» He is frank’d up to fatting for his pains : 

God pardon them that are the cause of it ! 

A virtuous and a Christian-like conclusion, 
I To pray for them that have done scathe to us. 
Giou. So do I ever : \Asiife\ being well advised. 
For had 1 cursed now, I had cursed myself. 

Enter Catesby. 

Cates. Madam, his majesty doth call for you ; 
And for your grace ; and you, my noble lords. 321 
Q. Eliz. Catesby, we come. Lords, will you 
go with us? 

Riv. Madam, we will attend your grace. 

{Exeunt all but Gloucester. 
Glou. I do the wrong, and first begin to brawl. 
The secret mischiefs that 1 .set abroach 
I lay unto the grievous charge of others. 
Clarence, whom I, indeed, have laid in darkness, 

1 do beweep to many simple gulls ; 

Namely, to Hastings, Derby, Huckingham ; 

And say it is the queen and her allies 330 

That stir the king against the duke my brother. 
Now, they believe it ; and withal whet me 
To be revenged on Rivers, Vaughan, Grey : 

But then I sigh ; and, with a piece of scripture, 
Tell them that (jod bids us do good for evil : 

And thus I clothe my naked villany 
With old odd ends stolen out of holy writ ; 

And seem a saint, when most I play the devil. 

Enter tivo Murderers. 

But, soft ! here come my executioners. 

How now, my hardy, stout resolved mates t 340 
Are you now going to dispatch this deed ? 

EHrst Murd. We are, my lord ; and come to 
have the warrant, 

That we may be admitted where he is. 

Glou. Well thought upon ; I have it here about 
me. [Gives the 'warrant. 

When you have done, repair to Crosby Place. 
But, sirs, be sudden in the execution. 

Withal obdurate, do not hear him plead ; 

F’or Clarence is well-spoken, and perhaps 
May move your hearts to pity, if you mark him. 

First Murd. Tush! 350 

Fear not, my lord, we will not stand to prate ; 
Talkers are no good doers : be assured 
We come to use our hands and not our tongues. 

\ Glou. Your eyes drop millstones, when fools’ 
eyes drop tears : 

I like you, lads ; about your business straight ; 
Go, go, dispatch. 

First Murd. We will, my noble lord. [Exeunt. 

Scene IV. London. The Tower. 

Enter Clarence and Brakenbury. 

Brak. Why looks your grace so heavily to-day ? 
Clar. O, I have jess’d a miserable night. 

So full of ugly sights, of ghastly dreams, 

That, as I am a Christian faithful man, 

I would not spend another such a night, 

Though ’twere to buy a world of happy days. 

So full of dismal terror was the time ! 
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Brak. What was your dream? I long to hear 
you tell it. 

Ciar. Methoughts that I had broken from the 
Tower, 

And was embark'd to cross to Burgundy ; lo 
And, in my company, my brother Gloucester ; 
Who from my cabin tempted me to walk 
Upon the hatches: thence we look’d toward 
England, 

And cited up a thousand fearful times. 

During the wars of York and Lancaster 
That had befalTn us. As we paced along 
Upon the giddy footing of the hatches, 
Methought that Gloucester stumbled; and, in 
falling. 

Struck me, that thought to stay him, overboard, 
Into the tumbling billows of the main. 20 

Lord, Lord ! methought, what pain it was to 
drown ! 

What dreadful noise of waters in mine ears ! 
What ugly sights of death within mine eyes ! 

• Methought I saw a thousand fearful wrecks ; 

Ten thousand men that fishes gnaw’d upon ; 
Wedges of gold, great anchors, heaps of pearl. 
Inestimable stones, unvalued jewels. 

All scatter’d in the bottom of the sea: 

Some lay in dead men’s skulls ; and, in those holes 
Where eyes did once inhabit, there were crept, 30 
As ’twere in scorn of eyes, refle6ling gems. 

Which woo’d the slimy bottom of the deep. 

And mock’d the dead bones that lay scatter’d by. 
Brak, Had you such leisure in the time of 
death 

To gaze upon the secrets of the deep? 

Clar, Methought I had : and often did I strive 

• To yield the ghost : but still the envious flood 
Kept in my soul, and would not let it forth 
To seek the empty, vast and wandering air; 

But smother’d it within my panting bulk, 40 
Which almost burst to belch it in the sea. 

Brak. Awaked you not with this sore agony? 
Clar. O, no, my dream was lengthen’d after 
life ; 

O, then began the tempest to my soul, 

• Who pa.ss’d, methought, the melancholy flood, 

• With that grim ferryman which poets write of, 
Unto the kingdom of perpetual night. 

The first that there did greet my stranger soul, 
Was my great father-in-law, renowned Warwick ; 
Who cried aloud, ‘What scourge for perjury 50 
Can this dark monarchy afford false Clarence?’ 
And so he vanish’d : then came wandering by 

• A shadow like an angel, with bright hair 
Dabbled in blood ; and he squeak’d out aloud, 

• ‘Clarence is come; false, fleeting, perjured Cla- 

rence, 

That stabb’d me in the field by Tewksbury; 

Seize on him, Furies, take him to your torments !’ 
With that, methoughts, a legion of foul fiends 
Environ’d me about, and howled in mine ears 
Such hideous cries, that with the very noise 60 
I trembling waked, and for a season after 
Could not believe but that I was in hell, 

Such terrible impression made the dream. 

Brak, No marvel, my lord, though it affrighted 
you ; 

I promise you, I am afraid to hear you tell it. 

Clar. O Brakenbury, 1 have done those things, 
Which now bear evidence against my soul. 



Clarence’s dream. Watercolour by John M. Wright 
(1777-1866) 

24^31 Methought . . . gems. See introduction. 

37 envious. Malicious. 

45 flood. The river Styx in Hades. 

46 ferryman. Charon who ferried the souls of the dead 
across the river Styx. 

53 shadow. Edward, Prince of Wales 

55 fleeting. Inconstant. 
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For Edward’s sake ; and see how he requites me ! 

0 God ! if my deep prayers cannot appease thee, 
But thou wilt be avenged on mv misdeeds, 70 
Yet execute thy wrath in me alone, 

O, spare my guiltless wife and my poor children I 

1 pray thee, gentle keeper, stay by me ; 

My soul is heavy, and 1 fain would sleep. 

Brak. I will, my lord : God give your grace 
good rest ! [Clarence sleeps. 

Sorrow breaks seasons and reposing hours, 

Makes the night morning, and the noon-tide 
night. 

• Princes have but their titles for their glories. 

An outward honour for an inward toil ; 

And, for unfelt imagination, 80 

They often feel a world of restless cares : 

So that, betwixt their titles and low names. 

There ’s nothing differs but the outward fame. 

Enter the two Murderers. 

First Murd, Ho I who 's here ? 

Brak, In God’s name what are you, and how 
came you hither? 

First Murd. 1 would speak with Clarence, 
and I came hither on my legs. 

Brak. Yea, are you so brief? 

Sec, Murd, O sir, it is better to be brief than 
tedious. Shew him our commission ; talk no 
more. [Brakenbury reads it, 

Brak, I am, in this, commanded to deliver 
The noble Duke of Clarence to your hands ; 

I will not reason what is meant hereby, 

Because I will be guiltless of the meaning. 

Here are the keys, there sits the duke asleep : 

1 ’ll to the king ; and signify to him 

That thus I have resign’d my charge to you. 

First Murd* Do so, it is a point of wisdom : 
fare you well. [Exit Brakenbury. loo 

Sec. Murd. What, shall we stab him as he 
sleeps? 

First Murd, No ; then he will say 'twas done 
cowardly, when he wakes. 

Sec. Murd. When he wakes! why, fool, he 
shall never wake till the judgement-day. 

First Murd, Why, then he will say we 
stabbed him sleeping. 

Sec, Murd, The urging of that word ‘judge- 
ment’ hath bred a kind of remorse in me. zio 
First Murd. What, art thou afraid? 

Sec. Murd, Not to kill him, having a war- 
rant for it; but to be damned for killing him, 
from which no warrant can defend us. 

First Murd, 1 thought thou hadst been re- 
solute. 

Sec* Murd. So I am, to let him live. 

First Murd. Back to the Duke of Gloucester, 
tell him so. 

Sec, Murd. I pray thee, stay a while : I hope 
my holy humour will change ; ’twas wont to hold 
me but while one would tell twenty. 

First Murd. How dost thou feel thyself now? 
Sec, Murd. ’Faith, some certain dregs of con- 
science are yet within me. 

First Murd. Remember our reward, when 
the deed is done. 

Sec. Murd* ’Zounds, he dies : I had forgot the 
reward. i2g 

First Murd. Where is thy conscience now? 
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Sec. Mufii, In the Duke of Gloucester's purse. 

First Murd, So when he opens his purse 
to give us our reward, thy conscience flies out 

Sec. Murd. Let it go; there’s few or none 
will entertain it 

First Murd How if it come to thee again? 

• Sec. Murd. I’ll not meddle with it: it is a 
dangerous thing: it makes a man a coward: a 
man cannot stem, but it accuseth him ; he cannot 
swear, but it checks him; he cannot lie with his 
neighbour’s wife, butitdetedUhim: ’tis a blush- 
ing shamefast spirit that mutinies in a man’s 
bosom; it fills one full of obstacles: it made me 
once restore a purse of gold that I found ; it 
beggars any man that keeps it: it is turned out 
of all towns and cities for a dangerous thing; 
and every man that means to live well endea- 
vours to trust to himself and to live without it. 

• First Murd. ’Zounds, it is even now at my 
elbow, persuading me not to kill the duke. 150 

Sec. Murd. Take the devil in thy mind, and 
believe him not: he would insinuate with thee 
but to make thee sigh. 

First Murd. Tut, I am strong-framed, he 
cannot prevail with me, I warrant thee. 

Sec. Murd. Spoke like a tall fellow that 
respedts his reputation. Come, shall we to this 
gear? 

• First Murd. Take him over the costard with 
the hilts of thy sword, and then we will chop 

• him in the malmsey-butt in the next room. 161 

• S^. Murd. O excellent device I make a sop 
of him. 

First Murd. Hark ! he stirs : shall I strike? 

Sec. Murd. No, first let’s reason with him. 

Clar. Where art thou, keeper? give me a cup 
of wine. 

%ec. Murd. You shall have wine enough, my 
lord, anon. 

Clar. In God’s name, what art thou? 

Sec. Murd. A man, as you are. 170 

Clar. But not, as I am, royal. 

Sec. Murd. Nor you, as we are, loyal. 

Clar. Thy voice is thunder, but thy looks are 
humble. 

Sec. Murd. My voice is now the king’s, my 
looks mine own. 

Clar. How darkly and how deadly dost thou 
speak! 

Your eyes do menace me : why look you pale? 
Who sent you hither? Wherefore do you come? 

Botk. To, to, to— 

Clar. To murder me? 

Betk. Ay, ay. 

Clar. You scarcely have the hearts to tell 
me so, ^ 180 

And therefore cannot have the hearts to do it. 
Wherein, my friend^ have I ofiended you? 

First Murd. Offended us you have not, but 
the king. 

Clar. 1 shall be reconciled to him again. 

Sec. Murd. Never, my lord; therefore pre- 
pare to die. 

Clar. Alt you call’d forth from out a world 
of men 

To slay the innocent? What is my offence? 
Where are the evidence that do accuse me? 

e What lawful quest have given their verdidl up 
Unto the frownbig judge? or who pronounced xgo 
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189 costard. An apple; slang for ‘head’. 
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212 sovereign son Henry Vi’s son, Edward, Prince of 
Wales 



Clarence: ‘For Edward, for my brother . . Edward IV, 
brother of Richard, Duke of Gloucester, and ol George, 
Duke of Clarence. Engraving from Old England, 1854 

224 indirect. Unjust. 


The bitter sentence of poor Clarence’ death? 
Before I be convidt by course of law, 

T o threaten me with death is most unlawful. 

I charge you, as you hope to have redemption 
By Christ’s dear blood shed for our grievous sins, 
That you depart and lay no hands on me : 

The deed you undertake is damnable. 

J^irs^ Murd, What we will do, we do upon 
command. 

Sec. Murd. And he that hath commanded is 
the king. 

Clar. Erroneous vassal ! the great King of 
kings 200 

Hath in the tables of his law commanded 
That thou shalt do no murder : and wilt thou, then, 
Spurn at his^didt and fulfil a man’s? 

Take heed-; for he holds vengeance in his hands, 
To hurl i^n their heads that break his law. 

Sec. Murd. And that same vengeance doth 
he hurl on thee, 

For false forswearing and for murder too : 

Thou didst receive the holy sacrament. 

To fight in quarrel of the house of Lancaster. 
First Murd. And, like a traitor to the name 
of God, 210 

Didst break that vow; and with thy treacherous 
blade 

• Unrip’dst the bowels of thy sovereign’s son. 

Sec. Murd. Whom thou wert sworn to cheri.sh 
and defend. 

First Murd. How canst thou urge God’s 
dreadful law to us. 

When thou hast broke it in so dear degree ? 

Clar. Alas ! for whose sake did I that ill deed? 
For Edward, for my brother, for his sake ; 

Why, sirs, 

He sends ye not to murder me for this ; 

For in this sin he is as deep as I. 320 

If God will be revenged for this deed, 

O, know you yet, he doth it publicly : 

Take not the quarrel from his powerful arm; 

• He needs no indiredl nor lawless course 
To cut off those that have offended him. 

First Murd. Who made thee, then, a bloody 
minister, 

When gallant-springing brave Plantagenet, 

That princely novice, was struck dead by thee? 
Clar. My brother’s love, the devil, and my rage. 
First Murd. Thy brother’s love, our duty, 
and thy fault, 230 

Provoke us hither now to slaughter thee. 

Clar. Oh, if you love my brother, hate not me ; 
I am his brother, and I love him well. 

If you be hired for meed, go back again. 

And I will send you to my brother Gloucester, 
Who shall reward you better for my life 
Than Edward will for tidings of my death. 

Sec. Murd. You are deceived, your brother 
Gloucester hates you. 

Clar. O, no, he loves me, and he holds me 
dear: 

Go you to him from me. 

Both. Ay, so we will. 340 

Clar. Tell him, when that our princely father 
York 

Bless’d his three sons with his viAorlous arm. 

And charged us from his soul to love each other, 
He little thought of this divided friendship: 

Bid Gloucester think of this, and he will weep. 
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First Murd, Ay, millstones ; as he lesson'd us 
to weep. 

CAtr. O, do not slander him, for he is kind. 
First Murd, Right, 

As snow in harvest. Thou deceivest thyself : 
’Tis he that sent us hither now to slaughter thee. 

Clar, It cannot be ; for when I parted with him, 
He hugg’d me in his arms, and swore, with sobs, 
That he would labour my delivery. 

Sec. Murd. Why, so he doth, now he delivers 
thee 

From this world's thraldom to the joys of heaven. 
First Murd. Make peace with God, for you 
must die, my lord. 

Clar. Hast thou that holy feeling in thy soul. 
To counsel me to make my peace withuGod, 

And art thou yet to thy own soul so blind. 

That thou wilt war wi& God by murdering me ? 
Ah, sirs, consider, he that set you on 261 

To do this deed will hate you for the deed. 
Murd. What shall we do? 

Clar. Relent, and save your souls. 

First Murd. Relent ! *tis cowardly and wo- 
manish. 

Clar. Not to relent is beastly, savage, devilish. 
Which of you, if you were a prince's son, 

Being pent from liberty, as 1 am now. 

If two such murderers as yourselves came to you, 
Would not entreat for life ? 

My friend, I spy some pity in thy looks ; 270 

O, if thine eye he not a flatterer, 

Come thou on my side, and entreat for me. 

As you would beg, were you in my distress : 

A begging prince what beggar pities not? 

Sec. Murd. Look behind you, my lord. 

First Murd. Take that, and that : if all this 
will not do, \Stabs him. 

I *11 drown you in the malmsey-butt within. 

\Exity with the body. 
Sec. Murd. A bloody deed, and desperately 
dispatch'd I 

How fain, like Pilate, would I wash my hands 
Of this most grievous guilty murder done 1 280 

Re-enter First Murderer. 

First Murd. How now I what mean'st thou, 
that thou help'st me not? 

By heavens, the duke shall know how slack thou 
art ! 

Sec. Murd. I would he knew that I had saved 
his brother ! 

Take thou the fee, and tell him what I say ; 

For I repent me that the duke is slain. [Exit. 
First Murd. So do not 1 : go, coward as thou 
art. 

Now must I hide his body in some hole. 

Until the duke take order for his burial : 

And when I have my meed, I must away ; 

For this will out, and here I must not stay, ago 

ACT II. 

Scene I. London. The palace. 

Flourish. Enter King Edward sick^ Queen 
Elizabeth, Dorset, Rivers, Hastings, 
Buckingham, Grey, and others. 

K. Edw. Why, so : now have I done a good 
day's work : 



Edward IV holds court. From Laurence Olivier's film 
production of Richard Illy 1955 
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B3 heap. Company. 



Roy Dotrice as Edward IV and Susan Engel as Queen 
Elizabeth, Royal Shakespeare Co, 1963 


You peers, continue this united league : 

I every day expedk an embassage 
From my Redeemer to redeem me hence ; 

And now in peace my soul shall part to heaven. 
Since I have set my friends at peace on earth. 
Rivers and Hastings, take each other^s hand ; 
Dissemble not your ^tred. swear your love. 

Riv, By heaven, my heart is purged from 
grudging hate; 

And with my hand I seal my true heart’s love, zo 
Nasi. So thrive I, as I truly swear the like ! 
K, Edw. Take heed you dally not before 
your king ; 

Lest he that the supreme King of kings 
Confound your hidden falsehood, and award 
Either of you to be the other’s end. 

Hiist. So prosMr 1, as I swear perfedl love ! 
Riv, And I, as 1 love Hastings with my heart I 
K. Edw. Madam, yourself are not exempt in 
this, 

Nor voiir son Dorset, Buckingham, nor you ; 

You have been fadtious one amnst the other, ao 
Wife, love Lord Hastings, let him kiss your hand ; 
And what you do, do it imfeignedly. 

Q, Eliz. Here, Hastings; I will nevermore 
remember 

Our former hatred, so thrive I and mine I 
K, Edw, Dorset, embrace him; Hastings, 
love lord marquess. 

Dor. This interchange of love, I here protest. 
Upon my part shall be unviolable. 

Hast. And so swear I, my lord. 

[ They embrcLce. 

K. Edw. ^ Now, princely Buckingham, seal 
thou this league 

With thv embracements to my wife’s allies, 30 
And make me happy in your unity. 

Buck. Whenever Buckingham doth turn his 
hate 

On you or yours [to the Queen\y but vdth all 
duteous love 

Doth cherish you and yours, God punish me 
With hate in &ose where I expedl most love I 
When 1 have most heed to employ a friend. 

And most assured that he is a friend. 

Deep, hollow, treacherous, and full of guile, 

Be he unto me ! this do I beg of God, 

When I am cold in zeal to you or yours. 40 

[ Tf^ embrace. 

K. Edw. A pleasing cordial, princely Buck-^ 
ingham, 

Is this my vow unto my sickly heart. 

There wanteth now our brother Gloucester here, 
To make the perfedl period of this peace. 

Buck. And, in good time, here comes the 
noble duke. 

Enter Gloucbstbr. 

Glau. Good morrow to my sovereign king and 
queen ; 

And, princelyjMers, a happy time of day ! 

K. Edw. Happy, indeed, as we have spent 
the day. 

Brother, we have done deeds of diarity ; 

Made peace of enmi^, fair love of hate, 50 
Between these swelling wrong-incensed peers. 
Glom. A blessed l^ur, my most sovereign 
liege: 

• Amongst this princely heap, If any here, 
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^ false intelligence, or wrong surmise, 

H^ld me a foe ; 

If I unwittingly, or in my rage, 

• Have aught committed that is hardly borne 
By any in this presence, I desire 
To reconcile me to his friendly peace : 

’Tis death to me to be at enmity ; 

I hate it, and desire all good men’s love. 

First, madam, I entreat true peace of you. 
Which I will purchase with my duteous service ; 
Of you, my noble cousin Buckingham, 

If ever any grudge were lodged between us ; 

Of you, Lora Rivers, and. Lord Grey, of you ; 
That all without desert have frown’d on me ; 
Dukes, earls, lords, gentlemen; indeed, of all. 

I do not know that Englishman alive 

With whom my soul is any jot at odds 70 

More than the infant that is born to-night: 

I thank my God for my humility. 

Q, Eliz, A holy day shall this be kept here- 
after : 

I would to God all strifes were well compounded. 
My sovereign liege, I do beseech your majesty 
To take our brother Clarence to your grace. 
Glou. Why, madam, have I offer’d love for 
this, 

To be so flouted in this royal presence? 

Who knows not that the noble duke is dead? 

[ They all starts 

You do him injury to scorn his corse. 80 

Riv. Who knows not he is dead ! who knows 
he is? 

Q, Eliz. All-seeing heaven, what a world is 
this ! 

Buck. Look I so pale. Lord Dorset, as the 
rest? 

Dor, Ay, my good lord ; and no one in this 
presence 

But his red colour hath forsook his cheeks. 

K. Edw. Is Clarence dead? the order was 
reversed. 

Glou, But he, poor soul, by your first order 
died. 

And that a winged Mercury did bear ; 

Some tardy cripple bore the countermand, 

• That came too lag to see him buried. 90 

God grant that some, less noble and less loyal. 
Nearer in bloody thoughts, but not in blood, 
Deserve not worse than wretched Clarence did. 
And yet go current from suspicion! 


Enter Derby. 

Der. A boon, my sovereign, for my service 
done ! 

K. Edw. I pray thee, peace : my soul is full 
of sorrow. 

Der. 1 will not rise, unless your highness grant. 

/C. Edw. Then speak at once what is it thou 
demand’st, 

• Der. The forfeit^ sovereign, of my servant’s 
life ; 

Who slew to-day a riotous gentleman xoo 

Lately attendant on the Duke of Norfolk. 

IT. Edw. Have 1 a tongue to doom my bro- 
ther's death. 

And shall the same give pardon to a slave? 

My brother slew no map ; his fault was thought, 

And yet his punishment was cruel death. 

Who sued to me for him? who, in my rage. 


87 hardly home. Resented. 



Costume design for Queen Elizabeth by John Bury with 
Ann Curtis, Royal Shakespeare Co, 1964 


90 lag. Late. 

99 The forfeit . . . life. Pardon for my servant, whose life 
should be forfeit for his crime. 
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107 adt used. Careful. 

133 closet Private apartment. 
137 still. Continually. 



Sir John Martin-Harvey who played Richard III at the 
His Majesty’s Theatre, London, igi6. Painting by 
Bernard Munns (1870-1942) 


8 cousins. A term used for a wide variety of family 
relationships. 


• Kneel’d at my feet, and bade me be advised? 
Who spake of brotherhood? who spake of love? 
Who told me how the poor soul did forsake 
The mighty Warwick, ^nd did fight for me? iro 
Who told me, in the field by Tewksbury, 

When Oxford had me down, he rescued me, 

And said, ‘Dear brother, live, and be a king’? 
Who told me, when we both lay in the field 
Frozen almost to death, how he did lap me 
Even in his own garments, and gave himself. 

All thin and naked, to the numb cold night ? 

All this from my remembrance brutish wrath 
Sinfully pluck’d, and not a man of you 
Had so much grace to put it in my mind. t 20 
But when your carters or your waiting-vassals 
Have done a drunken slaughter, and defaced 
The precious image of our dear Redeemer, 

You straight are on your knees for pardon, pardon ; 
And I, unjustly too, must grant it you: 

But for my brother not a man would speak. 

Nor I, ungracious, speak unto myself 
For him, poor soul. The proudest of you all 
Have been beholding to him in his life ; 

Yet none of you would once plead for his life. 130 

0 God, I fear thy justice will take hold 

On me, and you, and mine, and yours for this ! 

• Come, Hastings, help me to my closet. Oh, 

poor Clarence ! 

[Exeunt some with King and Queen. 
Gloii. This is the fruit of rashness 1 Mark’d 
you not 

How that the guilty kindred of the queen 
Look’d pale when they did hear of Clarence’ 
death? 

• O, they did urge it still unto the king ! 

God will revenge it. But come, let us in, 

To comfort Edward with our company. 

Buck, We wait upon your grace. [Exeunt. 

Scene II. The palace. 

Enter the Duchess of York, with the two 
children of Clarence. 

Boy. Tell me, good grandam, is our father 
dead? 

Duch. No, boy. 

Boy, Why do you wring your hands, and beat 
your breast, 

And cry ‘ O Clarence, my unhappy son ! * 

Girl. Why do you look on us, and shake your 
head. 

And call us wretches, oiphans, castaways. 

If that our noble father be alive? 

• Duch. My pretty cousins, you mistake me 

much; 

1 do lament the sickness of the king, 

As loath to lose him, not your father’s death ; zo 
It were lost sorrow to wail one that’s lost. 

Boy, Then, grandam, you conclude that he is 
dead. 

The king my uncle is to blame for this : 

God will revenge it; whom I will importune 
With daily prayers all to that effedl. 

Girl. And so will I. 

Duch* Peace, children, peace I the king doth 
love you well : 

Incapable and shallow innocents, 

You cannot guess who caused your father’s death. 
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Boy. Grandam, we can; for my good uncle 
Gloucester 20 

Told me, the king, provoked by the queen. 
Devised impeachments to imprison him: 

And when my uncle told me so, he wept. 

And hugg’d me in his arm, and kindly kiss’d my 
cheek ; 

Bade me relv on him as on my father, 

And he would love me dearly as his child. 

Duck, Oh, that deceit should steal such gentle 
shapes. 

And with a virtuous vizard hide foul raile ! 

He is my son ; yea, and therein my shame ; 

• Yet from my dugs he drew not this deceit. 30 

Son. Think you my uncle did dissemble, 
grandam ? 

Duck. Ay, boy. 

Son, I cannot think it. Hark ! what noise is this? 

Queen Elizabeth, with her hair about 
her ears; Rivers and Dorset after her. 

Q. Eliz. Oh, who shall hinder me to wail and 
weep. 

To chide my fortune, and torment myself? 

I’ll ioin with black despair against my soul. 

And to myself become an enemy. 

Duch. What means this scene of rude impa- 
tience ? 

Q. Eliz. To make an adl of tragic violence : 
Edward, my lord, your son, our king, is dead. 40 
Why grow the branches now the root is wither’d? 
Why wither not the leaves the sap being gone ? 

If you will live, lament ; if die, be brief, 

That our swift-winged souls may catch the king’s , 
Or, like obedient subjc6ls, follow him 
To his new kingdom of perpetual rest. 

Duch. Ah, so much interest have I in thy 
sorrow 

As I had title in thy noble husband ! 

I have bewept a worthy husband’s death, 

• And lived by looking on his images : 50 

But now two mirrors of his princely semblance 
Are crack’d in pieces by malignant death. 

And I for comfort have but one false glass. 
Which grieves me when I see my shame in him. 
Thou art a widow ; yet thou art a mother, 

And hast the comfort of thy children left thee : 
But death hath snatch’d my husband from mine 
arms, 

And pluck’d two crutches from my feeble limbs, 
Edward and Clarence. O, what cause have I, 
Thine beina but a moiety of my grief, 60 

To overgo Uiy plaints and drown thy cries ! 

Boy. Good aunt, you wept not for our father’s 
death ; . ^ 

How can we aid you with our kindred tears ? 

Girl. Our fatherless distress was left unmoan’d; 
Your widow-dolour likewise be unwept ! 

Q. Eliz. Give me no help in lamentation ; 

I am not Imrren to bring forth complaints : 

• All springs reduce their currents to mine eyes, 
That I, beina govern’d by the watery mopn. 

May send forth plenteous tears to drown the 

world ! 7® 

Oh for my husband, for my dear lord Edward ! 
Chil. Oh for our father, for our dear lord 
Clarence ! . « , ^ ^ 

Duch. Alas for both, both mme, Edward and 
Clarence! 


30 dugs. Breasts. 



Queen Elizabeth : ‘Edward, my lord, your son, our king, 
is dead.’ Woodcut of the death of a king from Holinshed’s 
Chronicles, 1577 

50 images, i.e. children. 

€8 reduce. Bring. 
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81 parceird. Particular. 
112 cloudy. Gloomy. 


Costume design for Duke of Buckingham by Jocelyn 
Herbert with Sally Jacobs, Stratford-upon-Avon, 1961 


Q. Eliz, What sUy had I but Edward? and 
he ’s gone. 

ChiL What stay had we but Clarence? and 
he’s gone. 

Duck. vS^at stays had I but they? and they 
are gone. 

(X Eliz, Was never widow had so dear a loss ! 
ChiL Were never orphans had so dear a loss ! 
Duck, Was never mother had so dear a loss ! 
Alas, I am the mother of these moans ! 80 

• Their woes are parcelled, mine are general. 

She for an Edward weeps, and so do 1 ; 

I for a Clarence weep, so doth not she : 

These babes for Clarence weep, and so do I ; 

I for an Edward weep, so do not they : 

Alas, you three, on me, threefold distress’d. 

Pour all ^our tears ! I am your sorrow’s nurse. 
And I will pamper it with lamentations. ^ 

Dor. Comfort, dear mother: God is mudi 
displeased 

That you take with unthankfulness his doing: m 
In common worldly things, ’tis call’d ungrateful, 
With dull unwillingness to repay a debt 
Which with a bounteous hand was kindly lent ; 
Much more to be thus opposite with heaven, 

For it requires the royal debt it lent you. 

Riv. Madam, bethink you, like a careful 
mother. 

Of the young prince your son: send straight 
for him: 

Let him be crown’d ; in him your comfort lives : 
Drown desperate sorrow in dead Edward’s grave. 
And plant your joys in living Edward’s throne, zoo 

Enter Gloucester, Buckingham, Derby, 
Hastings, and Ratcliff. 

Glou. Madam, have comfort : all of ns have 
cause 

To wail the dimming of our shining sur ; 

But none can cure their harms by wailing them. 
Madam, my mother, I do cry you mercy ; 

I did not see vour grace : humbly on my knee 
I crave your blessing. 

Duck. God bless thee; and put meekness in 
thy mind, 

Love, charity, obedience, and true duty ! 

Glou. \Ande'\ Amen; and make me die a 
^ood old man ! 

That is the butt-end of a mother’s blessing : 110 
I marvel why her grace did leave it out 

• Buck. You cloudy princes and hcart-sonow- 

ingpee^ 

That bear this mutual heavy load of moan. 

Now cheer each other in each other’s love : 
Though we have spent our harvest of this king. 
We are to reap the harvest of his son. 

The broken rancour of your high-swoln hearts^ 
But lately qilinter’d, knit, and join’d together, 
Must gentW be presorved^ chei^’^ and kept : 
Me seemeth good, that, with some litde train, lao 
Forthwith mm Ludlow the young piinoe be 
fetch’d 

Hither to London, to be crown’d our king. 

Riv. Why with some little train, my Lord of 
Buckingham? 

Bftck. Many, my loid, lest^ by a multitnde, 
The new-heal’d wound ef malice should break 
out; 
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Which would be so much the more daneerous. 
By how much the estate is green and yet un- 
govem’d : 

• Where every horse bears his commanding rein. 
And may dire< 5 t his course as please himself. 

As well the fear of harm, as harm apparent, 130 
In my opinion, ought to be prevented. 

Giiu, I hope the king made peace with all 
of us; 

And the compaA is firm and true in me. 

I^tv, And so in me ; and so, I think, in all : 
Yet, since it is but green, it should be put 
To no apparent likdihood of breach, 

Which haply by much company might be urged : 
Therefore I say with noble Buckingham, 

That it is meet so few should fetch the prince. 
Hast And so say I. 140 

Glou. Then be it so; and go we to de> 
termine 

Who they shall be that straight shall post to 
Ludlow. 

Madam, and you, my mother, will you go 
To give your censures in this weighty business? 

With all our hearts. 

[Exeunt all hut Buckingham and Gloucester, 
Buck, My Lord, whoever journeys to the 
prince. 

For God’s sake, let not us two be behind ; 

For, by the way, I ’ll sort occasion, 

• As index to the story we late talk’d of. 

To part the queen’s proud kindred from the 
king. 150 

• Glou, JMy other self, my counsel’s consistory, 
My oracle, my prophet ! My dear cousin, 

L like a child, will go by thy diredUon. 

Towards Ludlow then, tor we’ll not stay behind. 

[Exeunt 


ScBNB III. London. A street. 

Enter two Citicens, meeting. 

First Cit. Neighbour, well met: whither away 
so fast? 

Sec, Cit, I promise you, I scarcely know 
myself : 

Hear you the news abroad? 

First Cit, Ay, that the king is dead. 

• Sec, Cit Bad news, by’r lady; seldom comes 

the better : 

I fear, I fear ’twill prove a troublous world. 

Enter another Citizen. 

Third Cit. Neighbour^ God speed ! 

First Cit. Give you good morrow, sir. 

Third Cit, Doth t)^ news hold of good King 
Edward’s death? 

CiU Ay, sir, it is too true; God help 
the while! 

Third Cit Then, mooters, look to see a 
troublous world. 

First CiL No, no; by God’s good grace his 
son shall rein. xo 

Third Cit. Woe to that land that’s govern’d 
a diild I 

Sec. Cit. In him there is a hope of govern- 
ment, 

• Thirin his nonage council under him, 

And In his fiill and ripen’d years himself, 


128 bears . . . rein. Commands the rein that should 
control him. 

188 index. Prologue or table of contents. 

161 consistory. Council chamber. 



Street scene in London. Engraving from Old England, 
1854 


4 seldom comes the better. Proverbial ; changes are rarely 
for the better. 

13 nonage. Minority. 
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36 sort Order. 



Archbishop of York with the young Duke of York and 
Queen Elizabeth. Engraving from a painting by E.M. 
Ward (1816-1879) 


No doubt, shall then and till then govern well. 
First Cit. So stood the state when Henry the 
Sixth 

Was crown’d in Paris but at nine months old. 
Third Cit, Stood the state so? No, no, good 
friends, God wot ; 

For then this land was famonsly enrich’d 
With politic grave counsel ; then the king 20 
Had virtuous uncles to protedt his grace. 

First Cit. Why, so hath this, both by the 
father and mother. 

Third Cit. Better it were they all came by 
the father, 

Or by the father there were none at all ; 

For emulation now, who shall be nearest. 

Will touch us all too near, if God prevent not 
O, full of danger is the Duke of Gloucester! 

And the queen’s sons and brothers haught and 
proud : 

And were they to be ruled, and not to rule. 

This sickly land might solace as before. 30 

First Cit. Come, come, we fear the worst: 
all shall be well. 

Third Cit. When clouds appear, wise men 
put on their cloaks; 

When great leaves fall, the winter is at hand ; 
When the sun sets, who doth not look for night? 
Untimely storms make men expedl a dearth. 

• All may be well ; but, if God sort it so, 

’Tis more than we deserve, or I expedl. 

Sec. Cit. Truly; the soub of men are full 
of dread : 

Ye cannot reason almost with a man 
That looks not heavily and full of fear. 

Third Cit. Before the times of change, still 
is it so : 

By a divine instindl men’s minds mistrust 
Ensuing dangers ; as, by proof, we see 
The waters swell before a boisterous storm. 

But leave it all to God, Whither away? 

Sec. Cit. Marry, we were sent for to the 
justices. 

Third Cit. And so was I : I ’ll bear you com- 
pany. \Exeunt. 

Scene IV. London. The palace. 

Enter the Archbishop of York, the young 
Duke of York, Queen Elizabeth, and the 
Duchess of York. 

Arch. Last night, I hear, they lay at North- 
ampton ; 

At Stony-Stratford will they be to-night : 
To-morroa% or next day, they will be here. 

Duck. I long with all my heart to see the 
prince: 

I hope he is much grown since last I saw him. 

Q. Elis. But I hear, no; they say my son 
of York 

Hath almost overta’en him in his growth. 

York. Ay, mother; but I would not have 
it so. 

Duck. Why, my young cousin, it is good 
to grow. 

York. Grandam, one night, as we did sit 
at supper, 10 

My uncle Kivers talk’d how I did grow 
More than my brother: ^Ay,' quoth my unde 
Gloucester, 
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^ Small herbs have grace, great weeds do grow 
apace : ’ 

And since, methinks, I would not grow so fast, 
Because sweet flowers are slow and weeds 
make haste. 

Duck, Good faith, good faith, the sayiixg did 
not hold 

In him that did olgeA the same to thee : 

He was the wretched’st thin^ when he was young, 
So long a-growing and so leisurely. 

That, if this rule were true, he should be gracious. 
ArcA, Why, madam, so, no doubt, he is. 21 
Duck. I hope he is ; but yet let mothers doubt. 
York. Now, by my troth, if I had been re- 
member’d, 

• I could have given my uncle’s grace a flout, 

To touch his growth nearer than he touch’d mine. 
Duck. How, my pretty York? I pray thee, 
let me hear it. 

York. Marry, they say my uncle grew so fast 
That he could gnaw a crust at two hours old : 
’Twas full two years ere I could get a tooth. 
Grandam, this would have been a biting jest, 
Duck. I pray thee, pretty York, who told 
thee this? 

York. Grandam, his nurse. 

Duck. His nurse ! why, she was dead ere thou 
wert born. 

York. If ’twere not she, I cannot tell who 
told me. 

• Q. Eliz. A parlous boy : • go to, you are too 

shrewd. 

Arck. Good madam, be not angry with the 
child. 

Q. Eliz. Pitchers have ears. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Arck. Here comes a messenger. What news? 
Mess. Such news, my lord, as grieves me to 
unfold. 

Q. Eliz. How fares the prince? 

Mess. Well, madam, and in health. 40 

Duck. What is thy news then ? 

Mess. Lord Rivers and Lord Grey are sent to 
Pomfret, 

With them Sir Thomas Vaughan, prisoners. 
Duck. Who hath committed them ? 

Mess. The mighty dukes 

Gloucester and Buckingham. 

Q- Eliz. For what offence? 

Mess. The sum of all I can, 1 have disclosed ; 
Why or for what these nobles were committed 
Is ml unknown to me, my gracious lady. 

Q. Eliz. Ay me, I see the downfall of our 
house! ^ , 

The tiger now hath seized the gentle hind ; 50 

• Insulting tyranny begins to jet 

• Upon the innocent and aweless throne : 
Welcome, destrudlion, death, and massacre 1 
I see, as in a map, the end of all. 

Duck. Accursed and unquiet wrangling days, 
How many of you have mine eyes beheld ! 

My husband lost his life to get the crown ; 

And often up and down my sons were toss’d. 

For me to joy and weep their ^ain and loss : 

And being seated, and domestic broils 60 

Clean over-blown, themselves, the conquerors, 
Make war upon themselves ; blood against blood. 
Self against self: O, preposterous 


24 ^out. Taunt. 

3B parlous. Dangerous. 





Archbishop: ‘Good madam, be not angry with the child’. 
Engraving from 19th century painting by G.B. 
Ciprianio (1727-85) 

51 jet. Strut. 

52 aweless. Not inspiring awe. 
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64 spleen. Malice. 



Archbishop: ‘Come, Til conduct you to the sanctuary.’ 
Painting by John Opie (1761-1807) 


1 chamber. This title was given to London, or, more 
particularly, to that part of the royal household concerned 
with the king’s finances. 


• And frantic outrage, end thy damned spleen ; 

Or let me di^ to look on death no more I 

Q. Eltz. Come, come, my boy ; we will to 
sandhiary. 

Madam, farewell. 

DucJL I ’ll go along with you. 

Q. Eliz. You have no cause. 

Arcfu My gracious lady, go ; 

And thither bear your treasure and your gotxis. 
For my part, 1 ’ll resign unto vour grace 70 

The seal 1 keep : and so betide to me 
As well I tender you and all of yours ! 

Come, I'll conduA you to the sandhiary. 

\Exeunt. 

ACT III. 

Scene I. Loudon, A sireeL 

The trum^ts sound. Enter the young Prince, 
^Gloucester Buckingham, 
Cardinal Bourchibr, Catesby, and others, 

• Buck, Welcome, sweet prince, to London, to 

your chamber. 

Glou, Welcome, dear cousin, my thoughts’ 
sovereign : 

The weary way hath made you melancholy. 

Prince, No, uncle ; but our crosses on the way 
Have made it tedious, wearisome, and heavy ; 

I want more uncles here to welcome me. 

Giou, Sweet prince, the untainted virtue of 
your years 

Hath not yet dived into the world’s deceit : 

Nor more can you distinguish of a man 
Than of his outward show ; which, God he knows. 
Seldom or never ^punpeth with the heart. xz 
Those uncles which you want were dangerous; 
Your grace attended to their sugar’d words. 

But look’d not on the poison of their hearts ; 

God keep you from them, and from such false 
friends ! 

Prince. God keep me from false friends ! but 
they were none. 

Glou. My lord, the mayor of London comes 
to greet you. 

Enter the Lord Mayor, and his tram. 

May. God bless your grace with health and 
happy days 1 

Prince, I thwk you, good my lord ; and thanl^ 
you all. 

I thought my mother, and my brother York, 20 
Would long ere t^ have met us on the way : 

Fie, what a slug is Hastings, that he comes not 
To tell us whether they will come or no 1 

Enter Lord Hastings. 

Buck, And. in good time, here comes the 
sweating lord. 

Prince. Welcome, my lord: what, will our 
mother comet 

Hast. On what occasion, God he knows, 
not 1, 

The queen your mother, and your brother York, 
Have taken sanAuary : the tender prince 
Would fain have come with me to meet your grace, 
But by his mother was perforce withheld. 30 
Buck, Fie, what an indireA and peevish course 
Is this of hers I Lord cardinal, will your grace 
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Persuade die queen to send the Duke of York 
Unto his princely brother presently? 

If she deny, Ix>id Hastings, go with him, 

And from her jealous arms pluck him perforce. 
Card. My Lord of Buckingham, if my weak 
oratory 

Can from fats mother win the Duke of York, 
Anon expeA him here ; but if she be obdurate 
To mild entreaties, God in heaven forbid 40 
We should infringe the holy privilege 
Of blessed sandbuury ! not for all tms land 
Would I be guilty of so deep a sin. 

Suck. You are too senseless-obstinate, my lord, 
Too ceremonious and traditional : 

• Weiah it but with the grossness of this age. 

You oreak not sandhiaiy in seizing him. 

The benefit thereof is always granted 

To those whose dealings have deserved the place, 
And those who have the wit to claim the place : 
This prince hath neither claim’d it nor deserved it ; 
And therefore, in mine opinion, cannot have it : 
Then, taking him from thence that is not there, 
You break no privilege nor charter there. 

Oft have 1 heard of sandbiary men ; 

But sandhiary children ne’er till now. 

Card, My lord, you shall o’er-rule my mind 
for once. 

Come on, Lord Hastings, will you go with me? 
//asf. I go, my lord. 

Prince. Go^ lords, make all the speedy haste 
you may. 60 

\Exeunt Cardinal and Hastings. 
Say, uncle Gloucester^ if our brother come, 
Where shall we sojourn till our coronation? 

Glau. Where it seems best unto your royal 
self. 

If I may counsel you, some day or two 
Your highness shall repose you at the Tower: 
Then vmere you please, and shall be thought 
most fit 

For your best health and recreation. 

Prince. I do not like the Tower, of any place. 
Did Julius Caesar build that place, my lord? 
Buck. He did, my gracious lord, begin that 
place ; 70 

Which, since, succeeding ages have re-edified. 

Prince. Is it upon record, or else reported 
Successively from age to age, he built it? 

Buck. Upon record, ray gracious lord. 

Prince. But say, ray lord, it were not re- 
gister’d, 

Methmks the piith should live from age to age. 
As ’twere retail’d to all posterity, 

Even to the general all-ending day. 

Glou. [Aside] So wise so young, they aay, do 
never live long, 

Prince. What say you, uncle? 80 

• Ghu. I say, without charadlers, fame lives 

long. 

• [Aside] Thus, like the formal vice, Iniquity, 

I moralize two meanings in one word. 

Prince. That Julius Caesar was a famous man ; 
With what hia valour did enrich his wit. 

His wit set down to make his valour live : 

Death makes no conquest of this conqueror ; 

For now he lives in ume, though not in life. 

I ’ll tell you what, my cousin Buckingham,—* 
Buck. What, my gracious lord? 90 

Prince. An if I live until I be a man. 


46 grossness. Unscrupulousness. 

61 characters. A pun on the meanings of * handwriting’ 
and of ’moral quality*. 

82 vice. The character in the old Morality plays. 
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94 lightly. \Js\x 9 \\y. forward. Early. 



The Princes greet each other. Painting by James 
Northcote (1746 1831) 



York: ‘Because that 1 am little, like an ape, He thinks 
that you should bear me on your shoulders.* Woodcut 
from Joseph Strutt’s The Sports and Pastimes of the 
People of England^ 1810 


I ’ll win our ancient rieht in France again, 

Or die a soldier, as I lived a king, 
a Glau, [Aside] Short sununers lightly have a 
forward spring. 

Enter young York, Hastings, and the 
Cardinal. 

Buck. Now, in good time, here comes the 
Duke of York. 

Prince, Richard of York ! how fares our loving 
brother? 

York, Well, my dread lord ; so must I call 
you now. 

Prince, Ay, brother, to our grief, as it is 
yours: 

Too late he died that might have kept that title. 
Which by his death hath lost much majesty. 100 

Glou. How fares our cousin, noble Lord of 
York? 

York, I thank you, gentle uncle. O, my lord. 
You said that idle weeds are fast in growth : 

The prince my brother hath outgrown me far. 

Glm. He hath, my lord. 

York, And therefore is he idle? 

Glou, O, my fair cousin, I must not say so. 

York, Then he is more beholding to you 
than I. 

Glou, He may command me as my sovereign ; 
But you have power in me as in a kinsman. 

York, 1 pray you, uncle, give me this dagger. 

Glou, My dagger, little cousin? with all my 
heart. izz 

Prince, A beggar, brother? 

York, Of my kind uncle, that I know will give ; 
And being but a toy, which is no grief to give. 

Glou. A greater gift than that I’ll give my 
cousin. 

York, A greater gifti O, that’s the sword 
to it 

Glou, Ay^ gentle cousin, were it light enough. 

York, O, then, I see, you will part but with 
ligkt.gifts ; 

In weightier things you’ll say a beggar nay. 

Glou, It is too heavy for your ^ace to wear. 

York, I weigh it lightly, were it heavier. 12 1 

Glou, What, would you have my weapon, 
little lord? 

York. I would, that I might thank you as you 
call me. 

Glou, How? 

York, Little. 

► Prince, My Lord of York will still be cross in 
talk: 

Uncle, your grace knows how to bear with him. 

York. You mean, to bear me, not to bear 
with me: 

Uncle, my brother mocks both you and me ; 
Because that I am little, like an ape, 130 

He thinks that you should bear me on your 
shoulders. 

Buck, With what a sharp-provided wit he 
reasons! 

To mitigate the scorn he gives his uncle, 

He prettily* and aptly taunts himself: 

So cunning and so young is wonderful. 

Glou. Sly lord, will’t please vou pass along? 
Myself and my good cousin Buckingham 
Will to your mother, to entreat of her 
To meet you at the Tower and welcome you. 
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York, What, will you go unto the Tower, my 
lord? 140 

Prince. My lord prote Aor needs will have it so. 
York. I shall not sleep in quiet at the Tower. 
Glau. Why, what should you fear? 

York. Marry, my uncle Clarence’ angry ghost : 
My grandam told me he was murder’d there. 
Prince. I fear no uncles dead. 


Glou. Nor none that live, I hope. 

Prince. An if they live, I hope 1 need not fear. 
But come, my lord ; and with a heavy heart, 
Thinking on them, go I unto the Tower. 150 
\A Sennet. Exeunt all but Gloucester^ 
Buckingham and Catesby. 
Buck. Think you, my lord, this little prating 
York 

Was not incensed by his subtle mother 
To taunt and scorn you thus opprobriously ? 
Glou. No doubt, no doubt: O, ’tis a parlous 
boy ; 

Bold, quick, ingenious, forward, capable : 

He is all the mother’s, from the top to toe. 

Buck. Well, let them resL Come hither, 
Catesby. 

Thou art sworn as deeply to eflfedl what we in- 
tend 

As closely to conceal what we impart : 

Thou know* St our reasons urged upon the way ; 
What think’st thou? is it not an easy matter i6z 
To make William Lord Hastings of our mind. 
For the instalment of this noble duke 
In the seat royal of this famous isle? 

Cate. He for his father’s sake so loves the 
prince. 

That he will not be won to aught against him. 
Buck. What think’st thou, then, of Stanley? 
what will he? 

Cate. He will do all in all as Hastings doth. 
Buck. Well, then, no more but this : go, gentle 
Catesby, 

And, as it were far off, sound thou Lord Hastings, 
How he doth stand affedled to our purpose ; 171 
And summon him to-morrow to the Tower, 

\ To sit about the coronation. 

If thou dost find him tradbible to us, 

EncouraTC him, and show him all our reasons: 

If he be leaden, icy-cold, unwilling. 

Be thou so too; and so break off your talk, 

And give us notice of his inclination : ^ 

For we to-morrow hold divided coundls. 

Wherein thyself shalt highly be employ’d. z8o 
Glou. Commend me to Lord william: tell 
him, Catesby, 

His ancient knot of dangerous adversaries 
To-morrow are let blood at Pomfret-castle ; 

And bid my friend, for joy of this good news, 

\ Give Mistress Shore one gentle kiss the more. 
Buck. Good Catesby, go, effedl this business 
soundly. 

Cate. My good lords both, with all the heed 
I may. 

Glou. Shall we hear from you, Catesby, ere 
we sleep? 

Cate. You shall, my lord. 

GUm. At Crosby Plue, there shall you find us 
lK>th. [Exit Catesby. 190 

Buck. Now, my lord, what shall we do, if we 


perceive 

Lord Hastings will 


not yield to our oomplots? 


173 sit about. Discuss. 

186 Mistress Shore. On Edward IV\s death, she 
became Lord Hastings’s mistress 
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1 1 boar. Richard 1 1 Ts badge was a boar, razed his helm. 
Plucked off his helmet. 



The coat of arms of Richard III with the two boars as 
supporters. 


Gbm. Chra off his head, man; somewhat we 
will do : 

And, look, when I am king, claim thou of me 
The earldom of Hereford, and the moveables 
Whereof the king my brother stood possess’d. 
Buck. I’ll claim that promise at your grace’s 
hands. 

Glau. And look to have it yielded with all 
willingness. 

Come, let us sup betimes, that afterwards 
We may digest our complots in some form, aoo 

[^Exeunt. 

ScBNB IL Before Lord Haetingf Amur. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. What, ho ! my lord ! 

Hast. [Witkinl Who knocks at the doort 
Mess. A messenger from the Lord Stanley. 

Enter Lord Hastings. 

Hast. What b’t o’clock ? 

Mess. Upon the stroke of four. 

Hast. Cannot thy master sleep these tedious 
nights? 

Mess. So it should seem by that I have to say. 
First, he commends him to your noble lordship. 
Hast. And then? 

Mess* And then he sends you word ^ zo 
• He dreamt to-night the boar had razed his helm : 
Besides, he says there are two councils held ; 

And that may be determined at the one 
Which may make you and him to rue at the other. 
Therefore he sends to know your lordship’s 
pleasure. 

If presently vou will take horse with him. 

And with all qpeed post with him toward the 
north. 

To shun the danger that his soul divines. 

Hast. Go, feUow, go, return unto thy lord ; 
Bid him not fear the separated councils : 20 

His honour and myself are at the one. 

And at the other is my servant Catesby ; 

Where nothing can proceed that toucheth us 
Whereof I Aadl not nave intelligence. 

Tell him his fears are shallow, wanting instance : 
And for his dreams, I wonder he is so fond 
To trust the mockery of unquiet slumbers : 

To fly the boar before the boar pursues. 

Were to incense the boar to follow us 
And make pursuit where he did mean no chase. 
Go, bid thy master rise and come to me ; 31 

And we will both together to the Tower, 

Where, he shall see, the boar will use us kindly. 
Mess. My gracious lord. I’ll tell him what 
you say. [Exit. 

Enior Catbsby. 

Cate. Many good morrows to my noble lord I 
Hast. Good morrow, Catesby; you are early 
stirring: 

What news, whatnews, in this our tottering state? 

Cate. It is a reeling world, indeed, my lord ; 
And I believe ’twill never stand uprignt 
Till Ridiard wear the garland of the realm. 40 
Hast. Howl wear the garland I dost thou mean 
the crown? 

Cate. Ay, my good lord 
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i Hast. I ’ll have this crown of mine cat from 
my shoulders 

Ere I will see the crown so foul misplaced. 

But canst thou guess that he doth aim at it ? 

Cate. Ay, on my life ; and hopes to find you 
forward 

Upon his party for the gain thereof: 

And thereupon he sends you this good news, 
That this same very day your enemies, 49 

The kindred of the queen, must die at Pomfret. 

Hast. Indeed, I am no mourner for that news, 
Because they have been still mine enemies : 

But, that I ’ll give my voice on Richard’s side. 

To bar my master’s heirs in true descent, 

God knows I will not do it, to the death. 

Cate. God keep your lordship in that gracious 
mind ! 

Hast. But I shall laugh at this a twelve-month 
hence. 

That thev who brought me in my master’s hate, 

1 live to look upon their tragedy. 

1 tell thee, Catesby, — 60 

Cate. What, my lord ? 

Hast. Ere a fortnight make me elder, 

1 ’ll send some packing that yet think not on it 
Cate. ’Tis a vile thing to die, my gracious lord, 
When men are unprepared and look not for it. 
Hast. O monstrous, monstrous! and so falls 
it out 

With Rivers, Vaughan, Grey : and so ’twill do 
With some men else, who think themselves as 
safe 

As thou and I ; who, as thou know’st, are dear 
To princelv Richard and to Buckingham. 70 
Cate. The princes both make high account of 
you; 

\ \Asiae\ For they account his head upon the bridge. 
Hast. I know they do; and I have well de- 
served it. 

Enter Lord Stanley. 

Come on, come on; where is your boar-spear, 
man? 

Fear you the boar, and go so unprovided? 

Stan. My lord, good morrow ; good morrow, 
Catesby : 

\ You may jest on, but, by the holy rood, 

1 do not luce these several councils, 1. 

Hast. My lord, 

I hold my life as dear as you do yours ; 80 

And never in my life, 1 do protest. 

Was it more precious to me than ’tis now ; 

Think you, but that 1 know our state .secure, 

1 would be so triumphant as I am? 

Stan. The lords at Pomfret, when they rode 
from London, 

Were jocund, and supposed their state was sure. 
And they inaeed had no cause to mistrust ; 

But yet, you see, how soon the day o’ercast. 

This sudden stab of rancour I misdoubt : 

Pray God, I say, I prove a needless coward ! 90 
What, shall we toward the Tower? the day is 
spent 

Hast. Come, come, have with you. Wot you 
what, my lord? 

To-day the lords you talk of aie beheaded. 

Stan. They, for their trudi, might better wear 
their heads 


43 crown, i.e. his head. 

72 bridge. London Bridge where the heads of traitors 
were stuck up on poles. 



London Bridge. Engraving from Old England, 1 8i£4 
77 holy rood. Holy cross. 

32 have with you. Let’s get on. 


KING RICHARD III Act III Scene III 


116 shriving, C'ontession and absolution. 



Ptjmfret Castle Enj^ravmg from The Pictorial History oj 
England, 1856 


Than some that have accused them wear their 
hats. 

But come, my lord, let us away. 

Enter a Pursuivant. 

Hast. Go on before; I’ll talk with this g^ood 
fellow. \Exeunt Stanley and Catesby. 
How now, sirrah ! how goes the world with thee? 
Purs. The better that your lordship please 
to ask. 99 

Hast. 1 tell thee, man, ’tis better with me now 
I'han when 1 met thee last where now we meet : 
'Fhen was I going prisoner to the Tower, 

By the suggestion of the queen’s allies ; 

But now, 1 tell thee — keep it to thyself — 

This day those enemies are put to death. 

And I in better state than e’er I was. 

Purs. God hold it, to your honour’s good 
content ! 

Hast. Gramercy, fellow : there, drink that for 
me. [ Throws him his purse. 

Purs. God save your lordship ! [Exit. 

Enter a Priest. 

Priest. Well met, my lord ; I am glad to see 
your honour. 1 10 

Hast. I thank thee, good Sir John, with all 
my heart. 

I am in your debt for your last exercise ; 

Come the next Sabbath, and I will content you. 

[He whispers in his ear. 

Enter Buckingham. 

Buck. What, talking with a prie.st, lord cham- 
berlain ? 

Your friends at Pomfret, they do need the pMriest ; 
\ Your honour hath no shriving work in hand. 
Hast. Good faith, and when I met this holy 
man, 

Those men you talk of came into my mind. 

What, go you toward the Tower? 

Buck. 1 do, my lord ; but long I shall not stay : 
I shall return before your lordship thence. 12 1 
Hast. ’Tis like enough, for 1 stay dinner there. 
Buck. [AsuU\ And supper too, although thou 
know’st it not. 

Come, will you go ? 

Hast. 1 'll wait upon your lordship. [Exeunt. 

Scene III. Pomfret Castle. 

Enter Sir Richard Ratcliff, with halberds^ 
carrying Rivers, Grev, and Vaughan to 
death. 

Rat. Come, bring forth the prisoners. 

Riv. Sir Richard ^tclifF, let me tell thee this : 
To-day shalt thou behold a subject die 
For truth, for duty, and for loyalty. 

Grey. God keep the prince from all the pack 
of you ! 

A knot you are of damned blood-suckers. 

I^aug. You live that shall cry woe for this 
hereafter. 

Rat. Dispatch ; the limit of your lives is out. 
Riv. O Pomfret, Pomfret! O thou bloody 
prison, 

Fatal and ominous to noble peers I xo 

Within the guilty closure of thy walls 
Richard the second here was hack’d to death ; 
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And, for more slander to thy dismal scat, 

We give thee up our guiltless blood to drink. 
Grev. Now Margaret’s curse is falFn upon our 
heads, 

For standing by when Richard stabb’d her son. 
Kiv. Then cursed she Hastings, then cursed 
she Buckingham, 

Then cursed she Richard. O, remember, God, 
To hear her prayers for them, as now for us ! 

And for my sister and her princely sons, 20 

Be satisfied, dear God, with our true blood. 
Which, as thou know’sl, unjustly must be spilt. 

• Kat, Make haste ; the hour of death is expiate. 
Rtv. Come, Grey, come, Vaughan, let us all 
embrace : 

And take our leave, until we meet in heaven. 

\^Ejceunt, 

Scene IV. The Tower of London. 

Enter Buckingham, Derby, Hastings, the 
Bishob ok Ely, Ratcliff, Lovel, with other's, 
afui take their ^eats at a table. 

Hast. My lords, at once : the cause why we 
are met 

I Is, to determine of the ccjronation. 

In God’s name, speak; when is the royal day? 
Buck. Are all things fitting for that royal time ? 
Der. It is, and wants but nomination. 

Ely. To-morrow, then, I judge a happy day. 
Buck. Who knows the lord protedlor’s mind 
herein ? 

Who is most inward with the noble duke? 

Ely. Your grace, we think, should soonest 
know his mind. 

Buck. Who, I, my lord ! we know each other s 
faces, 10 

But for our hearts, he knows no more of mine, 
Than I of yours ; 

Nor I no more of his, than you of mine. 

Lord Hastings, you and he are near in love. 
Hast. 1 thank his grace, I know he loves me 
well; 

But, for his purpose in the coronation, 

I have not sounded him, nor he deliver’d 
His gracious pleasure any way therein: 

But you, my noble lords, may name the time ; 
And in the duke’s behalf I ’ll give my voice, 20 
Which, 1 presume, he’ll take in gentle part. 

Enter Gloucester. 

Ely. Now in good time, here comes the duke 
himself. 

Glou. My noble lords and cousins all, good 
morrow. 

I have been long a sleeper ; but, I hope, 

My absence doth negle( 5 l no great designs. 

Which by my presence might have been concluded. 
Buck. Had not you come upon your cue, my 
lord, 

William Lord Hastings had pronounced your 
part,-— 

I mean, your voice, — for crowning of the kin^. 
Glou. Than my Lord Hastings no man might 
be bolder ; 30 

His lordship knows me well, and loves me well. 
Hast. I thank your grace. 

Glou. My lord of Ely ! 

Ely. My lord? 



Grey: ‘Now Margaret’s curse is fall’n upon our heads . 
Woodcut fron^ Holinshed’s Chrortirles, 1577 


23 expiate. Fully arrived. 

2 coronation. Of Edward V. 
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41 worshipful. Respectful. 
47 prolong* d. Postponed. 
51 conceit. Idea. 



George F. Cooke, iSth century actor, as Richard III. 
Engraving from The Theatrical Inquisitor, 1813 


Glou, When 1 was last in Holborn^ 

I saw good strawberries in your garden there : 

1 do beseech you send for some of them. 

Ely, Marry, and will, my lord, with all my 
heart [Exit 

Glou, Cousin of Buckingham, a word with you. 

[Drawing hint aside, 
Catesby hath sounded Hastings in our business. 
And finds the testy gentleman so hot, 

As he will lose his head ere give consent 40 

• His master’s son, as worshipful he terms it, 

Shall lose the royalty of England’s throne. 

Buck. Withdraw you hence, my lord, I’ll 
follow you. 

[Exit Gloucester^ Buckingham following. 
Der. We have not yet set down this day of 
triumph. 

To-morrow, in mine opinion, is too sudden ; 

For 1 myself am not so well provided 

• As else I would be, were the day prolong’d. 

Re-enter Bishop of Ely. 

Ely. Where is my lord protedlor? I have sent 
for these strawberries. 

Hast. His grace looks cheerfully and smooth 
to-day ; 50 

• There’s some conceit or other likes him well, 
When he doth bid good morrow with such a spirit 
I think there’s never a man in Christendom 
That can less hide his love or hate than he ; 

For by his face straight shall you know his heart. 

Der, What of his heart perceive you in his face 
By any likelihood he show’d to-day? 

Hast, Marry, that with no man here he is 
offended ; 

For, were he, he had shown it in his looks. 

Der, 1 pray God he be not, I say. 60 

Re-enter Gloucester and Buckingham. 

Glou. I pray you all, tell me what they deserve 
That do conspire my death with devilish plots 
Of damned witchcraft, and that have prevail’d 
Upon my body with their hellish charms? 

Hast. The tender love I bear your grace, my 
lord, 

Makes me most forward in this noble presence 
To doom the offenders, whatsoever they be : 

1 say, my lord, they have deserved death. 

Glou, Then be your eyes the witness of this ill : 
See how I am bewitch’d ; behold mine arm 70 
Is, like a blasted sapling, wither’d up ; 

And this is Edward s wile, that monstrous witch, 
Consorted with that harlot strumpet Shore, 

That by their witchcraft thus have marked me. 
Hast. If they have done this thing, my gracious 
lord, — 

Glou, If! thou protedlor of this damned 
strumpet, 

Tellest thou me of 'ifs’? Thou art a traitor : 

Off with his head ! Now, by Saint Paul I swear, 
I will not dine until I see the same. 

Lovel and Ratdiff, look that it be done : 80 

The rest, that love me, rise and follow me. 
[Exeunt all but Hastinp^ Ratcliffs and Lovel, 
Hast, Woe, woe for England ! not a whit for 
me; 

For I, too fond, might have mvent^ this. 
Stanley did dream me boar did raze his helm ; 
But I disdain'd it, and did scorn to fly : 
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• Three times to-day my foot-cloth horse did stumble, 
And startled, when he look’d upon the Tower, 
As loath to t^ar me to the slaughter-house. 

O, now 1 want the priest that spake to me : 

I now repent I told the pursuivant, 90 

As ’twere triumphing at mine enemies. 

How they at Pomfrct bloodily were butcher’d, 
And I myself secure in grace and favour. 

0 Margaret, Margaret, now thy heavy curse 
Is lighted on poor Hastings' wretched head ! 

Rat. Dispatch, my lord; the duke would be at 
dinner : 

Make a short shrift ; he longs to see your head. 

• Hast. O momentary grace of mortal men, 

Which we more hunt for than the grace of God ! 
Who builds his hopes in air of your good looks. 
Lives like a drunken sailor on a mast, 101 

Ready, with every nod. to tumble down 

Into the fatal bowels 01 the deep. 

Loij. Come, come, dispatch; ’tis bootless to 
exclaim. 

Hast. O bloody Richard ! miserable England ! 

1 prophesy the fearfull'st time to thee 
That ever wretched age hath look'd upon. 

Come, lead me to the block ; bear him my head : 
They smile at me that shortly shall be dead. 

[^Ejceunt. 


M momentary grace. Temporary good fortune. 


Come, cousin . . . enforced smiles. See introduction. 


Scene V. The Tower-walls. 

Gloucester Buckingham, in rotten 
armour^ marvellous ill-favoured. 

• Clou. Come, cousin, canst thou quake, and 
change thy colour, 

Murder thy breath in middle of a word. 

And then ^gin again, and stop again, 

As if thou wert distraught and mad with terror? 

Buck. Tut, I can counterfeit the deep tragedian ; 
Speak and look back, and pry on every side. 
Tremble and start at wagging of a straw. 
Intending deep suspicion: ghastly looks 
Are at my service, like enforced smiles; 

And both are ready in their offices, xo 

At any time, to grace my stratagems. 

But what, is Catesby gone? 

Glou. He is; and, see, he brings the mayor 
along. 

Enter the Mayor and Catesby. 

Buck. Lord mayor, — 

Glou. Look to the drawbridge there 1 
Buck. Hark ! a drum. 

Glou. Catesby, o'erlook the walls. 

Buck. Lord mayor, the reason we have sent — 
Glou. Look back, defend thee, here are enemies. 
Buck. God and our innooency defend and 
guard us ! 20 

Glou. Be patient; they are friends, Ratcliff and 
Lovel. 

Enter Lovel and Ratcliff, with Hastings' 
head. 

Lov. Here is the head of that ignoble traitor. 
The dangerous and unsuspedled Hastings. 

Glou. So dear I loved the man, that I must 
weep. 

I took him for the plainest harmless creature 
That breathed upon this earth a Christian ; 

Made him my book, wherein my soul recorded 
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Jane Shore, wife of a goldsmith and mistress to Edward 
IV and then Lord Hastings. Engraving from The 
Pictorial History of England, 1856 


32 from . . . suspect. Free from suspicion. 

56 prevented. Anticipated. 

74 meet* St . . . time. At the most advantageous time. 
80 luxury. Lechery. 


The history of all her secret thoughts : 

So smooth he daub’d his vice with show of virtue, 
That, his apparent open guilt omitted, 30 

I mean, his conversation with Shore’s wife, 

• He lived from all attainder of suspedl. 

Buck. Well, well, he was the covert’st shel- 
ter’d traitor 
That ever lived. 

Would you imagine, or almost believe, 

Were’t not that, by great preservation. 

We live to tell it you, the subtle traitor 
This day had plotted, in the council-house 
To murder me and my good Lord of Gloucester? 
May. What, had he so? 40 

Glou, What, think you we are Turks or inhdeU? 
Or that we would, against the form of law. 
Proceed thus rashly to the villain’s death. 

But that the extreme peril of the case, 

The peace of England and our persons* safety, 
Enforced us to this execution ? 

May. Now, fair befall you ! he deserved his 
death ; 

And you my good lords, both have well proceeded, 
To warn false traitors from the like attempts. 

I never look’d for better at his hands, 50 

After he once fell in with Mistress Shore. 

Glou. Yet had nut we determined he should die, 
Until your lordship came to see his death ; 

Which now the loving haste of these our friends, 

• Somewhat against our meaning, have prevented : 
Because, my lord, we would have had you heard 
The traitor speak, and timorously confess 

The manner and the purpose of his treason ; 

That you might well have signified the same 
Unto the citizens, who haply may 60 

Misconstrue us in him and wail his death. 

May. But, my good lord, your grace's word 
shall serve. 

As well as I had seen and heard him speak ; 

And doubt you not, right noble princes both. 

But I’ll acquaint our duteous citizens 
With all your just proceedings in thi.s cause. 

Glou. And to that end we wish’d your lord- 
ship here. 

To avoid the carping censures of the world. 

Buck. But since you come too late of our 
intents, 

Yet witness what you hear we did intend : 70 

And so, my good lord mayor, we bid farewell. 

\^Exit Mayor. 

Glou. Go, after, after, cousin Buckingham. 
The mayor towards Guildhall hies him in all post : 

• There, at your meet’st advantage of the time, 
Infer the bastardy of Edward’s children: 

Tell them how Edward put to death a citizen. 
Only for saying he would make his son 

Heir to the crown ; meaning indeed his house, 
Which, by the sign thereof, was termed so. 

• Moreover, urge his hateful luxury, 80 

And bestial appetite in change of lust ; 

Which stretched to their servants, daughters, 
wives. 

Even where his lustful eye or savage heart, 
Without control, listed to make his prey. 

Nay, for a need, thus far come near my person: 
Tell them, when that my mother went with child 
Of that unsatiate Edward, noble York 
My princely father then had wars in France ; 

\nd, by just computation of the time, 
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Found that the issue was not his begot ; 90 

Which well appeared in his lineaments. 

Being nothing like the noble duke my father : 

But touch this sparingly, as 'twere far off ; 
Because you know, my lord, my mother lives. 

Buck. Fear not, my lord. I’ll play the orator 
As if the golden fee for which 1 plead 
Were for myself; and so, my lord, adieu. 

• Glou. If you thrive well, bring them to Bay- 

nard’s Castle ; 

Where you shall find me well accompanied 99 
With reverend fathers and well-learned bishops. 

Buck. I go ; and towards three or four o’clock 
Look for the news that the Guildhall affords. 

\Exit. 

Glou. Go, Lovel, with all speed to Dodtor 
Shaw; 

\To Caie.\ Go thou to Friar Penkcr ; bid them both 
Meet me within this hour at Baynard’s Castle. 

{Exeunt all but Gloucester. 
Now will I in, to take some privy order, 

To draw the brats of Clarence out of sight; 

And to give notice, that no manner of person 
At any time have recourse unto the princes. {Exit. 

Scene VI. The same. A street. 

Enter a Scrivener, ivith a paper in his hand. 

Scriv. This is the indidlmerit of the good 
Lord Hastings; 

• Which in a set hand fairly is engross’d, 

That it may be this day read o^er in Paul’s. 

And mark how well the sequel hangs together: 
Eleven hours I S|)ent to write it over, 

For yesternight by Catesby was it brought me ; 

• The precedent was full as long a-doing : 

And yet within these five hours lived Lord 
Hastings, 

Untainted, unexamined, free, at liberty. 

Here’s a good world the while ! Why who’s so 
gross, 10 

That secth not this palpable device? 

Yet who’s so blind, but says he sees it not? 

Bad is the world ; and all will come to nought, 
When such bad dealing must be seen in thought. 

{^Exit. 


Scene VII. Baynard^s Castle. 

Enter Gloucester Buckingham, at 
several doors. 

Glou. How now, my lord, what say the citizens ? 
Buck. Now, by the holy mother of our Lord, 
The citizens are mum and speak not a word. 
Glou. Touch’d you the bastardy of Edward’s 
children ? 

Buck. I did ; with his contra< 5 l with Lady Lucy, 
And his contra( 5 l by deputy in France ; 

The insatiate greediness of his desires. 

And his enforcement of the city wives ; 

H is tyranny for trifles ; his own bastardy, 

As being got, your father then in France, ic 
And his resemblance, being not like the duke : 
Withal I did infer your lineaments, 

Being the right idea of your father, 

Both in your form and nobleness of mind; 

Laid open all your vidlories in Scotland, 

Your discipline in war, wisdom in peace, 

Your bounty, virtue, fair humility ; 

Indeed, left nothing fitting for the purpose 


96 Baynards Castle. A castle of Richard’s on the 
Thames, close to Blackfriars. 



Baynard’s Castle. Engraving from Old Enfiland, 1854 


2 set hand fairly is engross'd. Beautifully written in the 
secretary hand (used for legal documents). 

7 precedent. First draft. 



Scrivener at work. Engraving from a medieval manu- 
script 
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'33 in warrant from himself. On his own responsibility. 

48 ground. Plain song or bass, descant. Variation on 
plain song. 

66 leads. Roof. 



Lord Mayor of London with sword-bearer and seal- 
bearer. Engraving from a 17th century German 
manuscript 


Untouch’d, or slightly handled, in discourse: 
And when mine oratory grew to an end, 30 
I bid them that did love their country’s good 
Cry ^ God save Richard, England’s royal king !’ 
G/ou. Ah ! and did they so? 

Buck. No, so God help me, they spake not a 
word; 

But, like dumb statuas or breathing stones, 
Gazed each on other, and look’d deadly pale. 
Which when I saw, 1 reprehended them ; 

And ask’d the mayor what meant this wilful 
silence : 

His answer was, the people were not wont 
To be spoke to but by the recorder. 30 

Then he was urged to tell my tale again, 

‘ Thus saith the duke, thus hath the duke inferr’d ; ’ 

• But nothing spake in warrant from himself. 

When he had done, some followers of mine own, 
At the lower end of the hall, hurl’d up their caps, 
And some ten voices cried ‘God save King 

Richard !’ 

And thus I took the vantage of those few, 
‘Thanks, gentle citizens and friends,’ quoth 1 ; 
‘This general applause and loving shout 39 

Argues your wisdoms and your love to Richard:* 
And even here brake off, and came away. 

Giou. What tongueless blocks were they ! 

would they not speak? 

Buck. No, by my troth, my lord. 

Glou. Will not the mayor then and his 
brethren come ? 

Buck. The mayor is here at hand : intend 
some fear ; 

Be not you spoke with, but by mighty suit : 

And look you get a prayer-book in your hand, 
And stand betwixt two churchmen, good my lord : 

• For on that ground I ’ll build a holy descant : 

And be not easily won to our request : 50 

Play the maid’s part, still answer nay, and take it. 

Glou^ 1 go ; and if you plead as well for them 
As I can say nay to thee for myself, 

No doubt we’ll bring it to a happy issue. 

• Buck, Go, go, up to the leads ; the lord mayor 

knocks. \^Exit Gloucester. 

Enter the Mayor and Citizens. 

Welcome, my lord : I dance attendance here; 

I think the duke will not be spoke withal. 

Enter Catesby. 

Here comes his servant: how now, Catesby, 
What says he ? 

Cate. My lord, he doth entreat your grace 
To visit him to-morrow or next day : 60 

He is within, with two right reverend fathers, 
Divinely bent to meditation ; 

And in no worldly suit would he be moved. 

To draw him from his holy exercise. 

Buck. Return, good Catesby, to thy lord again ; 
Tell him, myself, the mayor and citizens, 

In deep designs and matters of great moment. 

No less importing than our general ^ood. 

Are come to have some conference with his grace. 
Cate, ril tell him what you say, my lord. 70 

{Exit. 

Buck. Ah, ha, my lord, this prince is not an 
Edward ! 

He is not lolling on a lewd day-bed. 

But on his knees at meditation ; 
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Not dallying with a brace of courtezans, 76 engross. Fatten. 

But meditating with two deep divines ; 

• Not sleeping, to engross his idle body, 

But praying, to enrich his watchful soul : 

Happy were England, would this gracious prince 
Take on himself the sovereignty thereof : 

But, sure, I fear, we shall ne’er win him to it. 8o 
May. Marry, God forbid his grace should say 
us nay ! 

Buck. I fear he will. 

Re-enter Catesby. 

How now, Catesby, what says your lord ? 

Cate. My lord, 

He wonders to what end you have assembled 
Such troops of citizens to speak with him. 

His grace not being warn’d thereof before : 

My lord, he fears you mean no good to him. 

Buck. Sorry I am my noble cousin should 
Suspedt me, that 1 mean no good to him : 

By heaven, I come in perfedl love to him ; 90 

And so once more return and tell his grace. 

\^Exit Catesby. 

When holy and devout religious men 

Arc at their beads, 'tis hard to draw them thence, 

So sweet is zealous contemplation. 

Enter Gloucester aloft ^ between two Bishops. 

Catesby returns. 

May. See, where he stands between two 
clergymen ! 

Buck. Two props of virtue for a Christian 
prince, 

To stay him from the fall of vanity : 

And, see, a book of prayer in his hand. 

True ornaments to know a holy man. 

Famous Plantagenet, most gracious prince, 100 
Lend favourable ears to our request , 

And pardon us the interruption 

Of thy devotion and right Christian zeal. 

Glou. My lord, there needs no such apology : 

I rather do beseech you pardon me, 

Who, earnest in the service of my God, 

Negledl the visitation of my friends. 

But, leavii^ this, what is your grace’s pleasure ? 

Buck. Even that, I hope^ which pleaseth God 
above. 

And all good men of this ungovem’d isle. 110 
Glou. 1 do suspedl 1 have done some offence 
That seems disgracious in the city’s eyes. 

And that you come to reprehend my ignorance. 

Buck. You have, luy lord: would it might 
please your grace, 

At our entreaties, to amend that fault ! 

Glou. Else wherefore breathe 1 in a Christian 
land? 

Buck. Then know, it is your fault that you 
resign 

The supreme seat, the throne majestical. 

The scepter’d office of your ancestors, 

Vour state of fortune and your due of birth, 120 
The lineal glory of your royal house, 

To ^e corruption of a blemish’d stock : 

Whilst, in the mildness of your sleepy thoughts, 

Which here we waken to our country’s good. 

This noble isle doth want her proper limbs ; 

Her face defaced with scars of infamy, 
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128 shoulder'd. Plunged into. 



Buckingham: ‘Your gracious self to take on you the 
charge And kingly government of this your land . . 
The historical Richard III, bom in 1452, fought on the 
Yorkist side in the Wars of the Roses. He usurped the 
throne from his nephew Edward V in 1483 but was killed 
at the battle of Bosworth Field by Henry Tudor, after- 
wards Henry VII 


136 empery. Empire. 

143 degree. Rank. 

166 much I need. I lack the proper ability to help you. 


Her royal stock graft with ignoble plants 

• And almost shoulder’d in the swallowing gulf 
Of blind forgetfulness and dark oblivion. 

Which to recure, we heartily solicit 130 

Your gracious self to take on you the charge 
And kingly government of this your land , 

Not as protecflor, steward, substitute. 

Or lowly fac 5 lor for another’s gain ; 

But as successively from blood to blood, 

• Your right of birth, your empery, your own. 

For this, consorted with the citizens, 

Your very worshipful and loving friends. 

And by their vehement instigation, 

In this just suit come I to move your grace. T40 
Glou, I know not whether to depart in silence. 
Or bitterly to .speak in your reproof, 

• Rest fitteth my degree or your condition : 

If not to answer, you might haply think 
Tongue-tied ambition, not replying, yielded 
To bear the golden yoke of sovereignty, 

Which fondly you would here impose on me; 

If to reprove you for this suit of yours. 

So season’d with your faithful love to me, 

Then, on the other side, I check’d my friends. 
Therefore, to speak, and to avoid the first, 151 
And then, in speaking, not to incur the last. 
Definitively thus I answer you. 

Your love deserves my thanks; but my desert 
Unmeritable shuns your high request. 

First, if all obstacles were cut away. 

And that my path w^ere even to the crown, 

As my ripe revenue and due by birth ; 

Yet so much is my poverty of spirit. 

So mighty and so many my defedls, x6o 

As I had rather hide me from my greatness, 
Being a bark to brook no mighty sea. 

Than in my greatness covet to be hid, 

And in the vapour of my glory smother’d. 

But, God be thanked, there’s no need of me, 

• And much I need to help you, if need were ; 

I'he royal tree hath left us royal fruit. 

Which, mellow’d by the stealing hours of time, 
Will well become the seat of majesty, 

And make, no doubt, us happy by his reign. 170 
On him I lay what you would lay on me. 

The right and fortune of his happy stars ; 

Which God defend that I should wring from him ! 
Buck. My lord, this argues conscience in your 
grace ; 

But the respe( 5 ls thereof are nice and trivial. 

All circumstances well considered. 

You .say that Edward is your brother’s son : 

So say we too, but not by Edward’s wife ; 

For first he was contradl to Lady Lucy — 

Your mother lives a witness to that vow — 180 

And afterward by substitute betroth’d 
To Bona, sister to the King of F" ranee. 

These both put by, a poor petitioner, 

A carc'crazed mother of a many children, 

A beauty-waning and distressed widow. 

Even in the afternoon of her best days, 

Made prize and purchase of his lustful eye. 
Seduced the pitch and height of all his thoughts 
To base declension and loathed bigamy : 

By her, in his unlawful bed, he got 190 

This Edward, whom our manners term the prince. 
More bitterly could I expostulate, 

Save that, for reverence to some alive» 

I give a sparing limit to my tongue. 
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Then, good my lord, take to your royal self 
This proffer’d benefit of dignity ; 

If not to bless us and the land withal, 

Yet to draw forth your noble ancestry 
From the corruption of abusing times, 

Unto a lineal true-derived course. 200 

Majy. Do, good my lord, your citizens entreat 
you. 

Buck, Refuse not, mighty lord, this proffer’d 
love. 

Cate, O, make them joyful, grant their lawful 
suit ! 

Gtou, Alas, why would you heap these cares 
on me? 

I am unfit for state and majesty: 

I do beseech you, take it not amiss ; 

I cannot nor 1 will not yield to you. 

Buck, If you refuse it, — as, in love and zeal, 
Louth to depose the child, your brother’s son ; 

As well we know your tenderness of heart 210 
\ And gentle, kind, effeminate remorse. 

Which we have noted in you to your kin. 

And egally indeed to all estates, — 

Yet whether you accept our suit or no, 

Your brother’s son shall never reign our king; 
But we will plant some other in the throne, 

To the disgrace and downfall of your house : 

And in this resolution here we leave you. — 
Come, citizens: 'zounds! I’ll entreat no more. 
Glou, O, do not swear, my lord of Buckingham. 

{Exit Buckingham with the Citizens. 
Cate. Call them again, my lord, and accept 
their suit. 221 

A nother. Do, good my lord, lest all the land 
do rue it. 

Glou. Would you enforce me to a world of 
care? 

Well, call them again. I am not made of stones, 
But penetrable to your kind entreats, 

Albeit against my conscience and my soul. 

Re-enter Buckingham and the rest. 

Cousin of Buckingham, and you sage, grave men, 
Since you will buckle fortune on my back. 

To bear her burthen, whether I will or no, 

I must have patience to endure the load : 230 

But if black scandal or foul-faced reproach 
Attend the sequel of your imposition. 

Your mere enforcement shall acquittance me 
From all the impure blots and stains thereof ; 

For God he knows, and you may partly see. 

How far I am from the desire thereof. 

May, God bless your grace ! we see it, and 
will say it. 

Glou. In saying so, you shall but say the truths 
Buck, Then 1 salute you with ^is kingly 
title : 

Long live Richard, England’s royal king ! 240 

May, and Cit. Amen. 

Bi 4 ck, To-morrow will it please you to be 
crown’d? 

Glou, Even when you please, since you will 
have it so. 

Buck, To-morrow, then, we will attend your 
grace ; 

And so most joyfully we take our leave. 

Glou, Come, let us to our holy task anin. 
Farewell, good cousin; farewell, gentle mends. 

\Extunt, 


211 effeminate remorse. Womanly pity. 



Costume design for Duke of Buckingham by John Bury 
with Ann Curtis, Royal Shakespeare Co, 19O4 
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34 lace. Cord holding the bodice of her dress together. 



Costume design for Lady Anne by Jocelyn Herbert with 
Sally Jacobs, Stratford-upon-Avon, 1961 


ACT IV. 

Scene I. Before the Tower. 

Enter^ on oneside^ Queen Elizabeth, Duchess 
OF York, and Marquess of Dorset ; on the 
other^ Anne, Duchess of Gloucester, lead- 
ing Lady Margaret Plantagenet, Clar- 
ence's young Daughter. 

> Duch. Who meets us here ? my niece Planta- 
genet 

Led in the hand of her kind aunt of Gloucester ? 
Now, for my life, she's wandering to the Tower, 
On pure heart’s love to greet the tender princes. 
Daughter, well met, 

Anne. God give your graces both 

A happy and a joyful time of day ! 

Q. Eliz. As much to you, good sister ! Whi- 
ther away ? 

Anne, No farther than the Tower; and, as I 
guess. 

Upon the like devotion as yourselves. 

To gratulate the gentle princes there. zo 

Q. Eliz, Kind sister, thanks : we’ll enter all 
together. 

Enter Braksnbury. 

And, in good time, here the lieutenant comes. 
Master lieutenant, pray you, by your leave, 

How doth the prince, and my young son of York ? 
Brak, Right well, dear madam. By your 
patience, 

I may not suffer you to visit them ; 

The king hath straitly charged the contrary. 

Q, Eliz, The king ! why, who’s that? 

Brak. I cry you mercy: I mean the lord 
protedlor. 

Q, Eliz, The Lord protedl him from that kingly 
title ! ^ 20 

Hath he set bounds betwixt their love and me? 

I am their mother; who should keep me from 
them ? 

Duch, I am their father’s mother ; I will see 
them. 

Anfie, Their aunt I am in law, in love their 
mother : 

Then bring me to their sights; I’ll bear thy 
blame 

And take thy office from thee, on my peril. 

Brak, No, madam, no; I may not leave it so: 
I am bound by oath, and therefore pardon me. 

\Exit. 

Enter Lord Stanley. 

Stan. Let me but meet you, ladies, one hour 
hence. 

And 1 ’ll salute your grace of York as mother, 30 
And reverend looker on, of two fair queens. 

\jro Anne\ Come, madam, you must straight to 
Westminster, 

There to be crowned Richard’s royal queen. 

» Q. Eliz. O, cut my lace in sunder, that my 

S ent heart 

ave some scope to beat, or else I swoon 
Wi^ this dead-killing news ! 

Anfte. Deq>iteful tidings ! O unpleasing news! 
Dor. Be of good cheer: mother, how fares 
your grace? 


z6o 


Act IV Scene I KING RICHARD III 


Q, Eliz. O Dorset, speak not to me, get 
thee hence I 

Death and destrucflion dog thee at the heels ; 40 
Thy mother’s name is ominous to children. 

If thou wilt outstrip death, go cross the seas, 

» And live with Richmond, from the reach of hell : 
Go, hie thee, hie thee from this slaughter-house. 
Lest thou increase the number of the dead ; 

And make me die the thrall of Margaret’s curse. 
Nor mother, wife, nor England’s counted queen. 
Stan, Full of wise care is this your counsel, 
madam. 

Take all the swift advantage of the hours : 

You shall have letters from me to my son 50 
To meet you on the way, and welcome you. 

Be not ta^en tardy by unwise delay. 

Duck, O ill-dispersing wind of misery ! 

0 my accursed womb, the bed of death ! 

I A cockatrice hast thou hatch’d to the world, 
Whose unavoided eye is murderous. 

Stan. Come, madam, come ; I in all haste 
was sent. 

Anne, And I in all unwillingness will go. 

1 would to God that the inclusive verge 

Of golden metal that must round my brow 60 
Were red-hot steel, to sear me to the brain ! 
Anointed let me be with deadly venom, 

And die, ere men can say, God save the queen ! 

Q. Eliz, Go, go, poor soul, I envy not thy glory ; 
To feed my humour, wish thyself no harm. 

Anne, No ! why? When he that is my husband 
now 

Came to me, as I follow’d Henry’s corse. 

When scarce the blood was well wash’d from his 
hands 

Which issued from my other angel husband 
And that dead saint which then 1 weeping follow’d ; 
O, when, I say, I look’d on Richard’s face, 71 
This was my wish : ‘ Be thou,’ quoth I, ‘ accursed, 
For making me, so young, so old a widow ! 

And, when thou wed’.st, let sorrow haunt thy bed ; 
And be thy wife — if any be so mad — 

As miserable by the life of thee 

As thou hast made me by my dear lord’s death !’ 

Lo, ere I can repeat this curse again, 

Even in so short a space, my woman’s heart 
Grossly grew captive to his honey words 80 
And proved the subjedt of my own soul’s curse, 
Which ever since hath kept my eyes from rest ; 
For never yet one hour in his bed 
Have I enjoy’d the golden dew of sleep, 

But have hten waked by his timorous dreams. 
Besides, he hates me for my father Warwick ; 
And will, no doubt, shortly be rid of me. 

Q. Eliz. Poor heart, adieu! I pity thy com- 
plaining. 

Ayme, No more than from my soul I mourn 
for yours. 

Q. Eliz. Farewell, thou woful welcomer of 
glory ! 90 

A fine. Adieu, poor soul, that takest thy leave 
of it! 

Duck. [ To Dorset'] Go thou to Richmond, and 
good fortune guide thee ! 

\To Anne] Go thou to Richard, and good angels 
guard thee ! 

\To (jueen Eliz.] Go thou to sanftuary, and good 
thoughts possess thee ! 

I to my graven where peace and rest lie with me ! 


43 Richmond. Henry Tudor, later Henry VII. 



Henry VII. From John Speed’s Theatre of the Empire of 
Great Britaine, 1611-12 


BB cockatrice. Like the basilisk, a serpent that could kill 
by looks. 



Cockatrice. Woodcut from Edward Topsell’s The 
History of Four-footed Beasts, 1658 
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97 teen. Sorro^v. 



Laurence Olivier as Richard III, New Theatre, London, 
1944 

8 the touch. Touchstone. 


80 considerate. Critical. 



Richard III. From John Speed’s Theatre of the Empire of 
Great Britaine, 1611-12 


Eighty odd years of sorrow have I seen, 

• And each hour’s joy wreck’d with a week of teen. 

Q. Eliz. Stay, yet look back with me unto the 
Tower. 

Pity, you ancient stones, th/^se tender babes 
Whom envy hath immured within your walls I 100 
Rough cradle for such little pretty ones ! 

Rude ragged nurse, old sullen playfellow 
For tender princes, use my babies well ! 

So foolish sorrow bids your stones farew^ell. 

[ Exettni. 

Scene II. Eondon. The palace. 

Sc 7 tnct. Enter RiCHArxD, in crenvned; 

Buckingham, Catesbv, a Page, and others. 

K. Rich. Stand all apart. Cousin of Buck- 
ingham ! 

Ruck. My gracious sovereign? 

K. Rich. Give me thy hand. [Here he ascend - 
eth his throne. \ Thus high, by thy advice 
And thy assistance, is King Richard seated : 

Hut shall we wear these honours for a day? 

Or shall they last, and we rejoice in them? 

Buck. Still live they and for ever may they 
last ! 

• K. Rich. O Buckingham, now do 1 play the 

touch, 

To try if thou be current gold indeed : 

Young Edward lives : think now wliat I W'ould say. 
Buck. Say on, my loving lord. ii 

K. Rich. Why, Buckingham, I say, I would 
be king. 

Buck. Why, so you arc, my thrice renowned 
liege. 

K. R ich. Ha ! am I king? ’tif. so : but Edward 
lives. 

Buck. True, noble prince. 

K. Rich. O bitter consequence, 

That Edward still should live ! ‘ True, noble 

prince ! ’ 

Cousin, thou wert not wont to be so dull ; 

Shall I be plain ? I wish the bastards dead ; 

And I would have it suddenly perform’d. 

What sayest thou? speak suddenly: be brief. 20 
Buck. Your grace may do your pleasure. 

K. Rich. Tut, tut, thou art all ice, thy kind- 
ness freezeth : 

Say, have I thy consent that they shall die? 

Buck. Give me some breath, some little pause, 
my lord. 

Before I positively speak herein ; 

I will resolve your grace immediately. [Exit. 
Cate. [Aside to a standerby\ The king is angry : 
see, he bites the lip. 

K, Rich. I will converse with iron-witted fools 
And unrespedlive boys : none are for me 

• That look into me with considerate eyes : 30 

High-reaching Buckingham grows circumspefl. 
Boy ! 

Page. My lord? 

K. Rich. Know’st thou not any whom cor- 
rupting gold 

Would tempt unto a close exploit of death? 

Page. My lord, 1 know a discontented gen- 
tleman. 

Whose humble means match not his haughty 
mind : 

Gold were as good as twenty orators, 
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And will, no doubt, tempt him to any thing. 39 
AT. Rich. What is his name ? 

Pag^e. His name, my lord, is Tyrrel. 

K. R ick. I partly know the man : go, call him 
hither. [Exit Page. 

% The deep-revolving witty Buckingham 
No more shall be the neighbour to my counsel : 
Hath he so long held out with me uhtired, 

And stops he now for breath ? 

Enter Stanley. 

How now ! what news with you: 
Stan, My lord, I hear the Marquis Dorset’s 
fled 

To Richmond, in those parts beyond the sea 
Where he abides. [Stands apart, 

K, R ich, Catesby ! 

Cate. My lord? ^ 50 

K. Rich. Rumour it abroad 
That Anne, my wife, is sick and like to die : 

I will take order for her keeping close. 

Inquire me out some mean-born gentleman, 
Whom I will marry straight to Clarence* daugh- 
ter : 

The boy is foolish, and I fear not him. 

Look, how thou dream’st ! I say again, give out 
That Anne my wife is sick and like to die : 

• About it ; for it stands me much upon, 59 

To stop all hopes whose growth may damage me. 

[Exit Catesby. 

I must be married to my brother’s daughter. 

Or else my kingdom stands on brittle glass. 
Murder her brothers, and then marry her I 
Uncertain way of gain ! But 1 am in 
So far in blood that sin will pluck on sin : 
Tear-falling pity dwells not in this eye. 

Re-enter Page, with Tyrrel. 

Is thy name Tyrrel ? 

Tyr. James Tyrrel, and your most obedient 
subjeft. 

K. Rich. Art thou, indeed? 

Prove me, my gracious sovereign. 
Darest thou resolve to kill a friend 
of mine ? 7c 

Tyr. Ay, my loid; 

But I had rather kill two enemie.s. 

K, Rich. Why, there thou hast it : two deep 
enemies, 

Foes to my rest and my sweet sleep’s disturbers 
Are they that I would have thee deal upon : 
Tyrrel, I mean those bastards in the Tower. 

Tyr. Let me have open means to come to them, 
And soon I ’ll rid you from the fear of them, 

K, Rich. Thou sing’st sweet music. Hark, 
come hither, Tyrrel : 

Go, by this token : rise, and lend thine ear ; 80 

[ Whispers. 

There is no more but so : say it is done. 

And I will love thee, and prefer thee too. 

Tyr. ’Tis done, my gracious lord. 

K. Rich. Shall we hear from thee, Tyrrel, ere 
we sleep ? 

Tyr. Ye shall, my lord. [Exit. 

Re-enter Buckingham. 

Bttck. My lord, I have consider’d in my jnind 


Tyr. - 
K. Rich. 


42 deep-revolving. Deeply considering. 

69 for it stands me much upon. It is a matter of great 
importance to me. 



Richard: ‘But I am in So far in blood . Drawing by 
Henry Singleton (1766- 1839) 
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Laurence Olivier as Richard III and Ralph Richardson 
as the Duke of Buckingham. Scene from the film 
produced and directed by Laurence Olivier, 1955 


117 Jack, The figure that struck the hour on clocks. 


Opposite: The Princes in the Tower. Painting by Sir 
John Millais (1829-1896) 


The late demand that you did sound me in. 

K, Rich, Well, let that pass. Dorset is fled 
to Richmond. 

Buck. 1 hear that news, my lord. 

K. Rich. Stanley, he is your wife's son : well, 
look to it. 90 

Buck. My lord, 1 claim your gift, my due by 
promise, 

For which your honour and your faith is pawn'd ; 
The earldom of Hereford and the moveables 
The which you promised I should possess. 

K. Rich, Stanley, look to your wife : if she 
convey 

Letters to Richmond, you shall answer it. 

Buck. What says your highness to my just 
demand f 

K. Rich. As I remember, Henry the Sixth 
Did prophesy that Richmond should be king, 
When Richmond was a little peevish boy. 100 
A king, perhaps, perhaps, — 

Buck. My lord ! 

K. Rick. How chance the prophet could not 
at that time 

Have told me, I being by, that I should kill him? 
Buck. My lord, your promise for the earl- 
dom, — 

K. Rich. Richmond! When last I was at 
Exeter, 

The mayor in courtesy show'd me the castle, 

And call'd it Rougemont: at which name I 
started, 

Because a bard of Ireland told me once, 

1 should not live long after I saw Richmond, i zo 
Buck. My lord ! 

K. Rich. Ay, what's o'clock? 

Buck. I am thus bold to put your grace in mind 
Of what you promised me. 

K. Rich. Well, but what 's o'clock ? 

Buck. Upon the stroke of ten. 

K. Rich. Well, let it strike. 

Buck. Why let it strike ? 

• K. Rich. Because that, like a Jack, thou 
keep’st the stroke 

Betwixt thy beggjng and my meditation. 

1 am not in the giving vein to-day. 

Buck. Why, then resolve me whether you 
will or no. 120 

K. Rich. Tut, tut, 

Thou troublest me ; I am not in the vein. 

[Exeunt ail but Buckingham. 
Buck. Is it even so? rewardshemy true service 
With such deep contempt? made I him king for 
this ? 

O, let me think on Hastings, and be gone 
To Brecknock, while my fearful head is on I 

[Exit. 

Scene III. The same. 

Enter Tyrrel. 

Tyr. The tyrannous and bloody deed is done. 
The most arch a(fl of piteous massacre 
That ever yet this land was milty of. 

Dighton and Forrest, whom I did suborn 
To do this ruthless piece of butchery, 

Although they were flesh’d villains, bloody dogs, 
Melting with tenderness and kind compassion 
Wept like two children in their deaths' sad stories. 
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18 replenished. Perfect. 



Murder of the Princes in the Tower. Painting by James 
N orthcote ( 1 746 -1831) 

40 Breton. Richmond is in Brittany. 

42 looks proudly o'er. Arrogantly anticipates 


‘Lo, thus,' quoth Dighton, May those tender 
babes : ' 

‘ Thus, thus,' quoth Forrest, ‘ girdling one another 
Within their innocent alabaster arms : ir 

Their lips were four red roses on a stalk, 

Which in their summer beauty kiss'd each other. 
A book of prayers on their pillow lay ; 

Which once,' quoth Forrest, ‘almost changed my 
mind ; 

But O ! the devil' — there the villain stopp'd ; 
Whilst Dighton thus told on : ‘We smothered 
The most replenished sweet work of nature, 

That from the prime creation e'er she framed.* 
Thus both are gone with conscience and rem.orse ; 
They could not speak ; and so I left them both, 
To bring this tidings to the bloody king. 

And here he comes. 

Enter King Richard. 

All hail, my sovereign liege ! 
K. Rich. Kind Tyrrcl, am I happy in thy 
news 'i 

Tyr. I f to have done the thing you gave in 
charge 

Beget your happiness, be happy then. 

For it is done, my lord. 

K. Rich. But didst thou see them dead ? 
Tyr. I did, my lord. 

K. Rich. And buried, gentle Tyrrel? 

Tyr, The chaplain of the Tower hath buried 
them ; 

But how or in what place I do not know. 30 
K. Rich. Come to me, Tyrrel, soon at after 
supper, 

And thou shalt tell the process of their death. 
Meantime, but think how I may do thee good. 
And be inheritor of thy desire. 

Farewell till soon. [Exit Tyrrcl. 

The son of Clarence have I pent up close ; 

His daughter meanly have I match’d in marriage ; 
The sons of Edward sleep in Abraham's bosom, 
And Anne my wife hath bid the world good 
night. 

• Now, for I know the Breton Richmond aims 40 
At young Elizabeth, my brother's daughter, 

• And, by that knot, looks proudly o’er the crown, 
To her I go, a jolly thriving wooer. 

Enter Catesby. 

Cate, My lord ! 

K. Rich. Good news or bad, that thou comest 
in so bluntly? 

Cate. Bad news, my lord: Ely is fled to 
Richmond ; 

And Buckingham, back'd with the hardy Welsh- 
men, 

Is in the held, and still his power increaseth. 

K. Rich. Ely with Richmond troubles me 
more near 

Than Buckingham and his rash-levied army. 50 
Come, I have heard that fearful commenting 
Is leaden servitor to dull delay ; 

Delay leads impotent and snail-paced beggary : 
Then fiery expedition be my wing, 

Jove’s Mercury, and herala for a king ! 

Come, muster men : my counsel is my shield ; 

We must be brief when traitors brave the field. 

[Exeunt, 
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Scene IV. Before the palace. 

Enter Queen Margaret. 

Q. Mar, So, now prosperity begins to mellow 
And drop into the rotten mouth of death. 

Here in these confines slily have I lurk’d, 

To watch the waning of mine adversaries. 

A dire indudlion am I witness to, 

And will to France, hoping the consequence 
Wi>ll prove as bitter, black, and tragical. 
Withdraw thee, wretched Margaret : who comes 
here? 

Enter Queen Elizabeth and the Duchess 
OF York. 

Q. Eliz. Ah, my young princes ! ah, my 
tender babes ! 

My unblown flowers, new-appearing sweets ! lo 
If yet your gentle souls fly in the air 
And be not fix’d in doom perpetual. 

Hover about me with your airy wings 
And hear your mother’s lamentation ! 

Q. Mar. Hover about her ; .say, that right 
for right 

Hath dimm’d your infant morn to aged night. 
Duck, So many miseries have crazed my 
voice, 

That my woe-wearied tongue is mute and dumb, 
Edward Plantagenet, why art thou dead ? 

C>. Mar. Plantagenet doth quit Plantagenet. 

• Edward for Edward pays a dying debt. 21 

Q, Eliz. Wilt thou, O God, fly from such 
gentle lambs. 

And throw them in the entrails of the wolf? 
When didst thou sleep when such a deed was 
done? 

Q. Mar, When hcly Harry died, and my 
sweet son. 

Duck. Blind sight, dead life, poor mortal 
living ghost, 

Woe’s scene, world’s shame, grave’s due by life 
usurp’d, 

Brief abstradl and record of tedious days. 

Rest thy unrest on England's lawful earth, 

[.S' ittin^ down . 

Unlawfully made drunk with innocents’ blood ! 30 
Q. Eliz. O, that thou wouldst as well afford a 
grave 

As thou canst yield a melancholy seat ! 

'I’hen would I hide my bones, not rest them here. 
O, who hath any cause to mourn but I ? 

{Sitting dawn by her. 
Q. Mar. If ancient sorrow be most reverend, 
Give mine the benefit of .seniory. 

And let my woes frown on the upper hand. 

If sorrow can admit society. 

[Sitting dawn with them. 
Tell o’er your woes again by viewing mine : 

• I had an Edward, till a Richard kill’d him ; 40 

I had a Harry, till a Richard kill’d him : 

• Thou hadst an Edward, till a Richard kill’d him ; 
Thou hadst a Richard, till a Richard kill’d him. 

• Duch. I had a Richard too, and thou didst 

kill him ; 

I had a Rutland too, thou holp’st to kill him. 

Q. Mar. Thou hadst a Clarence too, and 
Richard kill’d him. 

From forth the kennel of thy womb hath crept 
A hell-hound that doth hunt us all to death : 


IS Edweard Plantagenet. Edward IV. 



Edward I\’. Engraving from The Pictorial History of 
England, 1856 

21 dvtng debt. A debt that could only be paid in death. 

40 Edward. Her son, Prince F^dward. 

A 2 — A 3 Edward . . . Richard. The Princes in the Tower. 

44 Richard. Her husband, the Duke of York and father 
of Edward IV. 
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56 carnal Carnivorous. 


65 hoot. Added into the bargain. 



The Duchess of York (Esme Church), Queen Margaret 
(Edith Evans) and Queen Elizabeth (Elizabeth Sellars), 
Stratford-upon-Avon, 1961 

71 intelligencer. Agent. 

72 Only . . . souls. Only alive to work for the devil. 

86 sign. A symbol, not the reality. 


That dog, that had his teeth before his eyes, 

T o worry lambs and lap their gentle blood, 50 
That foul defacer of God’s handiwork, 

That excellent grand tyrant of the earth, 

That reigns in galled eyes of weeping souls, 

Thy womb let loose, to chase us to our graves. 

O upright, just, and true-disposing God, 

• How do 1 thank thee, that this carnal cur 
Preys on the issue of his mother’s body. 

And makes her pew-fellow with others’ moan ! 
Duck, O Harry’s wife, triumph not in my 
woes ! 

God witness with me, I have wept for thine. 60 
Q, Mar, Bear with me; I am hungry for 
revenge. 

And now I cloy me with beholding it. 

Thy Edward he is dead, that stabb’d my Edward ; 
'rhy other Edward dead, to quit my Edward ; 

• Young York he is but boot, because both they 
Match not the high perfedlion of my loss: 

Thy Clarence he is dead that kill’d my Edward ; 
And the beholders of this tragic play, 

The adulterate Hastings, Rivers, Vaughan, Grey, 
Untimely smother’d in their dusky graves. 70 
s Richard yet lives, hell’s black intelligencer, 
s Only reserved their fadtor, to buy souls 
And send them thither: but at hand, at hand. 
Ensues his piteous and iinpitied end : 

Earth gapes, hell burns, fiends roar, saints pray, 
To have him suddenly convey’d away. 

Cancel his bond of life, dear God, I pray, 

That I may live to say, The dog is dead ! 

(?. £/tz. O, thou didst prophesy the time 
would come 

That I should wish for thee to help me curse 80 
That bottled spider, that foul bunch-back’d toad ! 
(7. A/ctr. I call’d thee then vain flourish of 
my fortune ; 

I call’d thee then poor shadow, painted queen ; 
The presentation of but what I was ; 

The flattering index of a direful pageant ; 

One heaved a-high, to be hurl’d down below; 

A mother only mock’d with two sweet babes ; 

A dream of what thou wert, a breath, a bubble, 

> A sign of dignity, a garish flag. 

To be the aim of every dangerous shot; 90 

A queen in jest, only to fill the scene. 

Where is thy husband now? where be thy bro- 
thers? 

Where arc thy children? wherein do.st thou joy? 
Who sues to thee and cries ’ God save the queen ’? 
Where be the bending peers that flatter’d thee? 
Where be the thronging troops that follow’d thee? 
Decline all this, and see what now thou art : 

For happy wife, a most distressed widow ; 

For joyful mother, one that wails the name; 

For queen, a very caitiff crown’d with care ; 100 
For one being .sued to, one that humbly sues; 

For one that scorn’d at me, now scorn’d of me; 

For one being fear’d of all, now fearing one ; 

F'or one commanding all, obey’d of none. 

Thus hath the course of justice wheel’d about, 

And left thee but a very prey to time ; 

Having no more but thought of what thou wert, 
To torture thee the more, being what thou art. 
Thou didst usurp my place, and dost thou not 
Usurp the just proportion of my sorrow? no 
Now thy proud neck bears half my burthen’d 
yoke; 
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From which even here I slip my weary neck, 
And leave the burthen of it all on thee. 

Farewell, York’s wife, and queen of sad mis- 
chance : 

These English woes will make me smile in 
France. 

Q. Eliz, O thou well skill’d in curses, stay 
awhile, 

And teach me how to curse mine enemies ! 

Q. Mar, Forbear to sleep the nights, and fast 
the days ; 

Compare dead happiness with living woe ; 

I'hink that thy babes were fairer than they were. 
And he that slew them fouler than he is: 121 

Bettering thy loss makes the bad causer worse : 
Revolving this will teach thee how to curse. 

Q, Eliz. My words are dull; O, quicken them 
with thine ! 

Q. Mar, Thy woes will make them sharp, and 
pierce like mine. \Exit, 

DueJu Why should calamity b^ full of words? 

Q. Eliz. Windy attorneys to their client woes, 

► Airy succeeders of intestate joys, 

Poor breathing orators of miseries ! 

Let them have scope ; though what they do im- 
part 130 

Help not at all, yet do they ease the heart. 

Duck. If so, then be not tongue-tied; go with 
me, 

And in the breath of bitter words let’s smother 
My damned son, which thy two sweet sons 
smother’d. 

I hear his drum : be copious in exclaims. 

Enter King Richard, marchings with drums 
a 7 id trumpets* 

K, Rich, Who intercepts my expedition? 

Duck, O, she that might have intercepted 
thee, 

By strangling thee in her accursed womb. 

From all the slaughters, wretch, that thou hast 
done ! 

Q, Eliz, Hidest thou that forehead with a 
golden crown, ^ ^ ^ 140 

Where should be craven, if that right were right, 

\ The slaughter of the prince that owed that crown. 
And the dire death of my two sons and brothers? 
Tell me, thou villain slave, where are my chil- 
dren? 

Duck, Thou toad, thou toad, where is thy 
brother Clarence? 

And little Ned Plantagenet, his son? 

Q. Eliz. Where is kind Hastings, Rivers, 
Vaughan, Grey? 

K, Rich. A flourish, trumpets ! strike alarum, 
drums ! 

Let not the heavens hear these tell-tale women 
Rail on the Lord’s anointed : strike, I say ! 150 

[Flourish.^ Alarums. 
Either be patient, and entreat me fair. 

Or with the clamorous report of war 
Thus will I drown your exclamations. 

Duck. Art thou my son? 

K. Rich. Ay, I thank God, my father, and 
yourself. 

Dtich. Then patiently hear my impatience. 

K. Rich. Madam, 1 have a touch of your 
condition, 

Which cannot brook the accent of reproof. 



Peggy Ashcroft as Queen Margaret, Royal Shakespeare 
Co, 1964 

128 intestate. Dead without having made a will. 

142 owed. Owned. 
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17B Humphrey Hour. ‘To dine with Duke Humphrey* 
meant to jfo hungry. 



Costume design for Queen Elizabeth by Jocelyn 
Herbert with Sally Jacobs, Stratford-upon-Avon, 1961 


Duck, O, let me speak ! 

K. Rich. Do then ; but ni not hear. 159 
Duck. 1 will be mild and gentle in my speech. 
K, Rich. And brief, good mother; for I am 
in haste. 

Duch. Art thou so hasty ? I have stay’d for 
thee, 

God knows, in anguish, pain and agony. 

K. Rich. And came I not at last to comfort 
you ? 

Duck. No, by the holy rood, thou know’st it 
well, 

Thou earnest on earth to make the earth my hell. 
A grievous burthen was thy birth to me ; 

Tetchy and wayward was thy infancy ; 

Thy school-days frightful, desperate, wild, and 
furious. 

Thy prime of manhood daring, bold, and ven- 
turous, '1 70 

Thy age confirm’d, proud, subtle, bloody, trea- 
cherous, 

More mild, but yet more harmful, kind in hatred ; 
What comfortable hour canst thou name, 

That ever graced me in thy company? 

» A' Rich, Faith, none, but Humphrey Hour, 
that call’d your grace 
To breakfast once forth of my company. 

If I be so disgracious in your sight. 

Let me march on, and not offend your grace. 
Strike up the drum. 

Duck. I prithee, hear me speak. 

K. Rich, You speak too bitterly. 

Duck, Hear me a word ; 180 

For I shall never speak to thee again. 

K, Rich, So. 

jDuc/t. Either thou wilt die, by God’s just 
ordinance, 

Ere from this war thou turn a conqueror, 

Or I with grief and extreme age shall perish 
And never look upon thy face again. 

Therefore take with thee my most heavy curse ; 
Which, in the day of battle, tire thee more 
Than all the complete armour that thou wear’st ! 
My prayers on the adverse party fight ; 190 

And there the little souls of Edward’s children 
Whisper the spirits of thine enemies 
And promise them success and vicflory. 

Bloody thou art, bloody will be thy end : 

Shame serves thy life and doth thy death attend. 

[Rxii. 

Q. Eliz. Though far more cause, yet much 
less .spirit to curse 
Abides in me ; I say amen to all. 

K, Rich, Stay, madam; I must speak a word 
with you. 

Q, Eliz. I have no moe sons of the royal 
blood 

For thee to murder: for my daughters, Richard, 
They shall be praying nuns, not weeping queens ; 
And therefore level not to hit their lives. 

K, Rich. You have a daughter call’d Elizabeth, 
Virtuous and fair, royal and gracious. 

Q. Eliz. And must she die for this? O, let 
her live, 

And I ’ll corrupt her manners, stain her beauty ; 
Slander myself as false to Edward’s bed ; 

Throw over her the veil of infamy : 

So she ms^ live unscarr’d of bleeding slaughter, 

I will confess she was not Edward’s daughter. 
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K, Rich. Wrong not her birth, she is of royal 
blood. 

Q, Eliz. To save her life, I ’ll s^y she is not so. 

K. Rich, Her life is only safest in her birth. 

Q. Eliz, And only in that safety died her 
brothers. 

K, R ich, Lo, at their births good stars were 
opposite. 

Q, Eliz, No, to their lives bad friends were 
contrary. 

K, Rich, All unavoided is the doom of destiny. 

• Q, Eliz, True, when avoided grace makes 

destiny: 

My babes were destined to a fairer death. 

If grace had bless’d thee with a fairer life. 220 

K, Rich. You speak as if that 1 had slain my 
cousins. 

Q, Eliz, Cousins, indeed ; and by their uncle 
cozen’d 

Of comfort, kingdom, kindred, freedom, life. 
Whose hand soever lanced their tender hearts, 
Thy head, all indiredlly, gave direction : 

No doubt the murderous knife was dull and blunt 
Till it was whetted on thy stone-hard heart, 

To revel in the entrails of my lambs. 

But that still use of grief makes wild grief tame. 
My tongue should to thy ears not name my boys 
Till that my nails were anchor’d in thine eyes ; 
And I, in such a desperate bay of death, 

Like a poor bark, of sails and tackling reft. 

Rush all to pieces on thy rocky bo.som. 

K, Rich. Madam, so thrive I in my enterprise 
And dangerous success of bloody wars, 

As I intend more good to you and yours 
Than ever you or yours were by me wrong’d ! 

Q. Eliz. What good is cover’d with the face 
of heaven, 

To be discover’d, that can do me good? 240 

K. Rich, The advancement of your children, 
gentle lady. 

Q. Eliz, Up to some scaffold, there to lose 
their heads? 

K, Rich. No, to the dignity and height of 
honour. 

The high imperial type of this earth’s glory. 

Q, Eliz. Flatter my sorrows with report of it; 
Tell me what state, what dignity, what honour, 

• Canst thou demise to any child of mine? 

K, Rich. Even all 1 have ; yea, and myself 
and all, 

Will I withal endow a child of thine ; 

• So in the Lethe of thy angry soul 250 

Thou drown the sad remembrance of those wrongs 
Which thou supposcst I have done to thee. 

Q. Eliz. Be brief, lest that the process of thy 
kindness 

Last longer telling than thy kindness’ date. 

K. Rich, Then know, that from my soul I 
love thy daughter. 

Q, Eliz. My daughter’s mother thinks it with 
her soul. 

K, Rich. What do you think ? 

Q, Eliz. That thou dost love my daughter 
from thy soul : 

So from thy soul’s love didst thou love her 
brothers ; 259 

And from my heart’s love I do thank thee for it. 

K, Rich, Be not so hasty to confound my 
meaning : 


218 avoided grace. A man who avoids goodness. 



Edmund Kean (1700-1833) as Richard 111 . Engraving 
from the Theatrical Inquisitor 

247 demise. Bequeath. 

250 Lethe. The river of Forgetfulness in Hades. 
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King Richard: ‘And mean to make her queen of Eng- 
land.’ Elizabeth of York (1465-1503) did, in fact, 
become queen by her marriage to Henry Tudor, Earl of 
Richmond, later Henry VII 


283 conveyance. Removal. 

304 hid like. Suffered similarly. 


I mean, that with my soul I love thy dauf^hter, 
And mean to make her queen of England. 

Q. Eliz. Say then, who dost thou mean shall 
be her king? 

K. Rich, Even he that makes her queen : who 
should be else? 

Q, Eliz, What, thou? 

K, Rich. I, even I: what think you of it, 
madam ? 

Q, Eliz. How canst thou woo her? 

K. Rich. That would I leam of you. 

As one that are best acouainted with her humour. 
Q. Eliz. And wilt thou learn of me? 

K. Rich. Madam, with all my heart. 270 
Q. Eliz. Send to her, by the man that slew 
her brothers, 

A pair of bleeding hearts ; thereon engrave 
Edward and York; then haply she will weep: 
Therefore present to her, — as sometime Margaret 
Did to thy father, steep’d in Rutland’s blood, — 
A handkerchief ; which, say to her, did drain 
The purple sap from her sweet brother’s body. 
And bid her dry her weeping eyes therewith. 

If this inducement force her not to love. 

Send her a story of thy noble adls ; 280 

Tell her thou madest away her uncle Clarence, 
Her uncle Rivers; yea, and, for her sake, 
a Madest quick conveyance with her good aunt 
Anne. 

K. Rich. Come, come, you mock me; this is 
not the way 
To win your daughter. 

Q. Eliz. There is no other way; 

Unless thou couldst put on some other shape. 
And not be Richard that hath done all this. 

K. Rich. Say that I did all this for love of her. 
Q. Eliz. Nay, then indeed she cannot choose 
but hate thee. 

Having bought love with such a bloody spoil. 290 
1 \. Rich. Look, what is done cannot be now 
amended ; 

Men shall deal unadvisedly sometimes, 

Which after hours give leisure to repent. 

If I did take the kingdom from your sons. 

To make amends. I’ll give it to your daughter. 

If I have kill'd the issue of your womb, 

'Jo quicken your increa.se, I will beget 
Mine issue of your blood upon yr/ur daughter: 

A grandam’s name is little less in love 

Than is the doting title of a mother ; 300 

They are as children but one step below. 

Even of your mettle, of your very blood ; 

Of all one pain, save for a night of Groans 
» Endured of her, for whom you bid Tike sorrow. 
Your children were vexation to your youth, 

But mine shall be a comfort to your age. 

The loss you have is but a son being king. 

And by that loss your daughter is made queen. 

1 cannot make you what amends I would, 
Therefore accept such kindness as I can. 310 
Dorset your .son, that with a fearful soul 
Leads discontented steps in foreign soil. 

This fair alliance quickly shall call home 
To hi^h promotions and great dignity : 

I’he king, that calls your beauteous daughter wife, 
Familiarly shall call thy Dorset brother ; 

Again shall you be mother to a king, 

And all the ruins of distressful times 
Repair’d with double riches of content. 
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What ! we have many goodly days to see ; 320 

The liquid droi>s of tears that you have shed 
Shall come again, transform’d to orient pearl, 
Advantaging their loan with interest 
Of ten times double gain of happiness. 

Go, then, my mother, to thy daughter go ; 

Maike bold her bashful years with your experience ; 
Prep^e her ears to hear a wooers tale ; 

Put in her tender heart the aspiring flame 
Of golden sovereignty ; acquaint the princess 
With the sweet silent houre of marriage joys : 330 

And when this arm of mine hath chastised 
The petty rebel, dull-brain’d Buckingham, 

Bound with triumphant garlands will I come 
And lead thy daughter to a conqueror’s bed ; 

To whom I will retail my conquest won, 

And she shall be sole viAress, Caesar’s Cae<;ar. 

Q. Eliz, What were I best to say? her father’s 
brother 

Would be her lord? or shall I say, her uncle? 

Or, he that slew her brothers and her uncles? 
Under what title shall I woo for thee, 340 

That God, the law, my honour and her love. 

Can make seem pleasing to her tender years? 

AT. Rich. Infer fair England’s peace by this 
alliance. 

Q. Eliz. Which she shall purchase with still 
lasting war. 

K. Rich. Say that the king, which may com- 
mand, entreats. 

Q. Eliz. That at her hands which the king’s 
King forbids. 

K. Rich. Say, she shall be a high and mighty 
^een. 

O. Eliz. To wail the title, as her mother doth. 
AT. Rich. Say, I will love her everlastingly. 

Q. Eliz. But how long shall that title *ever’ 

350 

IS 


last? 

AT. Rich. 

end. 

Q. Eliz. 

life last? 
K. Rich. So 


35c 

Sweetly in force unto her fair life’s 
But how long fairly shall her sweet 




long as heaven and nature 

lengthens it. 

Eliz. So long as hell and Richard likes of it. 
Rich. Say, f, her sovereign, am hersubje( 5 l 
Jove. 

Q. Eliz. But she, your subjcdl, loathes such 
sovereignty. 

K. Rich. Be eloquent in my behalf to her. 

Q. Eliz. An honest tale speeds best being 
plainly told. 

AT. Rich. Then in plain terms tell her my 
loving tale. 

Q. Eliz. Plain and not honest is too harsh a 
style. 360 

K. Rich. Your reasons are too shallow and too 
quick. 

Q. Eliz. O no, my reasons are too deep and 
dead ; 

Too deep and dead, poor infants, in their grave. 

K. Rich. Harp not on that string, madam; 
that is past. 

Q. Eliz. Haip on it still shall I till heart- 
strings break. 

Rich. Now, by my George, my garter, and 
my crown, — 

Eliz. Profaned, dishonour’d, and the third 
usurp’d. 


K. 


946 forbids. Marriage to a niece was forbidden in 
canon law. 

366 George. The figure of St. George on the pendent of 
the Order of the Garter. 



Insignia of the Order of the Garter. From John Speed’s 
Theatre of the Empire of Great Britatne, 1611-12 
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420 Shall . myself? Shall I for^jet my present state to 
become what I used to be : a queen ? 


424 nest (if spicery. The phoenix’s nest The phoenix was 
reborn of its own destruction. 



The Phoenix, a mythical Arabian bird From a 12th 
centur\' bestiary 


K, Rich, 1 swear — 

Q, Eliz, By nothing ; for this is no oath : 
The George, profaned, hath lost his holy honour ; 
The garter, blemish'd, pawn'd his knightly virtue ; 
The crown, usurp’d, disgraced his kingly glory. 
If something thou wilt swear to be believed. 
Swear then by something that thou hast not 
wrong'd. 

K. Rick, Now, by the world — 

Q, Eliz, 'Tis full of thy foul wrongs. 

K, Rich, My father's death — 

Q, Eliz, Thy life hath that dishonour’d. 

K, Rich, Then, by myself — 

Q, Eliz, Thyself thyself misusest. 

K, Rich, Why then, by God — 

Q, Eliz, God’s wrong is most of all. 

If thou hadst fear’d to break an oath by Him, 
The unity the king thy brother made 
Had not been broken, nor my brother slain : 380 
If thou hadst fear’d to break an oath by Him, 
The imperial metal, circling now thy brow. 

Had graced the tender temples of my child, 

And both the princes had been breathing here, 
Which now, two tender playfellows for dust, 

Thy broken faith hath made a prey for worms. 
What canst thou swear by now? 

K, Rich, The time to come. 

Q, Eliz. That thou hast wronged in the time 
o'erpast ; 

For I myself have many tears to wash 389 

Hereafter time, for time past wrong’d by thee. 
The children live, whose parents thou hast 
slaughter'd. 

Ungovern’d youth, to wail it in their age ; 

The parents live, whose children thou hast 
butcher’d, 

Old wither’d plants, to wail it with their age. 
Swear not by time to come ; for that thou hast 
Misused ere used, by time misused o’erpast. 

K, Rich. As I intend to prosper and repent, 
So thrive I in my dangerous attempt 
Of hostile arms ! myself myself confound I 
Heaven and fortune bar me happy hours ! 400 

Day, yield me not thy light ; nor, night, thy rest ! 
Be opposite all planet.s of good luck 
To my proceedings, if, with pure heart’s love. 
Immaculate devotion, holy thoughts, 

I tender not thy beauteous princely daughter ! 

In her consists my happiness and thine ; 

Without her, follows to this land and me. 

To thee, herself, and many a Christian soul, 
Death, desolation, ruin and decay : 

I I cannot be avoided but by this ; 410 

It will not be avoided but by this. 

Therefore, good mother, — I must call you .so— 

Be the attorney of my love to her : 

Plead what 1 will be, not what I have been ; 

Not my deserts, but what I will deserve : 

Urge the necessity and state of times, 

And be not peevish-fond in great designs. 

Q, Eliz, Shall I be tempted of the devil thus? 
A . Rich. Ay, if the devil tempt thee to do good. 

• Q. Eliz, Shall I forget myself to be myself? 420 
A . Rich, Ay, if yourself s remembrance wrong 

yourself. 

Q, Eliz, But thou didst kill my children. 

A. Rich, But in your daughter’s womb I 
bury them : 

• Where in that nest oi spicery they shall breed 
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Selves of themselves, to your recomforture. 

Q. Eliz. Shall I go win my daughter to thy will? 

K, Rich. And be a happy mother by the deed. 

Q, Eliz. T go. Write to me very shortly. 

And you shall understand from me her mind. 

K. Rick. Bear her my true love’s kiss ; and 
so, farewell. \^Exit Queen Elizabeth. 430 
Relenting fool, and shallow, changing woman ! 

Ratcliff; following. 

How now ! what news? 

Rat. My gracious sovereign, on the western 
coast 

Rideth a puissant navy ; to the shore 
Throng many doubtful hollow-hearted friends. 
Unarm’d, and unresolved to beat them back : 

Tis thought that Richmond is their admiral ; 

• And there they hull, expediing but the aid 
Of Buckingham to welcome them ashore. 

K. Rich. Some light-foot friend post to the 
Duke of N orfolk ; 440 

Ratcliff, thyself, or Catesby; where is he? 

Cate. Here, my lord. 

K. Rich. Fly to the duke: \To Ratcliff^ Post 
thou to Salisbury : 

When thou contest thither, — [ To Cateshy\ Dull, 
unmindful villain. 

Why stand’st thou still, and go’st not to the duke? 

Cate. First, mighty sovereign, let me know 
your mind. 

What from your grace I shall deliver to him. 

K, Rich. O, true, good Catesby : bid him levy 
straight 

• The greatest strength and power he can make. 

And meet me presently at Salisbury. 450 

Cate. I go. [Exit. 

Rat. What is *t your highness’ pleasure I shall do 
At Sali.sbury? 

K. Rich. Why, what wouldst thou do there 
before I go? 

Rat. Your highness told me I should post 
before. 

K. Rich. My mind is changed, sir, my mind 
is changed. 


Enter Lord Stanley. 


How now, what news with you? 

Stan. None good, my lord, to please you with 
the hearing ; 

Nor none so bad, but it may well be told. 

/C. Rich. Hoy day, a riddle ! neither good nor 
bad ! 460 

Why dost thou run so many mile about. 

When thou mayst tell thy tale a nearer way? 
Once more, what news? 

Stan. Richmond is on the seas. 

K. Rich. There let him sink, and be the seas 
on him ! 

• White-liver’d runagate, what doth he there? 

Stan. 1 know not, mighty sovereign, but by 


guess. 

K. Rich. Well, sir, as you guess, as you guess? 
Stan. Stirr’d up by Dorset, Buckingham, and 
Ely, 

He makes for England, there to claim the crown. 
K. Rich. Is the chair empty? is the sword 
unsway’d? ^ 470 

Is the king dead? the empire unpossess’d? 

What heir of York is there alive but we? 


438 hull Drift. 

449 power. Army. 

466 White-liveCd runagate Cowardly runaway. 



Lord Stanley, Earl of Derbv Engraving from Old 
England, 1854 
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506 competitors. Associates 



Ellen Bateman, the 19th century child actress, as 
Richard III, Lyceum Theatre, London, 1877 


And who is England’s king but great York’s heir? 

Then, tell me, what doth he upon the sea? 

Sian. Unless for that, my liege, I cannot guess. 

AT. Rich. Unless for that he comes to be your 
liege, 

You cannot guess wherefore the Welshman comes. 

Thou wilt revolt, and fly to him, I fear. 

Stan. No, mighty liege; therefore mistrust 
me not. 

K. Rich. Where is thy power, then, to beat 
him back? 480 

Where are thy tenants and thy followers? 

Are they not now upon the western shore, 

Safc-condu< 5 ling the rebels from their ships? 

Stan. No, my good lord, my friends are in 
the north. 

IC. Rich. Cold friends to Richard: what do 
they in the north. 

When they should serve their sovereign in the 
west? 

Stan. They have not been commanded, mighty 
sovereign : 

Please it your majesty to give me leave, 

I *11 muster up my friends, and meet your grace 

Where and what time your majesty shall please. 

K. Rich. Ay, ay, thou wouldst be gone to join 
with Richmond : 

I will not trust you, sir. 

Stan. Most mighty sovereign, 

You have no cause to hold my friendship doubtful : 

I never was nor never will be false. 

K.Rich. Well, 

Go muster men ; but, hear you, leave behind 

Your son, George Stanley: look your faith be 
firm, 

Or else his head’s assurance is but frail. 

Stan. So deal with him as I prove true to you. 

[Exit. 


Enter a Messexiger. 

Mess. My gracious sovereign, now in Devon- 
shire, ^ 50© 

As I by friends am well advertised, 

Sir Edward Courtney, and the haughty prelate 
Bishop of Exeter, his brother there. 

With many moe confederates, are in arms. 

Enter another Messenger. 

Sec. Mess. My liege, in Kent the Guildfords 
are in arms ; 

• And every hour more competitors 
Flock to their aid, and still their power increaseth. 

Enter another Messenger. 

Third Mess. My lord, the army of the Duke 
of Buckingham — 

K. Rich. Out on you, owls ! nothing but songs 
of death ? [He strikeih him. 

Take that, until thou bring me better news. 510 
Third Mess. The news I have to tell your 
maiesty 

Is, that by sudden floods and fall of waters, 
Buckingham’s army is dispersed and scatter’d ; 
And he himself wander’d away alone. 

No man knows whither. 

K. Rich. I cry thee mercy : 

There is my purse to cure that blow of thine. 
Hath any well-advised friend proclaim’d 
Reward to him that brings the traitor in? 
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Third Mess. Such proclamation hath been 
made, my liege. 

Enter another Messenger. 

Fourth Mess. Sir Thomas Lovel and Lord 
Marquis Dorset, 520 

•Tis said, my liege, in Yorkshire are in arms. 

Yet this good comfort bring I to your grace, 

The Breton navy is dispersed by tempest: 
Richmond, in Dorsetshire, sent out a boat 
Unto the shore, to ask those on the banks 
If they were his assistants, yea or no ; 

Who answer’d him, they came from Buckingham 
Upon his party : he, mistrusting them, 

Hoised sail and made away for Brittany. 

K. Rich. March on, march on, since we are 
up in arms : ^ 530 

If not to fight with foreign enemies, 

Yet to beat down these rebels here at home. 

Re-enter Catesby. 

Cate. My liege, the Duke of Buckingham is 
taken ; 

That is the best news : that the Earl of Richmond 
Is with a mighty power landed at Milford, 

Is colder tidings, yet they must be told. 

AT. Rich. Away towards Salisbury I while we 
reason here, 

A royal battle might be won and lost : 

Some one take order Buckingham be brought 
To Salisbury; the rest march on with me. 540 

^Flourish. Exeunt. 

Scene V. Lord Derby s house. 

Enter Drrby and Sir Christopher Urswick. 

Der. Sir Christopher, tell Richmond this from 
me: 

That in the sty of this most bloody boar 
• My son George Stanley is frank’d up in hold : 

If I revolt, off goes young George’s head ; 

The fear of that withholds my present aid. 

But, tell me, where is princely Richmond now ? 
Chris. At Pembroke, or at Ha’rford-west, in 
Wales. 

Der. What men of name resort to him? 

Chris. Sir W alter Herbert, a renowned soldier ; 
Sir Gilbert Talbot, Sir William Stanley ; 10 

Oxford, redoubted Pembroke, Sir James Blunt, 
And Rice ap Thomas, with a valiant crew ; 

And many moe of noble fame and worth : 

And towards London they do bend their course. 
If by the way they be not fought withal. 

Der. Return unto thy lord ; commend me to 
him : 

Tell him the queen hath heartily consented 
He shall espouse Elizabeth her daughter. 

These letters will resolve him of my mind. 
Farewell. [Exeunt. 20 


3 hold. Prison. 


Kate Bateman as Richmond. She was the sister of Ellen, 
and daughter of the American impresario H.L. Bateman 
who leased the Lyceum Theatre, London, from 1871 to 

1877 



ACT V. 

Scene I. Salisbury. An open place. 

Enter the Sheriff, and Buckingham, with hal- 
berds^ led to execution. 

Buck. Will not King Richard let me speak 
with him? 

Sher. No, my good lord ; therefore be patient. 


277 



KING RICHARD III Act V Scene II 


7 moodv. An^rv’. 

19 determined icrongs Predetermined end of my 
cTinics 



Buckinjjham- ‘Come, sirs, convey me to the block of 
shame.' Prisoners being taken to their death. Engraving 
from a medieval manuscript 



Henry, Earl of Richmond and the future Henry VI I. 
Drawing by Henry Singleton (1766-1839) 


9 wash. Swill. 

10 embowelVd. Disembowelled. 


Buck. Hastings, and Edward’s children, Rivers, 
Grey. 

Holy King Henry, and thy fair son Edward, 
Vaughan, and all that have miscarried 
IW underhand corrupted foul injustice, 

\ It that your moody discontented souls 
Do through the clouds behold this present hour. 
Even for revenge mock my destruiftion ! 

This is All-Souls’ day, fellows, is it not? 10 
Sher. It is, my lord. 

Buck. Why, then All-Souls’ day is my body’s 
doomsday. 

This is the day that, in King Edward’s itime, 

1 wish’d might fall on me, when I was found 
False to his children or his wife’s allies; 

This is the day wherein I wish’d to fall 
By the false faith of him I trusted most ; 

This, this All-Souls’ day to my fearful soul 

► Is the determined respite of my wrongs : 

That high All-Seer that I dallied with eo 

Hath turn’d my feigned prayer on my head 
And given in earnest what I begg’d in jest. 

Thus doth he force the swords of wicked men 
To turn their own points on their masters’ bosoms : 
Now Margaret’s curse is fallen upon my head : 

‘ When he,’ quoth she, ‘ shall split thy heart with 
sorrow, 

Remember Margaret was a prophetess.’ 

Come, sirs, convey me to the block of shame ; 
Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the due of 
blame. [Exeunt. 

Scene II. The camp near Tamivorth. 

Enter Richmond, Oxford, Blunt, Herbert, 
and others^ iMk drum and colours. 

Rickm. Fellows in arms, and my most loving 
^ friends. 

Bruised underneath the yoke of tyranny, 

Thus far into the bowels of the land 
Have we march’d on without impediment : 

And here receive we from our father Stanley 
Lines of fair comfort and encouragement. 

The wretched, bloody, and usurping boar. 

That spoil’d your summer fields and fruitful 
vines, 

► Swills your warm blood like wash, and makes hi.s 

trough 

► In your embowell’d bosoms, this foul swine 10 
Lies now even in the centre of this isle. 

Near to the town of Leicester, as we learn : 

From Tam worth thither is but one day's march. 
In God’s name, cheerly on, courageous friends. 
To reap the harvest of perpetual peace 
By this one bloody trial of sharp war. 

Oxf, Every man’s conscience is a thousand 
swords, 

To fight against that bloody homicide. 

Herb, I doubt not but his friends will fly to us. 
Blunt. He hath no friends but who are friends 
for fear, 20 

Which in his neatest need will shrink from him. 
Richm. All for our vantage. Then, in God’s 
name, march : 

True hope is swift, and flies with swallow’s 
wings ; 

Kings it makes gods, and meaner creatures kings. 

[Exeunt. 
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Scene III. Bosworih Field. 

Enter King Richard in arms, with Norfolk, 
the Earl of Surrey, and others, 

K. Rich, Here pitch our tents, even here in 
Bosworth field. 

My Lord of Surrey, why look you so sad? 

Sur. My heart is ten tiiues lighter than my 
looks. 

K, Rich, My Lord of Norfolk, — 

Nor. Here, most gracious liege. 

K, Rick, Norfolk, we must have knocks; ha ! 
must we not ? 

Nor. We must both give and take, my gra- 
cions lord. 

K. Rich. Up with my tent there 1 here will I 
lie to-night ; 

But where to-morrow? Well, all’s one for that. 
Who hath descried the number of the foe ? 

Nor. Six or seven thousand is their utmost 
power. ID 

K. Rich. Why, our battalion trebles that 
account : 

Besides, the king s name is a tower of strength. 
Which they upon the adverse party want. 

Up with my tent there ! Valiant gentlemen, 

Let us survey the vantage of the field ; 

> Call for some men of sound direction : 

> Let ’s want no discipline, make no delay ; 

For, lords, to-morrow is a busy day. [Exeunt. 

Enter, on the other side of the field, Richmond, 
Sir William Brandon, Oxford, and others. 
Some of the Soldiers pitch Richmonds tent. 

R ichm. The weary sun hath made a golden 
set. 

And, by the bright track of his fiery car, 20 
Giv£s signal of a goodly day to-morrow. 

Sir William Brandon, you shall bear my standard. 
Give me some ink and paper in my tent: 

I'll draw the form and model of our battle, 

> Limit each leader to his several charge, 

And part in just proportion our small strength. 
My Lord of Oxford, you, Sir William Brandon, 
And you. Sir Walter Herbert, stay with me. 

The Earl of Pembroke keeps his regiment: 

Good Captain Blunt, bear my good-night to him. 
And by the second hour in the morning 31 

Desire the earl to see me in my tent : 

Yet one thing more, good Blunt, before thou 
go’ St, 

Where is Lord Stanley quarter’d, dost thou know? 
Blunt. Unless 1 have mista'en his colours 
much, 

Which well I am assured I have not done, 

His regiment lies half a mile at least 
South from the mighty power of the king. 

Richm. If without peril it be possible, 39 
» Good captain Blunt, bear my good-night to him, 
And give him from me this most needful scroll. 
Blunt, Upon my life, my lord, I ’ll under- 
take it ; 

And so, God give you quiet rest to-night! 
Richm. Good night, good Captain Blunt. 
Come, gentlemen, 

Let us consult upon to-morrow’s business : 

In to our tent; the air is raw and cold. 

[They withdraw into the tent. 



Stage set from Edmund Kean’s Richard 111 , 1854 

16 direction. Judgment of military tactics. 

17 discipline. Experience. 

25 Limit. Appoint. 



Thomas Howard, Earl of Surrey. Engraving from Old 
England, 1854 
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50 heather. Faccguard of a helmet; sometimes the 
helmet itself. 

59 pursuivant at arms. An officer of the College of 
Heralds. 

65 staves. Shafts of lances. 

70 cock-shut Twilight. 

81 father -tn-laiv. Stepfather 


Enter ^ to his tent^ King Richard, Norfolk, 
Ratcliff, Catesbv, and others. 

K. Rich. Wliat is’t o’clock? 

Cate. It’s supper-time, my lord; 

It 's nine o’clock. 

K. Rich. I will not sup to-night. 

Give me some ink and paper. 

• What, is niy beaver easier than it was? 50 

And all my armour laid into my tent? 

Cate. It is, my liege; and all things are in 
readiness. 

K. Rich. Good Norfolk, hie thee to thy charge ; 
U.se careful watch, choose trusty sentinels. 

Nor. 1 go, my lord. 

K. Rich Stir with the lark to-morrow, gentle 
Norfolk. 

Nor. 1 warrant you, my lord. [Ejtrit. 

K. Rich, (’atesby 1 
Cate. My lord? 

• K. Rich. Send out a pursuivant at arms 

To Stanley’s regiment ; bid him bring his power 
Before sunrising, lest his son George fall 61 

Into the blind cave of eternal night. 

[Exit Cateshy. 

Fill me a bowl of wine. Give me a watch. 
Saddle white Surrey for the field to-morrow. 

• Look that my staves be sound, and not too heavy. 
Ratclifi! 

Rat. My lord? 

K. Rich. Saw’st thou the melanclioly Lord 
Northumberland ? 

Rat. Thomas the Karl of Surrey, and himself, 

• Much about cook-shut time, from troop to troop 70 
Went through the army, cheering up the soldiers. 

K. Rich. So, I am satisfied. Give me a bowl 
of wine : 

I have not that alacrity of spirit, 

Nor cheer of mind, that I was wont to have. 

Set it down. Is ink and paper ready? 

Rat. It is, my lord. 

K. Rich. Bid my guard watch ; leave me. 
Ratcliff, about the mid of night come to my tent 
And help to arm me. Leave me, 1 say. 

[Exeunt Ratclijff a 7 id the other Attendants. 

Efiter Deriw to Richmond in his tent, Eords 
and others attending. 

Der. Fortune and vicflory sit on thy helm ! 
Richni. All comfort that the dark night can 
afford 80 

• Be to thy person, noble father-in-law ! 

Tell me, how fares our loving mother? 

Der. I, by attorney, bless thee from thy 
mother, 

Who prays continually for Richmond’s good : 

So much for that. The silent hours steal on, 

And flaky darkness breaks within the easL 
In brief, — for so the season bids us be, — 

Prepare thy battle early in the morning. 

And put thy fortune to the arbitrement 
Of bloody strokes and mortal-staring war. 90 
I, as I may — that which 1 would I cannot, — 
With best advantage will deceive the time, 

And aid thee in this doubtful shock of arms : 

But on thy side I may not be too forward, 

Lest, being seen, thy brother, tender George, 

Be executed in his father’s sight. 
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Farewell : the leisure and the fearful time 
Cuts off the ceremonious vows of love 
And ample interchange of sweet discourse, 

Which so long sunder'd friends should dwell upon : 
God give us leisure for these rites of love ! loi 
Once more, adieu : be valiant, and speed well ! 
Richm. Good lords, condu( 5 l him to his regi> 
ment : 

I *11 strive, with troubled thoughts, to take a nap, 

I Lest leaden slumber peise me down to-morrow. 
When I should mount with wings of vidlory : 
Once more, good night, kind lords and gentlemen. 

[Exeunt all but Richmond, 
O Thou, whose captain I account myself, 

Look on my forces with a gracious eye ; 

Put in their hands thy bruising irons of wrath, no 
That they may crush, down with a heavy fall 
The usurping helmets of our adversaries ! 

Make us thy ininisters of chastisement, 

That we may praise thee in the vidlory ! 

To the 6 I do commend my watchful soul. 

Ere I let fall the windows of mine eyes : 
Sleeping and waking, O, defend me still ! 

[Sleeps, 


Enter the Ghost of Prince Edward, son to 
Henry the Sixth. 


Ghost, [To Richard^ Let me sit heavy on 
thy soul to-morrow ! 

Think, how thou stab'dst me in my prime of youth 
At Tewksbury: despair, therefore, and die ! 120 
[To Richmond] Be cheerful, Richmond; for 
the wronged souls 

Of butcher’d princes fight in thy behalf : 

King Henry's issue, Richmond, comforts thee. 

Enter the Ghost /t/* Henry the Sixth. 
Ghost, [To Richard] When I was mortal, my 
anointed body 

By thee was punched full of deadly holes : 

Think on the Tower and me: despair, and die ! 
Harry the Sixth bids thee despair and die ! 

[To Richmond] Virtuous and holy, be thou 
conqueror ! 

Harry, that prophesied thou shouldst be king. 
Doth comfort thee in thy sleep : live, and fiourish ! 


Enter the Ghost of Clarence. 

Ghost, [To Richard] Let me sit heavy on 
thy soul to-morrow ! 13* 

I, that was wash'd to death with fulsome wine, 
Poor Clarence, by thy guile betrayed to death! 
To-morrow in the battle think on me, 

And fall thy edgeless sword : despair, and die !— 
[To Richmond] Thou offspring of the house of 
Lancaster, 

The wronged heirs of York do pray for thee : 
Good angels guard thy battle 1 live, and flourish ! 

Enter the Ghosts of Rivers, Grey, and 
Vaughan. 


Ghost of R. [To Richard^ Let me sit heavy 
on thy soul to-morrow. 

Rivers, that died at Pomfret ! despair, and die ! 
Ghost ofG, \To Richard] Think upon Grey, 
and let thy soul despair ! 141 

Ghost of V. [To Richard] Think upon 
Vaughan, and, with guilty fear. 


10B peise. Weigh. 
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David Garrick as Richard III. Painting by William 
Hogarth (1697-1764) 
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173 for hope Hoping to help you. 

180 burns blue. A sign of the presence of a ghost. 



Richard dreams of his victims. Engraving from Rowe’s 
edition of Shakespeare’s works, 1709 


Let fall thy lance : despair, and die ! 

A/L {To Richmond^ Awake, and think our 
wrongs in Richard's bosom 
Will conquer him ! awake, and v/in the day ! 

Enter the ^Hastings. 

Ghost. {To Richard^ Bloody and guilty, 
guiltily awake, 

And in a bloody battle end thy days ! 

Think on Lord Hastings: despair, and die! 

{To Richmond^ Quiet untroubled soul, awake, 
awake ! 

Arm, fight, and conquer, for fair England’s sake ! 

Enter the Ghosts of the two young Princes. 

Ghosts. {To Richard^ Dream on thy cousins 
smother’d in the Tower: 151 

Let us be lead within thy bosom, Richard, 

And weigh thee down to ruin, shame, and death ’ 
Thy nephews’ souls bid thee despair and die ! 

{To Richmond"^ Sleep, Richmond, sleep in 
peace, and wake in joy ; 

Good angels guard thee from the boar’s annoy! 
Live, and beget a happy race of kings ! 

Edward’s unhappy sons do bid thee flourish. 

Enter ttie Ghost <^Ladv Anne. 

Ghost. {To Richard^ Richard, thy wife, that 
wretched Anne thy wife, 

That never slept a quiet hour with thee, 160 
Now fills thy’ sleep with perturbations: 
To-morrow in the battle think on me, 

And fall thy edgeless sword : despair, and die ! 
\To Richmond^ Thou quiet soul, sleep thou a 
quiet sleep ; 

Dream of success and happy yi 6 iory ! 

Thy adversary’s wife doth pray for thee. 

Enter the Ghost ^Blxkingham. 

Ghost. {To Richard^ The first was 1 that 
help’d thee to the crown ; 

The last was 1 that felt thy tyranny : 

O, in the battle think on Buckingham, 

And die in terror of thy guiltiness ! 170 

Dream on, dream on, of bloody deeds and death : 
Fainting, despair ; despairing, yield thy breath ! 
m{To Richmond^ 1 died for hope ere I could 
lend thee aid : 

But cheer thy heart, and be thou not dismay’d : 
God and good angels fight on Richmond’s side ; 
And Richard falls in height of all his pride. 

{The Ghosts vanish. King Richard starts 

out of his dream. 
K, Rich. Give me another horse : bind up my 
wounds. 

Have mercy, Jesu I — Soft ! I did but dream. 

O coward conscience, how dost thou afilidl me ! 

• The lights burn blue. It is now dead midnight. 
Cold fearful drops stand on my trembling flesh. 
What do I fear? myself? there’s none else by : 
Richard loves Richard ; that is, I am I. 

Is there a murderer here ? No. Yes, I am : 
Then fly. What, from myself? Great reason 
why: 

Lest 1 revenge. What, myself upon myself? 
Alack, I love myself. Wherefore? for any good 
That 1 myself have done unto myself? 

O, no ! alas, I rather hate mvself 

For hateful deeds committed by myself! 190 
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I am a villain : yet I lie, 1 am not. 

Fool, of thyself speak well : fool, do not flatter. 
My conscience hath a thousand several tongues, 
And every tongue brings in a several tale, 

And every tale condemns me for a villain. 
Perjury, perjury, in the high’st degree ; 

Murder, stern murder, in the direst degree ; 

• All several sins, all used in each degree, 

Throng to the bar, crying all, Guilty ! guilty! 

' I shall despair. There is no creature loves me ; 
And if I die, no soul .shall pity me : 201 

Nay, wherefore should they, since that I myself 
Find in myself no pity to myself? 

Methought the souls of all tnat I had murder'd 
Came to my tent ; and every one did threat 
To-morrow’s vengeance on the head of Richard. 

Enter Ratcliff. 

Rat. My lord ! 

A". Rich. ’Zounds! who is there? 

Rat. Ratcliff, my lord ; ’tis I. The early 
village-cock 

Hath twice done salutation to the morn : 210 

Your friends are up, and buckle on their armour. 
K. Rich. O Ratcliff, I have dream *d a fearful 
dream ! 

What thinkest thou, will our friends prove all 
true? 

Rat. No doubt, my lord. 

K. Rich. O Ratcliff, I fear, I fear, — 

Rat. Nay, good my lord, be not afraid of 
shadows. 

A'. Rich. By the apostle Paul, shadows to- 
night 

Have struck more terror to the soul of Richard 
Than can the substance of ten thousand soldiers 
> Armed in proof, and led by shallow Richmond. 

It is not yet near day. Come, go with me ; 220 

Under our tents I Ml play the eaves-dropper, 

To see if any mean to shrink from me. {Exeunt. 

Enter the Lords to Richmond, sitting in his 
tent. 

Lords. Good morrow, Richmond ! 

Richm. Cry mercy, lords and watchful gentle- 
men. 

That you have ta’cn a tardy sluggard here. 
Lords. How have you slept, iny lord? 

Richm. The sweetest sleep, and fairest-boding 
dreams 

That ever enter’d in a drowsy head, 

Have I since your departure had, my lords. 
Methought their souls, whose bodies Richard 
murder’d, 230 

Came to my tent, and cried on vidlory : 

I promise you, my soul is very jocund 
In the remembrance of so fair a dream. 

How far into the morning is it, lords ? 

Lords. Upon the str^e of four. 

Richm. Why, then ’tis time to arm and give 
diredlion. 

His oration to his soldiers. 

More than I have said, loving countiymen. 

The leisure and enforcement of the time 
Forbids to dwell upon : yet remember this, 

God and our good cause fight upon our side ; 240 
The prayers of holy saints and wronged souls, 
Like nign-rear’d bulwarks, stand before our faces ; 


198 used. Committed. 

200—201 I shall . . . f)tty me. See introduction. 
219 proof. Tested armour. 



John Bannister as Richard 111 and John Pindar as Sir 
Richard Ratcliff, Haymarket Theatre, London, 1794 
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250 fotl. Setting for a jewel. 



Richard III armed. Costume design by J.R. Planche, 
the 19th centur>' designer who worked with Charles 
Kemble 


276 Tell the clock. Count the strokes. 



Duke of Norfolk, father of the Earl of Surrey. Engraving 
from Old England, 1854 


Richard except, those whom we fieht against 
Had rather have us win than him Uiey follow : 
For what is he they follow? truly, gentlemen, 

A bloody tyrant and a homicide ; 

One raised in blood, and one in blood establish’d ; 
One that made means to come by what he hath. 
And slaughter’d those that were the means to 
help him; 

• A base foul stone, made precious by the foil 250 
Of England’s chair, where he is falsely set; 

One that hath ever been God’s enemy : 

Then, if you fight against God’s enemy, 

God will in justice ward you as his soldiers; 

If you do sweat to put a tyrant down, 

You sleep in peace, the tyrant being slain; 

If you do fight against your country’s foes, 

Your country’s fat shall pay your pains the hire ; 
If you do fight in safeguard of your wives, 

Your wives shall welcome home the conquerors ; 
If you do free your children from the sword, 261 
Your children’s children quit it in your age. 
Then, in the name of God and all these rights. 
Advance your standards, dtaw your willing 
swords. 

For me, the ransom of my bold attempt 
Shall be this cold corpse on the earth’s cold face ; 
But if 1 thrive, the gain of my attempt 
The least of you shall share his part thereof. 
Sound drums and trumpets boldly and cheer* 
fully ; 

God and Saint George ! Richmond and v!(flory ! 

[Exeunt. 270 

E e-enter Kmc Richard, Ratcliff, Attend- 
ants and Forces, 

AT. Rich. What said Northumberland as touch- 
ing Richmond? 

Rat. That he was never trained up in arms. 
K. Rich, He said the truth; and what said 
Surr^ then ? 

Rat, He smiled and said ‘The better for our 
purpose.’ 

K. Rich, He was in the right ; and so indeed 
it is. [Clock striketh 

• Tell the clock there. Give me a calendar. 

Who saw the sun to-day ? 

Rat, Not I, my lord. 

K, Rich, Then he disdains to shine; for by 
the book 

He should have braved the east an hour ago: 

A black day will it be to somebody. 280 

Ratcliff ! 

Rat. My lord ? 

K, Rich, The sun will not be seen to-day; 
The sky doth frown and lour upon our army. 

1 would these dewy tears were from- the ground. 
Not shine to-day ! Why, what is that to me 
More than to Richmond? for the selfsame heaven 
That frowns on me looks sadly upon him. 

Enter Norfolk. 

Nor. Arm, arm, my lord; the foe vaunts in 
the field. 

K, Rich, Come, bustle, bustle; caparison 
my horse. 

Call up Lord Stanley, bid him bring his power : 

I will lead forth my soldiers to the plain, 291 
And thus my battle shall be ordered: 
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• My foreward shall be drawn out all in length. 
Consisting equally of horse and foot ; 

Our archers shall be placed in the midst : 

John Duke of Norfollc, Thomas Earl of Surrey, 
Shall have the leading of this foot and horse. 
They thus directed, we will follow 
In the main battle, whose puissance on either 
side 

Shall be well winged with our chiefest horse. 300 
This, and Saint George to boot ! What think’st 
thou, Norfolk? 

N’or. A good direftion, warlike sovereign. 
This found 1 on my tent this morning. 

[Ne skeweth him a paper. 

• K. Rick. \Reads\ ‘Jockey of Norfolk, be not 

too bold, 

• For Dickon thy master is bought and sold.* 

A thing devised by the enemy. 

Go, gentlemen, every man unto his charge : 

Let not our babbling dreams affright our souls : 

• Conscience is but a word that cowards use, 

Devised at first to keep the strong in awe : 310 

Our strong arms be our conscience, swords our 

law. 

March on, join bravely, let us to’t pell-mell; 

If not to heaven, then hand in hand to hell. 

H is oration to his A rmy. 

What shall I say more than I have inferred? 
Remember whom you are to cope withal ; 

A sort of vagabonds, rascals, and runaways, 

A scum of Bretons, and base lackey peasants. 
Whom their o*er-cloyed country vomits forth 
To desperate ventures and assured destruAion. 
You sleeping safe, they bring to you unrest ; 320 
You having lands, and blest with beauteous 
wives, 

• They would restrain the one, distain the other. 
And who doth lead them but a paltry fellow, 
Lon^ kept in Bretagne at our mother’s cost? 

A milk-sop, one that never in his life 

Felt so much cold as over shoes in snow? 

Let’s whip these stragglers o’er the seas again ; 
Lash hence these overweening rags of France, 
These famish’d beg^rs, weap^ of their lives ; 
Who, but for dreaming on this fond exploit, 330 
For want of means, poor rats, had hang'd them- 
selves : 

If we be conquer’d, let men conquer us, 

And not these bastard Bretons ; whom our 
fathers 

• Have in their own land beaten, bobb’d, and 

thump’d. 

And in record, left them the heirs of shame. 

Shall these enjoy our lands? lie with our wives? 
Ravish our daughters ? {Drum afar off. ] Hark I 
I hear their drum. 

Fight, gentlemen of England ! fight, bold yeomen ! 
Draw, archera, draw your arrows to the head ! 
Spur your proud horses hard, and ride in blood ; 

• Amaze the welkin with your broken staves ! 341 

Enter a Messenger. 

What says Lord Stanley? will he bring his 
power? 

Mess. My lord, he doth deny to come. 

K. Rich. Off with his son George's head ! 
Nor. My lord, the enemy is past the marsh : 
After the battle let George Stanley die. 


2tt foreword. Vanguard. 

304 Jockey. Familiar term for the name Jack. i.e. John 
Howard. 

SOB Dickon. Dick or Richard. 

300—310 Conscience ... in awe. See introduction. 

322 distain. Defile. 

334 bohb'd. Cut short. 

341 welkin. Sky. 



William Smith, the i8th century actor, as Richard III. 
Engraving from Bell’s edition of Shakespeare's works, 
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9 cast, 'rhrow ot the dice or die. 

10 hazard of the dte. The chance of the dice. 



David Garrick as Richard III, 1741 

19 white rose and the red. The white rose was the 
symbol of the house of York and the red rose, the house 
of Lancaster. 


K, Rich. A thousand hearts are great within 
my bosom : 

Advance our standards, set upon our foes ; 

Our ancient word of courage, fair Saint George, 
Inspire us with the spleen of fiery dragons! 350 
Upon them I Vidlory sits on our helms. 

{Exeunt. 

ScEXE IV. Another />art of the yield. 

Alarum: excursions. Enter Norfolk and 
forces fighting ; to him Catesby. 

Cate. Rescue, my Lord of Norfolk, rescue, 
re.scue ! 

The king enatfls more wonders than a man, 
Daring an opposite to every danger : 

His horse is slain, and all on foot he fights, 
Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death. 
Rescue, fair lord, or else the day is lost ! 

Alarums. Enter Kino Richard. 

K. Rich. A horse ! a horse ! my kingdom for 
a horse ! 

Cate. Withdraw, my lord; I’ll help you to 
a horse. 

• K. Rich. Slave, I have set my life upon 

a cast, 

• And I will stand the hazard of the die : 10 

I think there be six Richmonds in the field; 

Five have 1 slain to-day instead of him. 

A horse ! a horse ! my kingdom for a horse ! 

{Exeunt. 

Scene V. Another fart of the field. 

Alarum. Enter R/chard a/nd Richmond; 
they fight. Richard is slain. Retreat and 
flourish. Re-enter Richmond, Derby bear- 
ing the crown^ with divers other Lords. 

Richm. God and your arms be praised, vidlor- 
ious friends ; 

The day is ours, the bloody dog is dead. 

Der. Courageous Richmond, well hast thou 
acquit thee. 

Lo, here, this long-usurped royalty 
From the dead temples of this bloody wretch 
Have I pluck’d off, to grace thy brows withal : 
Wear it, enjoy it, and make much of it. 

Richm. Great God of heaven, say Amen 
to all ! 

But, tell me, is young George Stanley living? 
Der. He is, my lord, and safe in Leicester 
town ; 10 

Whither, if it please you, we may now with- 
draw us. 

Richm. What men of name are slain on 
either side? 

Der. John Duke of Norfolk, Walter Lord 
Ferrers, 

Sir Robert Brakenbury, and Sir William Brandon. 
Richm. Inter their bodies as becomes their 
births : 

Proclaim a pardon to the soldiers fied 
That in submission will return to us : 

And then, as we have ta’en the sacrament, 

• We will unite the white rose and the red: 

Smile heaven upon this fair conjun<5lion, 20 
That lon^ have frown’d upon their enmity ! 

What traitor hears me, and says not amen ? 
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England hath long been mad, and scarr’d herself ; 

'I he brother blindly shed the brother’s blood, 

The father rashly slaughter’d his own son. 

The son, compell’d, been butcher to the sire : 

All this divided York and Lancaster, 

Divided in their dire division, 

O, now, let Richmond and Elizabeth, 

The true succeeders of each royal house, 30 
By God’s fair ordinance conjoin together! 

And let their heirs, God, if thy will be so, 

Enrich the time to come with smooth-faced 
peace, 

With smiling plenty and fair prosperous days! 

Abate the edge of traitors, gracious Lord, 

That would reduce these bloody days again, 

And make poor England weep in streams of 
blood ! 

Let them not live to taste this land’s increase 
That would with treason wound this fair land’s 
peace ! 

Now civil wounds are stopp’d, peace lives again: 

That she may long live here, God say amen ! Edmund Kean as Richard III and John Cooper as 

\^Ex€U7tt. Richmond. Nineteenth century print by W.S. Johnson 
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'595 



Right : Richard 11, 
who reigned 
^377-^99- ^opy of 
Westminster 
Abbey painting, by 
jf. Randall 7676 


The Play. Richard II is an utterly different play from Richard III; where that was a 
melodrama, with a distinctly comic aspect in the drawing of the hero-villain, Richard II 
is a lyrical tragedy, highly poetic, with not a joke in it. Exceptionally, it is all verse, with 
a great deal of rhyme, not only to punctuate the conclusion of speeches and scenes. The 
verse has a curious feature, which it shares with King John, that followed on the heels 
of this play: both have a number of sestets, rhyming ab ab cc. The whole tone of 
Richard II - except for the patriotic note which it shares with King John - is different : 
it has more in common with the lyrical tragedy of Romeo and Juliet, which it followed. 

Not much difficulty about date, which is usually assumed to be 1595. Shakespeare 
drew on Samuel Daniel’s Civil Wars, of early 1595: they were kindred spirits, drawn 
together by association with Florio, and there were mutual exchanges in their work - 
they were not ashamed to be indebted to one another. At the end of 1595 Sir Edward 
Hoby wrote inviting Sir Robert Cecil to supper in Cannon Row, Westminster, ‘where 
as late as it shall please you a gate for your supper shall be open, and King Richard 
present himself to your view.’ It is probable that this refers to the new play, as it is a 
more intimate, shorter play, with a smaller cast. Hoby was Lord Chamberlain Hunsdon’s 
son-in-law; the Chamberlain’s Men would be available for an evening performance. 
The busy little politician, doing all the work of Secretary of State, minuted laconically ; 
‘Readily’. Shakespeare drew upon Holinshed as usual for his English history, but he 
also looked up a French chronicle for the events of Richard’s reign. The Plantagenet 
royal house was French; Richard was pro-French, in favour of peace with France. His 
speech was French, as was the language of the Court until Henry IV and the Lancas- 
trians. We notice that, though Richard was king of England, he does not make any of 
the patriotic speeches: they are given to John of Gaunt. 


Poetry and Politics. In historic fact Richard II was an aesthete, like Charles I ; both 
were unsuccessful as rulers, and came to tragic ends in consequence. Again and again 
we find in Shakespeare this confrontation between a ruler who is a failure politically and 
the real political type - an Antony as against Octavian, poor Henry VI as against York 
and his sons; here the political type, who has the gift for rule, is Bolingbroke. Richard II 
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is not. In historic fact he was a non-combatant; we may share his preference for peace, 
but it militated against him in the jungle of medieval politics and war. He was also a 
neurotic; having been a king since he was a child turned his head. In the last years of 
his absolutism he would sit in hall wearing his crown, silent, and anyone who caught 
his gaze had to abase themselves. A line in the play suggests that Shakespeare may have 
known the tradition. Richard, contemplating himself in the glass, says: 

Was this the face 

That like the sun did make beholders wink ? 

The strain of rule was too much for him. Most important: he could not be trusted. 
This was a fatal flaw in a monarch, as again Charles I found. There must be a last court 
of appeal whose word everybody can trust and therefore accept. Oliver Cromwell 
decided that he could not trust Charles Ts word. Bolingbroke was in a similar position 
with Richard II : it was simply the sense of self-preservation, in the struggle for survival, 
that led him forward from claiming his rights as Duke of Lancaster to taking Richard’s 
throne. Had he not, with a turn in the political tide, or in the ups-and-downs of the 
bucket which are an image in the play ~ and Richard would have had him by the neck. 
The Duke of York warns Bolingbroke: 

Take not, good cousin, further than you should, 

Lest you mistake the heavens are over our heads. 

Bolingbroke is well aware : 

I know it uncle, and oppose not myself 
Against their will. 

The heavens, i.e. the political tide, were with him. 

It was a fundamental mistake on Richard’s part to have withheld Bolingbroke’s 
inheritance from him: it created a sense of insecurity throughout the whole governing 
class, sufficiently alienated by Richard’s misrule already, and gave them an able leader 
to overthrow his ‘tyranny’, i.e. irresponsible rule. Coming to the crown, Bolingbroke 
shows that he has, what Richard had not, this fundamental quality in a real sovereign 
(cf. George Washington or Abraham Lincoln): justice of mind. He does not allow his 
resentment as a private person, his sense of injury, to influence the justice he metes out 
as a sovereign. Henry is willing to restore his former enemy, Mowbray: 

Repealed he shall be 

And, though mine enemy, restored again 
To all his lands and signories. 

Aumerle enters into conspiracy against him; as King, Henr>' judges him: 

Intended, or committed, was this fault ? 

If on the first, how heinous e’er it be, 

To win thy after-love I pardon thee. 

Such rulers deserve to win : Richard, whatever his good qualities - he was a patron of 
the arts - was incapable of it : he always acted for personal motives, out of personal 


289 



KING RICHARD II Introduction 


resentment, etc. And he would not be advised: historically, so long as his uncle Gaunt 
was alive to keep things together, Richard kept his throne. After Gaunt’s death things 
went to pieces; Richard surrounded himself with a lot of flatterers. And what a fool he 
was to go off to Ireland, leaving the coast clear for an injured Bolingbroke to descend 
upon. 

The Tragedy. The tragedy was not so much in Bolingbroke’s usurpation : the country 
(the ‘heavens’) called him to the throne - but in Richard’s murder. Here we are up 
against one of those inextricable knots in history, which make for true tragedy: neither 
side could help himself, each was in the clutch of ineluctable forces. Richard had to go; 
Henry had to take his place. We must not forget that Henry was Richard’s heir in the 
male line, and Richard had taken no care about the succession. But so long as Richard 
remained alive, he was a constant threat to the security of the throne. At the first move 
to restore him - his friends did him no good, as so often in history - he was made away 
with. 

And that was worse than crime, it was sacrilege against the sacred person of an 
anointed king. Everybody understood that at the time, when we understand it only with 
the aid of anthropology. It inflicted a terrible sense of guilt upon a medieval person such 
as Henry IV, and may well have been a factor in the disease that afflicted him. The 
divinity that shrouds the sacramental person of a monarch is expressed in the famous 
lines: 


Not all the water in the rough rude sea 
Can wash the balm off from an anointed king. 

It is the same anthropological necessity whether among the peoples in what used to be 
darkest Africa, or in the enlightened and rationalistic United States: the assassination 
of a President arouses quasi-religious horror. 

The sequel was, as Richard’s chief supporter, the Bishop of Carlisle, prophesied : 

The blood of English shall manure the ground 
And future ages groan for this foul act . . . 

And in this seat of peace tumultuous wars 
Shall kin with kin and kind with kind confound. 

This was given its chance with the next incapable ruler to succeed, Henry’s grandson, 
Henry VI. 

Popularity is a weapon in the political game, as all politicians know; some command 
it, however undeservedly, with effortless ease - compare Baldwin. Others cannot, 
however well they have deserved of the state: Churchill never could, until the state was 
in dire peril. Bolingbroke deliberately cultivated popularity, and was rewarded on his 
entry into London : 


Whilst he, from the one side to the other turning, 

Bareheaded, lower than his proud steed’s neck, 

Bespake them thus, ‘I thank you, countrymen’. 

The common people, whom Richard had never considered, threw ‘dust upon his sacred 
head’ - anthropologically, a fallen king becomes a sacrificial victim. One of his followers 
knows what to think of that, and of them : 
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And that’s tht* wavering commons; for their love 
Lies in their purses, and who empties them, 

By so much fills their hearts with deadly hate. 

(Shakespeare never lets up in his reflections on them: they do not seem to have minded, 
or perhaps noticed.) Power is what matters in politics; Richard knew that well enough : 

Yet I well remember 

The favours of these men. Were they not mine ? 

Did they not sometime cry ‘All hail’ to me? 

Very well - then he should have kept a more careful grip on the levers of power. 

Having lost it, he takes refuge in self-pity - and Shakespeare gives him most of the 
poetry of the play, and much of the sympathy. It is usual to find the man, under the 
king, more appealing than he deserves: anyone who loses control in circumstances so 
favourable to him deserves w'hat he gets. Dr. Johnson, though tender at heart, felt 
something of this. ‘It seems to be the design of the poet to raise Richard to esteem in his 
fall, and consequently to interest the reader in his favour. He gives him only passive 
fortitude, the virtue of a confessor rather than of a king. In his prosperin’ we saw' him 
imperious and oppressive, but in his distress he is w^ise, patient, and pious.' P^ven this 
is an overgenerous judgment : one knows what Richard would have done to Bolingbroke, 
whom he had treated with conspicuous injustice, if he had had the chance. 

Shakespeare did his best for him : he turned the aesthete into a poet. Many beautiful 
passages occur in which Richard indulges his self-pity. 

Patriotism was an element in the appeal of the play. The exuberant jubilation of a small 
people - only half an island, as Pope Sixtus said admiringly - who had come through 
the test of the struggle w'ith the Spanish world-empire, led to a spirit of pride, self- 
confidence and some boasting that went with youthfulness. Gaunt is given this theme 
to celebrate, not the King : 

This happy breed of men, this little world. 

This precious stone set in the silver sea, 

Which serves it in the office of a wall. 

Or as a moat defensive to a house. 

Against the envy of less happier lands. 

In my time at school we learnt it by heart, and had reason to believe it ^ no point in 
reciting it today. Gaunt’s splendid apostrophe, developed in accordance with school 
rhetoric, ‘even in American performances’, we learn, ‘usually evokes a solid round of 
applause* - but that must have been after the comparably heroic experience of 1940- 

1945. 


England, bound in with the triumphant sea, 
Whose rocky shore beats back the envious siege 
Of wat’ry Neptune, is now bound in with shame 

- as it might be, a supine and work-shy demotic society. 


Elizabethan England was apt to be choosy about immigrants, selecting only the best. 
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Robert Devereux, 
2nd Earl of Essex 
( JSbO- iboi ), 
farwunte of 
Elizabeth /. 
executed for 
treason after 
attempting to raise 
rebellion. Painting 
after Marcus 
Gheeraerts the 
Younger 


and - like all youthful peoples - liable to be anti-foreign. For all that Italy provided such 
inspiration in the arts, ordinary Protestants looked on her as a school of vice, particu- 
larly in its more sophisticated forms - whoring after 

Report of fashions in proud Italy, 

Whose manners still our tardy apish nation 
Limps after in base imitation 

i.e. the English were backward, slow to catch up. 

Background. Richard II had a topical significance which is hard for us to catch. With 
Elizabeth 1 , as with Richard II, the succession was an open question, much in men’s 
minds but dangerous to touch. Essex, darling of the people, pursued popularity; some 
people thought of him as another Bolingbroke. Richard noted his behaviour much as 
Elizabeth did Essex’s, and 

Observed his courtship to the common people; 

How he did seem to dive into their hearts 
With humble and familiar courtesy . . . 

Wooing poor craftsmen with the craft of smiles . . . 

Off goes his bonnet to an oyster-wench ; 

A brace of draymen bid God speed him well . . . 

As were our England in reversion his. 


A follower of Essex, Sir John Hayward, dedicated his account of Bolingbroke’s 
assumption of the crown to Essex, rather too obviously, and was sent to the Tower for 
it. Some joke about Richard II passed between Essex and Sir Robert Cecil, to what 
effect we do not know. On the eve of Essex’s Rebellion in i6oi, his agents bribed the 
Company at the Globe to put on Richard //, then an old play, but with its deposition 
scene to suggest ideas to the audience. The government did not blame the players, but 
the Queen was furious: ‘I am Richard II, know ye not that? This tragedy was played 
forty times in open streets and houses.’ 

It was popular, if not as much so as Richard III. Three quartos of it appeared in 
rapid succession in 1597 and 1598; but the deposition scene was censored, until James I 
had been safely on the throne for some years. 

Personal. As in every one of Shakespeare’s works, plays, poems, or sonnets, we find 
revealing references to his profession : 

As in a theatre thejeyes of men. 

After a well-graced actor leaves the stage, 

Are idly bent on him that enters next, 

Thinking his prattle to be tedious . . . 

That brings him immediately before us : we know that he was well-graced as an actor 
himself. 

It is usual to compare Richard II with Edward //; actually there is much less of 
Marlowe’s influence in this than there was in Richard III, and a world of difference in 
tone and atmosphere. The one reflection we may detect is wh^re Bolingbroke charges 
Richard’s favourites. Bushy and Green: 
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You have in manner with your sinful hours 
Made a divorce betwixt his Queen and him, 

Broke the possession of a royal bed, 

And stained the beauty of a fair Queen’s cheeks 
With tears drawn from her eyes by your foul wrongs. 

There is no warrant for this in historic fact: Richard’s Queen was at this time a child of 
eight. Shakespeare is thinking of Edward 11 ’s neglect of /its Queen for his lover, Gaves- 
ton. Nothing of this kind appears in Shakespeare, though in life Richard doted on 
Robert de Vere, and made him, absurdly, Duke of Ireland. Richard’s grand passion is 
rigorously excluded ; this interesting aspect of things did not interest the heterosexual, 
family man. 

We see the subjects of past and future plays teeming in his mind, in ‘the sad stories 
of the deaths of kings* : 

How some have been deposed, some slain in war, 

Some haunted by the ghosts they have deposed, 

Some poisoned by their wives, some sleeping killed - 

we recognise Kyd’s Hamlet waiting to leap out and take shape in the most wonderful 
play ever written. 

Music has a place in Richard II: one reference reminds us of the Sonnets: 

Or like a cunning instrument cased up 
Or, being open, put into his hands 
That knows no touch to tune the harmony. 

This was not the case with the Lady of the Sonnets - 

How oft, when thou my music, music play’st - 

with her fingers touching the jacks of the virginals. Shakespeare’s immense sensitive- 
ness to music must have added to her spell over him; and, perhaps significantly, with 
his unconscious associativeness of mind that betrays him to us, an echo from the Sonnets 
follows : 


Four lagging winters and four wanton springs. 

That experience was not far away in 1595. 

Text. The text offers no particular problems. A^good text was put out in i597» subse- 
quently reprinted, but without the deposition scene. This was inserted in a fourth 
quarto of 1608, but from a faulty copy. This was corrected when it came to the Folio. 
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THE TRAGEDY OF 


KING RICHARD II. 


DRAMATIS PERSONS. 


uncles to the King. 


King Richard the Second. 

John of Gaunt, Duke^ 
of Lancaster, 

Edmund of Langley, I 
Duke of York, 

Henry, surnamed Bolingbrokf., Duke of 
Hereford, son to John of Gaunt; after- 
wards King Henry IV. 

Dukeof Aumekle, son to the Duke of York. 

Thomas Mowbray, Duke of Norfolk. 

Duke of Surrey. 

Earl of Salisbury. 

Lord Berkeley. 

Bushy, ) 

Bagot, } servants to King Richard. 

Green, ' 

Earl of Northumberland. 

Henry Percy, surnamed Hotspur, his son. 


Lord Ross. 

Lord Willoughby. 

Lord Fitzwater. 

Bishop of Carlisle. 

Abbot of Westminster, 

Lord Marshal. 

Sir Stephen Scroop. 

Sir Pierce of Exton. 

Captain of a band of Welshmen. 

Queen to King Richard. 

Duchess of York. 

Duchess of Gloucester. 

Lady attending on the Queen. 

Lords, Heralds, Officers, Soldiers, two Gardeners, 
Keeper, Messenger, Groom, and other 
Attendants. 

Scene : England arid Wales, 


• A bullet beside a text line indicates an annotation in the 
opposite column 


ACT I. 

Scene I. London, King Richard’s palace. 

Enter King Richard, John of Gaunt, wit/i 
other Nobles and Attendants. 

K, Rick, Old John of Gaunt, time-honour’d 



Richard II f. 1376- 1399 


Opposite : The abdication of Richard II. Painting by Sir 
John Gilbert (1817-1897) 
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2 band. Bond. 

4 appeal. Accusation of treason. 

9 ancient malice. Long-lasting personal quarrel. 
18 High-stomach’ d. Haughty and proud. 

32 Tendering. Holding dear. 

34 appellant. Accuser. 

40 Too good. Too noble in birth. 



Costume design for Richard II by Tanya Moisewitch, 
Stratford-upon-Avon, 1951 


Lancaster, 

• Hast thou, according to thy oath and band. 
Brought hither Henrv Hereford thy bold son, 

• Here to make good the boisterous late appeal. 
Which then our leisure would not let us hear, 
Against the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray? 

Gaunt * I have, my liege. 

A'. R ich. Tell me, moreover, hast thou sounded 
him, 

• If he appeal the duke on ancient malice ; 

Or worthily, as a good subjedl should, 10 

On some known ground of treachery in him? 
Gaunt. As near as I could sift him on that 
argument, 

On some apparent danger seen in him 
Aim’d at your highness, no inveterate malice. 

AT. Rich* Then call them to our presence; 
face to face, 

And frowning brow to brow, ourselves will hear 
The accuser and the accii.sed freely speak : 

• High-stomach’d are they both, and full of ire. 

In rage deaf as the sea, hasty as fire. 

Enter Bolingdroke and Mowbray. 

Boling, Many years of happy days befal 20 
My gracious sovereign, my most loving liege ! 

Mow, Each day still better other’s happiness ; 
Until the heavens, envying earth’s good hap, 

Add an immortal title to your crown ! 

K, Rich, We thank you both: yet one but 
flatters us. 

As well appeareth by the cause you come ; 
Namely, to appeal each other df high treason* 
Cousin of Hereford, what dost thou objed^ 
Against the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray? 
Boling, First, heaven be the record to my 
speech ! 30 

In the devotion of a subjedl’s love, 

• Tendering the precious safety of my prince. 

And free from other misbegotten hate, 

• Come 1 appellant to this princely presence. 

Now, Thomas Mowbray, do I turn to thee, 

And mark my greeting well ; for what I speak 
My body shall make good upon this earth, 

Or my divine soul answer it in heaven. 

Thou art a traitor and a miscreant, 

• Too good to be so and too bad to Jive, 40 

Since the more fair and crystal is the sky. 

The uglier seem the clouds that in it fly. 

Once more, the more to aggravate the note. 

With a foul traitor’s name stuff 1 thy throat; 

And wish, so please my sovereign, ere I move, 
What my tongue speaks niy right drawn sword 
may prove. 

Mow, Let not my cold words here accuse my 
zeal : 

'Tis not the trial of a woman’s war. 

The bitter clamour of two eager tongues, 

Can arbitrate this cause betwixt us twain ; 50 

The blood is hot that must be cool'd for this: 

Yet can I not of such tame patience boast 
As to be hush’d and nought at all to say : 

First, the fair reverence of your highness curbs me 
From giving reins and spurs to my free speech ; 
Which else would post until it had returud 
These terms of treason doubled down his throat. 
Setting aside his high blood’s royalty. 

And let him be no kinsman to my liege, 

I do defy him, and I spit at him ; 60 
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Call him a slanderous coward and a villain : 
Which to maintain I would allow him odds. 

And meet him, were 1 tied to run afoot 
Even to the frozen ridges of the Alps, 

• Or any other ground inhabitable, 

Where ever Englishman durst set his foot 
Mean time let this defend my loyalty, 

By all my hopes, most falsely doth he lie. 

Boling. Pale trembling coward, there I throw 
my gage, 

Disclaiming here the kindred of the king, 70 
And lay aside my high blood’s royalty, 

Which fear, not reverence, makes thee to except. 
If guilty dread have left thee so much strength 

• As to take up mine honour’s pawn, then stoop: 

By that and all the rites of knighthood else, 

Will I make good against thee, arm to arm, 

What I have spoke, or thou canst worse devise. 

Mcnv. I take it up ; and by that sword 1 swear, 
Which gently laid my knighthood on my shoulder, 
I ’ll answer thee in any fair degree, 80 

Or chivalrous design of knightly trial : 

And when 1 mount, alive may 1 not light. 

If 1 be traitor or unjustly fight ! 

K. Rich, What doth our cousin lay to Mow- 
bray’s charge ? 

• It must ])e great that can inherit us 
So much as of a thought of ill in him. 

Boling. Look, what I speak, my life shall 
prove it true ; 

• That Mowbray hath received eight thousand 

nobles 

• In name of lendings for your highness’ soldiers, 

• The which he hath detain’d for lewd employments, 
Like a fal.se traitor and injurious villain. 91 
Besides 1 say and will in battle prove, 

( )r here or el.sewhere to the furthest verge 
That ever was survey’d by English eye, 

That all the treasons for these eighteen years 
Complotted and contrived in this land 
Fetch from false Mowbray their first head and 
spring. 

Further I say and further will maintain 
Upon his bad life to make all this good, 

• 'I'hat he did plot the Duke of Gloucester’s death, 

Suggest his soon-believing adversaries, loi 

And consequently, like a traitor coward. 

Sluiced out his innocent soul through streams of 

blood : 

Which blood, like sacrificing Abel’s, cries. 

Even from the tongueless caverns of the earth, 
7 o me for ju.stice and rough cha.stisement ; 

And, by the glorious worth of my descent. 

This arm shall do it, or this life be spent. 

K. Rich. How high a pitch his resolution soars ! 
Thomas of Norfolk, what say’st thou to this? no 
Mow. O, let my sovereign turn away his face 
And bid his cars a little while be deaf. 

Till I have told this slander of his blood. 

How God and good men hate so foul a liar. 

AT. Rich. Mowbray, impartial are our eyes 
and ears ; 

Were he my brother, nay, my kingdom’s heir, 

As he is but my father’s brother’s son. 

Now, by my sceptre’s awe, 1 make a vow. 

Such neighbour nearness to our sacred blood 
Should nothing privilege him, nor partialize 120 
The unstooping firmness of my upright soul : 

He is our subjedl, Mowbray ; so art thou : 


66 inhabitable. Uninhabitable. 

74 pawn. The glove he has just thrown down. 

86 inherit us. Make us possess. 

68 nobles. Gold coins worth sut shillings and eight 
pence. 

88 lendings. Money to be disbursed among the soldiers. 
90 lewd. Improper or base. 

100 Duke of Gloucester. Thomas of Woodstock, uncle 
of Richard and Bolingbroke, was murdered at Calais. 



F. Aiken, 18th century actor, as Bolingbroke. Engraving 
from Bell's edition of Shakespeare, 1776 
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130 dear at count. Great debt. 
144 recreant. Cowardly, 

184 hoot Alternative. 

170 baffled. Shamed. 



Throwing down the gage. Engraving from a French 
manuscript of the 15th century 


Free speech and fearless I to thee allow. 

AIcnv. Then, Bolingbroke, as low as to thy 
heart, 

Through the false passage of thy throat, thou liest. 
Three parts of that receipt 1 had for Calais 
Disbursed I duly to his highness* soldiers ; 

The other part reserved I by consent, 

For that my sovereign liege was in my debt 
► Upon remainder of a dear account, 130 

Since last 1 went to* France to fetch his queen : 
Now swallow down that lie. For Gloucester’s 
death, 

I slew him not; but to my own disgrace 
Neglected my sworn duty in that case. 

For you, my noble Lord of Lancaster, 

The honourable father to my foe, 

Once did I lay an ambush for your life, 

A trespass that doth vex my grieved soul ; 

But ere I last received the sacrament 
I did confess it, and exadtly begg’d 140 

Your grace’s pardon, and I hope I had it. 

7 'his is my fault : as for the rest appeal’d. 

It issues from the rancour of a villain, 

^ A recreant and most degenerate traitor : 

Which in myself I boldly will defend ; 

And interchangeably hurl down my gage 
Upon this overweening traitor’s foot. 

To prove myself a loyal gentleman 

Even in the best blood chamber’d in his bosom. 

In haste whereof, most heartily I pray 150 

Your highness to assign our trial day. 

K. Rich. Wrath-kindled gentlemen, be ruled 
by me ; 

Let’s purge this choler without letting blood: 
This we prescribe, though no physician ; 

Deep malice makes too deep incision ; 

Forget, forgive ; conclude and be agreed ; 

Our doctors say this is no month to bleed. 

Good uncle, let this end where it begun ; 

We’ll calm the Duke of Norfolk, you your son. 
Gaunt. To be a make -peace shall become my 
age : 160 

Throw down, my son, the Duke of Norfolk’s 
^ gage. 

K. Rich, And, Norfolk, throw down his. 
Gaunt, When, Harry, when? 

Obedience bids I should not bid again. 

• K. Rich. Norfolk, throw down, we bid; there 
is no boot. 

Mow, Myself I throw, dread sovereign, at 
thy foot. 

My life thou shalt command, but not my shame : 
The one my duty owes ; but my fair name, 
Despite of death that lives upon my grave, 

To dark dishonour’s use thou shalt not have. 

» I am disgraced, impeach’d and bafRed here, 170 
Pierced to the soul with slander’s venom’d spear. 
The which no balm can cure but his heart-blood 
Which breathed this poison. 

K, Rich. Rage must be withstood : 

Give me his gage : lions make leopards tame. 
Menu, Yea, but not change his spots: take 
but my shame. 

And I resign my gage. My dear dear lord. 

The purest treasure mortal times afford 
Is spotless reputation : that away, 

Men are but gilded loam or painted clay. 

A jewel in a ten-times-barr’d-up chest z8o 

Is a bold spirit in a loyal breast. 
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Mine honour is my life ; both grow in one ; 

I'ake honour from me, and my life is done : 

Then, dear my liege, mine honour let me try ; 

In that I live and for that will 1 die. 

K. Kick, Cousin, throw up your gage ; do 
you begin. 

Boling, O, God defend my soul from such 
deep sin ! 

Shall I seem crest-fairn in my father’s sight? 

> Or with pale beggar-fear impeach my height i8g 
Before this out-dared dastard? Ere my tongue 
Shall wound my honour with such feeble wrong, 
Or sound so base a parle, my teeth shall tear 
The slavish motive of recanting fear, 

And spit it bleeding in his high disgrace. 

Where shame doth harbour, even in Mowbray’s 
face. \Exit Gannt. 

K. Rich. We were not born to sue, but tc 
command ; 

Which since we cannot do to make you friends. 
Be ready, as your lives shall answer it, 

► At Coventry, upon Saint Lambert’s day: 

I'here shall your swords and lances arVntrate 200 
The swelling difference of your settled hate : 

* Since we can not atone you, we shall see 
Justice design the vidlor’s chivalry. 

I^ird marshal, command our oflfirers at arms 
Be ready to diret^t these home alarms. ^Exeunt, 

Scene TI. The Duke of Lancaster’s palace. 

Enter of Gaitnt *ivith the Duchess 

OF Gloucester. 

Gaunt, Alas, the part I had in Woodstock’s 
blood 

Doth more solicit me than your exclaims. 

To stir against the butchers of his life ! 

But since corredlion lieth in those hands 
Which made the fault that we cannot correcfl. 

Put we our quarrel to the will of heaven ; 

Who, when they see the hours rij)e on earth, 

Will rain hot vengeance on offenders’ licads. 
Duch. Finds brotherhood in thee no sharper 
spur? 

Hath love in thy old blood no living fire? 10 
Edward’s seven sons, whereof thyself art one, 
Were as seven vials of his sacred blood, 

Or seven fair branches springing from one root : 
Some of those seven are dried by nature’s 
course. 

Some of those branches by the Destinies cut : 

But Thomas, my dear lord, my life, my Glou- 
cester, 

One vial full of Edward’s sacred blood, 

One flourishing branch of his most royal root, 

Is crack’d, and all the precious liquor spilt, 

Is hack’d down, and his summer leaves all faded, 
By envy’s hand and murder’s bloody axe. 21 
An, Gaunt, his blood was thine ! that bed, that 
womb, 

That metal, that self mould, that fashion’d thee 
Made him a man ; and though thou livest and 
breathest, 

Yet art thou slain in him : thou dost consent 
In some large measure to thy father’s death, 

In that thou seest thy wretched brother die, 

Who was the model of thy father’s life. ^ 

Call it not patience. Gaunt ; it is despair : 


189 impeach my height. Disgrace my noble birth. 
199 Saint Lambert's day. September 17. 

202 atone. Reconcile. 



Edward III (d.1377) had seven sons. Their attempts to 
gain the crown decimated the family and plunged 
England into civil war. From an effigy in Westminster 
Abbey 
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46 cousin. Generic term of kinship; here, nephew. /«//. 
Fierce, cruel. 


49 career A gallop at full speed. 



A tournament. Woodcut from Holinshed’s Chronicles, 

1577 


In suffering thus thy brother to be slaughter'd, 30 
Thou showest the naked pathway to thy life, 
Teaching stern murder how to butcher thee : 
That which in mean men we intitle patience 
Is pale cold cowardice in noble breasts. 

What shall I say ? to safeguard thine own life, 
The best way is to venge my Gloucester's death. 
Gaunt, God's is the quarrel ; for God's sub- 
stitute, 

His deputy anointed in His sight, 

Hath caused his death : the w^ich if wrongfully, 
Let heaven revenge ; for I may never lift 40 
An angry arm against His minister. 

Duck. Where then, alas, may I complain my- 
self? 

Gaunt. To God, the widow's champion and 
defence. 

Duck. Why, then, I will. Farewell, old 
Gaunt. 

Thou goest to Coventry, there to behold 
Our cousin Hereford and fell Mowbray fight: 

O, sit my husband's wrongs on Hereford’s 
spear, 

That it may enter butcher Mowbray’s breast ! 

Or, if misfortune miss the first career, 

Be Mowbray’s sins .so heavy in his bosom, 50 
That they may break his foaming courser’s back, 
And throw the rider headlong in the lists, 

A caitiff recreant to my cousin Hereford ! 
Farewell, old Gaunt: thy sometimes brother’s 
wife 

With her companion grief must end her life. 

Gaunt. Sister, farewell ; I must to Coventry: 
As much good stay with thee as go with me ! 
Duck, Yet one word more: grief boundeth 
where it falls, 

Not with the empty hollowness, but weight: 

I take my leave before 1 have begun, 60 

For sorrow ends not when it seemeth done. 
Commend me to thy brother, Edmund York. 

Lo, this is all : — nay, yet depart not so; 

Though this be all, do not so quickly go ; 

I shall remember more. Bid him — ah, what ? — 
With all good speed at Flashy visit me. 

Alack, and what shall good old York there see 
But empty .lodgings and unfurnish’d walls, 
Unpeopled offices, untrodden stones? 

And what hear there for welcome but my 
groans ? 70 

Therefore commend me ; let him not come there, 
To seek out .sorrow that dwells every where. 
Desolate, desolate, will I hence and die : 

I'hc last leave of thee takes my weeping eye. 

\^Exeuni, 

Scene III. The lists at Coventry. 

Enter the Lord Marshal and the Duke of 
Aumekle. 

Mar. My Lord Aumerle, is Harry Hereford 
arm’d? 

Aum. Yea, at all points; and longs to enter in. 
Mar. The Duke of Norfolk, spnghtfully and 
bold, 

Stays but the summons of the appellant’s trumpet. 
A um. Why, then, the champions are prepared, 
and stav 

For nothing emt his majesty’s approach. 
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The trumpets sounds and the King enters with 
his nobles^ Gaunt, Bushy, Bagot, Green, 
and others. When they are set, enter Mow- 
bray in arms^ defendant, with a Herald. 

AT. Rich, Marshal, demand of yonder cham- 
pion 

The cause of his arrival here in arms : 

Ask him his name and orderly proceed 
To swear him in the justice of his cause. to 

Mar, In God's name and the king's, say who 
thou art 

And why thou comest thus knightly clad in arms, 
Against what man thou comest, and what thy 
quarrel : 

Speak truly, on thy knighthood and thy oath; 

As so defend thee heaven and thy valour I 

Mow. My name is Thomas Mowbray, Duke 
of Norfolk ; 

Who hither come engaged by my oath — 

Which God defend a knight should violate I — 
Both to defend my loyalty and truth 
To God, my king and my succeeding issue, 20 
Against the Duke of Hereford that appeals me ; 
And, by the grace of God and this mine arm. 

To prove him, in defending of myself, 

A traitor to my God, my king, and me ; 

And as I truly fight, defend me heaven ! 

The trumpets sound. Enter Boling broke, 
appellant, in armour, with a Herald. 

K, Rich. Marshal, ask yonder knight in arms, 
Both who he is and why he coineth hither 
7'hus plated in habiliments of war, 

And formally, according to our law, 

• Depose him in the justice of his cause. 30 

Mar, What is thy name? and wherefore 
comest thou hither, 

Before King Richard in his royal lists? 

Against whom comest thou? and what's thy 
quarrel? 

Speak like a true knight, so defend thee heaven ! 
Boling, Harry of Hereford, Lancaster and 
Derby 

Am I ; who ready here do stand in arms, 

'J'o prove, by God’s grace and my body’s valour. 
In lists, on Thomas Mowbray, Duke of Norfolk, 
That he is a traitor, foul and dangerous, 

To God of heaven, King Richard and to me ; 40 
And as I truly fight, defend me heaven ! 

Mar, On pain of death, no person be so bold 
Or daring-hardy as to touch the lists, 

Except the marshal and such officers 
Appointed to diredt these fair designs. 

Boling. Lord marshal, let me kiss my sove- 
reign’s hand. 

And bow my knee before his nvtjesty : 

For Mowbray and myself are like two men 
That vow a long and weary pilgrimage ; 

Then let us take a ceremonious leave 50 

And loving farewell of our several friends. 

Mar. The appellant in all duty greets your 
highness. 

And craves to kiss your hand and take his leave. 
K, Rich. We will descend and fold him in 
our arms. , , 

Gninn of Hereford, as thy cause is right. 

So be thy fortune in this royal fight ! 

Farewell, my blood ; which if to-day thou shed. 


90 Depose. Swear under oath. 



James Cathcart as Mowbray in Charles Kean’s pro- 
duction. Princess’s Theatre, London, 1857 
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67 regreet Salute, greet. 



Gaunt. ‘God in thy good cause, make thee prosperous!’ 
Walter Lacy as Gaunt, John Rydel as Bolingbroke in 
Charles Kean’s production, Princess’s Theatre, Lon- 
don, 1857 


81 casque. Helmet. 


Lament wc may, but not revenge thee dead. 

Boling, O, let no noble eye profane a tear 
For me, if I be gored with Mowbray’s spear: 60 
As confident as is the falcon’s flight 
Against a bird, do 1 with Mowbray fight. 

My loving lord, .1 take iny leave of you ; 

Of you, my noble cousin, Lord Aumerle : 

Not sick, although 1 have to do with death, 

But lusty, young, and cheerly drawing breath. 

• Lo, as at English feasts, so I rcgreet 

The daintiest last, to make the end most sweet : 
O thou, the earthly author of my blood. 

Whose youthful spirit, in me regenerate, 70 

Doth with a twofold vigour lift me up 
To reach at victory above my head, 

Add proof unto mine armour with thy prayers ; 
And with thy blessings steel my lance’s point, 
rhat it may enter Mowbray’s waxen coat, 

And furbish new the name of John a Gaunt, 

Even in the lusty haviour of his son. 

Gai 4 nt. God in thy good cause make thee 
prosperous ! 

Be swift like lightning in the execution ; 

And let thy blows, doubly redoubled, 80 

• Fall like amazing thunder on the casque 
Of thy adverse pernicious enemy: 

Rouse up thy youthful blood, be valiant and live. 
Boling, Mine innocency and Saint George to 
thrive ! 

Mow. However God or fortune cast my lot. 
There lives or dies, true to King Richard’s 
throne, 

A loyal, just and upright gentleman : 

Never did captive with a freer heart 
Cast off his chains of bondage and embrace 
His golden uncontroH’d enfranchisement, 90 
More than my dancing soul doth celebrate 
This feast of battle with mine adversary. 

Most mighty liege, and my companion peers, 
I'ake from my mouth the wish of happy years : 

As gentle and as Jocund as to jest 
Go 1 to fight : truth hath a quiet breast. 

Rich. Farewell, my lord: securely I espy 
Virtue with valour couched in thine eye. 

Order the trial, marshal, and begin. 

Mar. Harry of Hereford, Lancaster and 
Derby, ,C)o 

Receive thy lance : and God defend the right ! 
Boling, Strong as a tower in hope, 1 cry 
amen. 

Mar, Go bear this lance to Thomas, Duke of 
Norfolk. 

FB'st Her, Harry of Hereford, Lancaster 
and Derby, 

Stands here for God, his sovereign and himself, 
On pain to be found false and recre-'-',*, 

To prove the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray, 
A traitor to his God, his king and him ; 

And dares him to set forward to the fight. 

Sec. Her, Here standeth Thomas Mowbray, 
Duke of Norfolk, 110 

On pain to be found false and recreant. 

Both to defend himself and to approve 
Henry of Hereford, Lancaster, and Derby, 

To God, his sovereign and to him disloyal; 
Courageously and with a free desire 
Attending but the signal to begin. 

Mar. Sound, trumpets; and set forward, com- 
batants. \A charge sounded. 
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Stay, the king hath thrown his warder down. 

K. Rich, Let them lay by their helmets and 
their spears, 

And both return back to their chairs again: 12c 
Withdraw with us : and let the trumpets sound 
While we return these dukes what we decree. 

\^A long flourish. 

Draw near, 

And list what with our council we have done. 

For that our kingdom’s earth should not be 
soil’d 

With that dear blood which it hath fostered ; 

And for our eyes do hate the dire aspcdl 
Of civil wounds plough'd up with neighbours’ 
sword ; 

And for we think the eagle-winged pride 
Of sky-aspiring and ambitious thoughts, 130 
With rival-hating envy, set on you 
To wake our peace, which in our country’s 
cradle 

Draws the sweet infant breath of gentle sleep ; 
Which so roused up with boisterous untuned 
drums, 

With harsh-resounding trumpets’ dreadful bray. 
And grating shock of wrathful iron arms. 

Might from our quiet confines fright fair peace 
And make us wade even in our kindred’s blood; 
Therefore, we banish you our territories ; 

You, cousin Hereford, upon pain of life, 140 
'I'ill twice five summers have enrich’d our fields 
Shall not regreet our fair dominions. 

But tread the stranger paths of banishment. 
Boling, Your will be done: this must my 
comfort be. 

That sun that warms you here shall shine on me ; 
And those his golden beams to you here lent 
Shall point on me and gild my banishment. 

K. Rich, Norfolk, for thee remains a heavier 
doom, 

Which I with some unwillingness pronounce : 
The sly slow hours shall not determinate 150 
The dateless limit of thy dear exile ; 

The hopeless word of * never to return’ 

Breathe I against thee, upon pain of life. 

Mow. A heavy sentence, my most sovereign 
liege, 

And all unlock’d for from your highness' mouth : 
A dearer merit, not so deep a maim 
As to be cast forth in the common air, 

Have I deserved at your highness’ hands. 

'I'he language 1 have learn’d these forty years. 
My native English, now I must forego : 160 

And now my tongue’s use is to me no more 
Than an unstringed viol or a harp. 

Or like a cunning instrument cased up, 

Or, being open, put into his hands 
That knows no touch to tune the harmony : 
Within my mouth you have engaol’d my tongue. 
Doubly portcullis’d with my teeth and lips; 

And dull unfeeling barren ignorance 
Is made my gaoler to attend on me. 

I am too old to fawn upon a nurse, 1 70 

Too far in years to be a pupil now : 

What is thy sentence then but speechless death, 
Which robs my tongue from breathing native 
breath ? 

K. Rick. It boots thee not to be compas- 
sionate : 

After our sentence plaining comes too late. 



The start of a tournament. Engraving from a contem- 
porary manuscript 

118 warder, A staff of authority, like a present-day field- 
marshal’s baton. 

168-165 Or like a .. . harmony. See introduction. 

103 cunning. Requiring skill, or skilful. 

174 compassionate Appealing for pity. 
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181 Our part therein, i.e. as God’s deputy. 





Richard: ‘You never shall, so help you truth and God! 
Embrace each other’s love in banishment;’ Bolingbroke 
(Ian Pascoe), Richard (Ian Richardson) and Mowbray 
(Denis Holmes), Royal Shakespeare Co, 1973 

234 par ty-ver diet. Vote with others on the verdict. 


Mow. Then thus 1 turn me from my country’s 
light, 

To dwell in solemn shades of endless night. 

K, Kick. Keturii again, and take an oath with 
thee. 

Lay on our royal sword your banish’d hands ; 
Swear by the duty that you owe to God — 180 

s pur part therein wc banish with yourselves — 

I'o keep the oath that we admini.ster: 

You never shall, so help you truth and God J 
Embrace each other’s love in banishment; 

Nor never look upon each other’s face ; 

Nor never write, regrcct, nor reconcile 
This louring tempest of your home-bred hate ; 
Nor never by advised purpose meet 
To plot, contrive, or complot any ill 
’Gainst us, our state, our subjedls, or our land. 190 
Boling. I swear. 

Mow. And I, to keep all this. 

Boling. Norfolk, so far as to mine enemy : — 
By this time, had the king permitted us, 

One of our souls had wander’d in the air. 

Banish’d this frail sepulchre of our flesh. 

As now our flesh is banish’d from this land : 
Confess thy treasons ere thou fly the realm ; 

Since thou hast far to go, bear not along 
l‘hc clogging burthen of a guilty soul. 200 

Minv. No, Bolingbroke : if ever 1 were traitor, 
My name be blotted from the book of life, 

And I from heaven* banish’d as from hence ! 

But what thou art, God, thou, and I do know; 
And all too soon, 1 fear, the king shall rue. 
Farewell, my liege. Now no way can I stray ; 
Save back to England, all the world’s my way. 

\Exit. 

K. Rich. Uncle, even in the glasses of* thine 
eyes 

I see thy grieved heart : thy sad aspe< 5 l 
Hath from the number of his banish’d years 210 
Pluck’d four away. ITo Boling.] Six frozen win- 
ters spent. 

Return with welcome home from banishment. 

Boling. How long a time lies in one little word ! 
Four lagging winters and four wanton springs 
End in a word : such is the breath of king.s. 

Gaunt. I thank my liege, that in regard of me 
He shortens four years of my son’s exile: 

But little vantage shall I reap thereby ; 

For, ere the six years that he hath to spend 
Can change their moons and bring their times 
about, 220 

My oihdried lamp and time-be wasted light 
.Shall beextindl with age and endless night; 

My inch of taper will be burnt and done, 

And blindfold death not let me see my son. 

K. Rich. Why, uncle, thou hast many years 
to live. 

Gaunt. But not a minute, king, that thou canst 
give: 

Shorten my days thou canst with sullen sorrow, 
And pluck nights from me, but not lend a morrow ; 
Thou canst help time to furrow me with age. 

But stop no wrinkle in his pilgrimage ; 330 

Thy word is current with him for my death, 

But dead, thy kingdom cannot buy my breath. 
K. Rich. Thy son is banisad upon good 
advice, 

% Whereto th)r tongue a party-verdiA gave : 

Why at our justice seem’st thou then to lourT 
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Gaunt. Things sweet to taste prove in diges- 
tion sour. 

You urged me as a iudge ; but I had rather 
You would have bid me argue like a father. 

O, had it been a stranger, not my child, 

To smooth his fault I should have been more mild : 
» A partial slander sought 1 to avoid, 241 

And in the sentence my own life destroy’d. 

Alas, I look’d when some of you shoula say, 

I was too stridl to make mine own away ; 

But you gave leave to my unwilling tongue 
Against my will to do myself this wrong. 

K. Rich. Cousin, farewell ; and, uncle, bid 
him so : 

Six years we banish him, and he shall go. 

^Flourish. Exeunt K ing R ichard and train. 
Aum. Cousin, farewell; what presence must 
not know, 

From where you do remain let paper show. 250 
Mar, My lord, no leave take I ; for I will ride, 
As far as land will let me, by your side. 

Gaunt. O, to what purpose dost thou hoard 
thy words. 

That thou return’s! no greeting to thy friends? 

Boling. I have too few to takemy leave of you. 
When the tongue’s office should be prodigal 
'J'o breathe the abundant dolour of the heart. 
Gaunt. Thy grief is but thy absence for a time. 
Holing. Joy absent, grief is present for that time. 
Gaunt. What is six winters? they are quickly 
gone. 260 

Holing. To men in joy ; but grief makes one 
hour ten. 

Gaunt. Call it a travel that thou takest for 
pleasure. 

Boling. My heart will sigh when I miscall it so, 
Which finds it an inforced pilgrimage. 

Gaunt. The .sullen passage of ihy weary steps 
Esteem as foil wherein thou art to set 
The precious jewel of thy home return. 

Holing. Nay, rather, every tedious stride 1 make 
Will but remember me what a deal of world 
I wander from the jewels that I love. 270 

Must 1 not serve a long apprenticehood 
'i'o foreign passages, and in the end. 

Having my freedom, boast of nothing else 
But that 1 was a journeyman to grief? 

Gaunt. All places that the eye of heaven visits 
Are to a wise man ports and happy havens. 

Teach thy necessity to reason thus ; 

There is no virtue like necessity. 

Think not the king did banish thee, 

But thou the king. Woe doth the heavier sit, 280 
Where it perceives it is but faintly borne. 

Go, say I sent thee forth to purchase honour 
And not the king exiled thee ; or suppose 
Devouring pestilence hangs in our air 
And thou art flying to a fresher clime : 

Look, what thy soul holds dear, imagine it 
To lie that way thou go’st, not whence thou 
comest : 

Suppose the singing birds musicians, 

» The grass whereon thou tread’st the presence 
strew’d. 

The flowers fair ladies, and thy steps no more 290 
Than a delightful measure or a dance ; 

I For gnarling sorrow hath less power to bite 
The man that mocks at it and sets it li^ht. 

Baling. O, who can hold a fire in his hand 
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241 partial slander. An accusation of favouritism. 



Gaunt: ‘O, to what purpose dost thou hoard thy words 
. . .’ Michael Redgrave as Bolingbroke and Leon Quarter- 
maine as Gaunt, Queen’s Theatre, London. 1937 


289 the presence strewed. 7 'he royal presence-chamber 
which was strewn with rushes. 


291 measure. Stately dance. 



Gaunt: ’Than a delightful measure or a dance.* From a 
woodcut C.1650 


292 gnarling. Snarling. 
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6 for. By 

24-35 Observed . reversion hts. Set* introduction. 




The ‘common people’ of different trades. From a 17th 
century woodcut 


30 affects. Affections. 

39 Expedient manage. Swift measures. 


By thinking on the frosty Caucasus? 

Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite 
By bare imagination of a feast ? 

Or wallow naked in December snow 
By thinking on fantastic summer’s heat? 

O, no ! the apprehension of the good 300 

Gives but the greater feeling to the worse : 

Fell sorrow’s tooth doth never rankle more 
Than when he bites, but lanceth not the sore. 
Gaunt, Come, come, my son, Til bring thee 
on thy way : 

Had I thy youth and cause, I would not stay. 
Boling. Then, England’s ground, farewell ; 
sweet soil, adieu ; 

My mother, and my nurse, that bears me yet ! 
Where’er I wander, boast of this 1 can, 

Though banish’d, yet a trueborn Englishman. 

\^Exeunt. 

Scene IV. The court. 

Enter the King, with 'BkCmOT and Green at one 
door; and the Duke of Aumerle at another, 

A’. Rich. We did observe. Cousin Aumerle, 
IIow far brought you high Hereford on his way? 
Aum, 1 brought high Hereford, if you call 
him so. 

But to the next highway, and there I left him. 

K. Rich, And say, what store of parting tears 
were .shed ? 

► A urn. Faith, none for me ; except the north- 
east wind, 

Which then blew bitterly against our faces, 
Awaked the sleeping rheum, and so by chance 
Did grace our hollow parting with a tear. 

K, Rich. What said our cousin when you 
parted with him? lo 

Aum. ‘Farewell:* 

And, for my heart disdained that my tongue 
Should .so profane the word, that taught me craft 
To counterfeit oppression of such grief 
That words seem’d buried in my sorrow’s grave. 
Marry, would the word ‘ farewell ’ have lengthen’d 
hours 

And added years to his short banishment, 

He should have had a volume of farewells; 

But since it would not, he had none of me. 

K, Rich, He is our cousin, cousin; but ’tis 
doubt, 20 

When time shall call him home from banishment, 
Whether our kin.sman come to see his friends. 
Ourself and Bushy, Bagot here and Green 
» Observed his courtship to the common people ; 
How he did seem to dive into their hearts 
With humble and familiar courte.sy, 

What reverence he did throw away on slaves. 
Wooing poor craftsmen with the craft of smiles 
And patient underbearing of his fortune. 

As ’twere to banish their affecfls with him. 30 
Off goes his bonnet to an oyster-wench ; 

A brace of draymen bid God speed him well 
And had the'tribute of his supple knee. 

With ‘Thanks, my countrymen, iny loving 
friends ; * 

As were our England in reversion his. 

And he our .subje< 5 ls’ next degree in hope. 

Green. Well, he is gone; and witn him go 
these thoughts. 

Now for the rebels which stand out in Ireland, 
Expedient manage must be made, my liege. 
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Kre further leisure yield them further means 40 
For their advantage and your highness* loss. 

A'. Rich. We will ourself in person to this war : 
And, for our coffers, with too great a court 
And liberal largess, are grown somewhat light, 

• We are inforced to farm our royal realm ; 

The revenue whereof shall furnish us 
For our affairs in hand : if that come short, 

> Our substitutes at home shall have blank char- 
ters ; 

Whereto, when they shall know what men arc 
rich, 

I'hey shall subscribe them for large sums of gold 
And send them after to supply our wants; 51 
For we will make for Ireland presently. 

Enter' Busnv. 

Kiishy, what news? 

Rushy. Old John of Gaunt is grlevrnis sick, 
my lord, 

Suddenly taken ; and hath sent post haste 
i'o entreat your majesty to visit him. 

K. Rich. Where lies he? 

Rushy. At Fly House. 

K. Rich. Now jHit it, God, in the physician’s 
mind 

To help him to his grave immediately ! 60 

'J'he lining of his coffers sliall make coats 
'I'o deck oiir soldiers lor these Irish wars, 
koine, gentlemen, let 'sail go visit him; 

Fra) ( T )d we may make haste, and come too late ' 
Ait. Amen. \^Exeuut. 

ACT II. 

ScFNE I. Ely House. 

E n ter John o f G a f x t sic k, ivith the D i’ K li o f* 
Yokk, . 

Gaunt. Will the king come, that I may breathe 
my last 

In wholesome counsel to liis unstaid youth? 

Yorh. Vex not yourself, nor strive not with 
your brc.ath ; 

For all in vain comes counsel to his ear. 

Gaunt. U, but they say the tongues of dying 
men 

Enforce attention like deep harmony: 

Where words are scarce, they are seldom spent 
in vain, 

For they breathe truth that breathe their words 
in pain. 

He that no more must say is listen’d more 

Than they whom youth and ease have taught 
to glose ; 10 

More arc men’s ends mark’d than their lives be- 
fore : 

The setting sun, and music at the close, 

As the last taste of sweets, is sweetest last, 

Writ in remembrance more than things long past : 
Though Richard my life’s counsel would not hear, 
My death’s sad tale may yet undeaf his ear. 

York. No ; it is stopp’d with other flattering 
sounds, 

As praises, of whose taste the wise are fond, 
Lascivious metres, to whose venom sound 
The open car of youth doth always listen ; 20 

Report of fashions in proud Italy, 

Whose manners still our tardy apish nation 
Limps after in base imitation. 


46 inforced to farm. Forced to lease out royal lands for 
revenue. 

48 blank charters After they were sealed, any amount 
could be Riled in. 


10 f^lose. Flatter. 



Male costumes at the time of Richard 11 . Engraving 
from a medieval manuscript 


21—23 Report . . imitation. See introduction. 
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The shield of John of Gaunt 

45—49 This happy . . . lands. See introduction. 

56 Jewry. Land of the Jews. 

60 Pelting. Paltry. 


61—63 England . . . shame. See introduction. 



Walter Lacy as John of Gaunt in Charles Kean’ 
production, Princess’s Theatre, London, 1857 


Where doth the world thrust forth a vanity — 

So it be new, there’s no respedl how vile — 

That is not quickly buzz’d into his ears? 
rhen all too late comes counsel to be heard. 
Where will doth mutiny with wit’s regard. 

Diredi not him whose way himself will choose : 
'Tis breath thou lack’st, and that breath wilt thou 
lo.se. 30 

Gaunt. Methinks I am a prophet new inspired 
And thus expiring do foretell of him : 

His rash fierce blaze of riot cannot last, 

For violent fires soon burn out themselves; 

Small showers last long, but sudden storms are 
short : 

He tires betimes that spurs too fast betimes; 
With eager feeding food doth choke the feeder : 
Light vanity, insatiate cormorant, 

('onsuming means, soon prey.s upon itself. 

I'his royal throne of kings, this scepter’d isle, 40 
This earth of majesty, this seat of Mars, 

I'his other Eden, demi-paradisc. 

This fortress built by Nature for herself 
Against infection and the hand of war, 

• d'his happy breed of men, this little world. 

This precious stone set in the silver sea, 

Which serves it in the office of a w^all 

Or as a moat defensive to a house, 

Against the envy of less happier land.s, 

This blessed plot, this earth, this realm, this 
England, 50 

This nurse, this teeming womb of royal kings, 
Fear’d by their breed and famous by their birth, 
Renowned for their deeds as far from home. 

For Christian service and true chivalry, 

• As is the sepulchre in stubborn Jewry 

Of the world’s ransom, blessed Mary’s Son, 

I’his land of such dear souls, this dear dear land, 
Dear ff>r her reputation through the w^orld. 

Is now leased out, I die pronouncing it, 

• Like to a tenement or pelting farm : 60 

• England, bound in with the triumphant sea. 
Whose rocky shore beats back the envious siege 
Of watery Neptune, is now bound in with .shame, 
With inky blots and rotten parchment bonds: 
That England, that was wont to conquer others. 
Hath made a shameful conquest of itself. 

Ah, would the scandal vanish with my lifc^ 

How happy then were my ensuing death ! 

Enter King Richard and Queen, Aumerle, 
Bu.shy, Green, Bagot, Ross, and Wil- 
loughby. 

York. The king is come: deal mildly with 
his youth ; 69 

For young hot colts being f raged do rage the more. 
Queetu How fares our noble uncle, Lancaster? 
K. Rich. What comfort, man? how *s’t with 
aged Gaunt? 

Gaunt. O, how that name befits my compo* 
sition ! 

Old Gaunt indeed, and gaunt in being old : 

Within me grief hath kept a tedious fast; 

And who abstains from meat that is not gaunt? 
For sleeping England long time have I watch’d ; 
Watching breeds leanness, leanness is all gaunt : 
The pleasure that some fathers feed upon, 

Is my stri^fast ; I mean, my children's looks ; 80 
And therein fasting, hast thou made me gaunt : 
Gaunt am 1 for the grave, gaunt as a grave, 
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Whose hollow womb inherits nought but bones. 

^ K. Rich. Can sick men play so nicely with 
their names? 

Gaunt. No, misery makes sport to mock itself: 
Since thou dost seek to kill my name in me, 

I mock my name, great king, to Hatter thee. 

K. Rich. Should dying men flatter with those 
that live? 

Gaunt. No, no, men living flatter those that die. 
K. Rich. Thou, now a-dying, say’st thou flat- 
terest me. ^ 

Gaunt. O, no! thou diest, though I the 
sicker be. 

K. Rich. I am in health, I breathe, and see 
thee ill. 

Gaunt. Now He that made me knows I see 
thee ill ; 

111 in myself to see, and in thee seeing ill. 

Thy death-bed is no lesser than thy land 
Wherein thou liest in reputation sick ; 

And thou, too careless patient as thou art, 
Commit’st thy anointed body to the cure 
Of those physicians that first wounded thee: 

A thousand flatterers sit within thy crown, loo 
Whose compass is no bigger than thy head ; 

► And yet, incaged in so small a verge. 

The waste is no whit lesser than thy land. 

O, had thy grandsirc with a prophet’s eye 
Seen how his son’s son should destroy his .sons. 
From forth thy reach he would have laid thy 

shame, 

Deposing thee before thou wert possess’d. 

Which art possess’d now to depo.se thyself. 

Why, cousin, wert thou regent of the world. 

It were a shame to let this land by lease ; no 
But for thy world enjoying but this land, 

Is it not more than shame to shame it so? 
Landlord of England art thou now, not king : 

► Thy state of law is bondslave to the law ; 

And thou — 

A". Rich. A lunatic lean-witted fool. 
Presuming on an ague’s privilege, 

Darest with thy frozen admonition 

Make pale our cheek, chasing the royal blood 

With fury from his native residence. 

Now, by my seat’s right royal majesty, 120 

Wert thou not brother to great Edward’s son. 
This tongue that runs so roundly in thy head 
Should run thy head from thy unre verent shoulders. 
Gaunt. O, spare me not, my brother Edward’s 
son. 

For that I was his father Edward’s son ; 

' That blood already, like the pelican, 

Hast thou tapp’d out and drunkenly caroused : 
My brother Gloucester, plain well-meaning soul, 
Whom fair befal in heaven 'mongst happy souls ! 
May be a precedent and witness good 130 

That thou respedl’st not spilling Edward’s blood : 
Join with the present sickness that I have ; 

And thy unkindness be like crooked age, 

To crop at once a too long wither’d flower. 

Live in thy shame, but die not shame with thee ! 
These words hereafter thy tormentors be ! 
Convey me to my bed, then to my grave : 

Love they to live that love and honour have. 

[Exit^ borne off by his A ttendnnts. 
K. Rich. And let them die that age and sul- 
lens have ; 

For both hast thou, and both become the grave. 


84 nicely. Subtly. 

102 verge. Border, margin. 

114 Thy state . . . law. You, having leased out your land 
by bond, are now subject to law. 

128 pelican. The young of the pelican were believed 
to feed upon their mother’s blood. 



Gaunt: ‘Convey me to my bed, then to my grave.’ 
Drawing by Henr>' Singleton (17^6-^1839) 
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156 kerns Irish foot-soldiers. 



Richard' ‘We must supplant those rough rug-headed 
kerns ’ Illustration from John Derrick’s The Imafie of 
Ireland, 1581 

167 venom. Snakes 

167-168 Nor the .. . marriage. Richard forbade 
Bohngbroke to marry tbe King of France’s cousin. 

177 Accomplish'd . . , hours. At your age. 


York. I do beseech your majesty, impute his 
words 141 

To wayward sickliness and age in him : 

He loves you, on my life, and holds you dear 
As Harry Duke of Hereford, were he here. 

A'. Rich, Right, you say true : as Hereford’s 
love, so his ; 

As theirs, so mine ; and all be as it is. 

Enter Northumberland. 

North. My liege, old Gaunt commends him 
to your majesty. 

K. Rich. What says he? 

North,, Nay, nothing: all is said : 

His tongue is now a stringless instrument : 
Words, life and all, old Lancaster hath spent. 150 
York. Be York the next that must be bank- 
rupt so ! 

Though death be poor, it ends a mortal woe. 

K. Rich. The ripest fruit lirst falls, and so 
doth he ; 

H is time is spent, our pilgrimage must be. 

So much for that. Now for our Irish wars: 

• We must supplant those rough riig-hcaded kerns, 

• Which live like venom where no venom else 
But only they have privilege to live. 

And for these great aft'airs do ask some charge, 
Towards our a.ssistance we do .seize to us 160 
The plate, coin, revenues and moveables. 
Whereof our uncle Gaunt did stand possess’d. 
y'ork. How long shall I be patient? ah, how 
long 

Shall tender duty make me suffer wrong? 

Not Gloucester’s death, nor Hereford’s banish- 
ment, 

Not Gaunt’s rebukes, nor England’s private 
wrongs, 

• Nor the prevention of poor Bolingbroke 
About his marriage, nor my own disgrace, 

Have ever made me sour my patient cheek. 

Or bend one wrinkle on my sovereign’s face. 170 
I am the last of noble Edward’s sons. 

Of whom thy father, Prince of Wales, was first ; 
In war was never lion raged more fierce, 

In peace was never gentle lamb more mild, 

Than was that young and princely gentleman. 
His face thou hast, for even so look’d he, 

• Accomplish’d with the number of thy hours: 

But when he frown’d, it was against the French 
And not against his friends ; his noble hand 

Did win what he did spend and spent not that 180 
Which his triumphant father’s hand had won ; 

His hands were guilty of no kindred blood, 

But bloody with the enemies of his kin. 

O Richard ! York is too far gone with grief, 

Or else he never would compare between. 

AT. Rich. Why, uncle, what’s the matter? 
York. O my liege, 

Pardon me, if you please ; if not, I, pleased 
Not to be pardon’d, am content withal. 

Seek you to seize and gripe into your hands 189 
The royalties and rights of banish’d Hereford? 

Is not Gaunt dead, and doth not Hereford live? 
Was not Gaunt just, and is not Harry true? 

Did not the one deserve to have an heir ? 

Is not his heir a well-deserving son? 

Take Hereford’s rights away, and take from Time 
His charters and his customary rights; 

Let not to-morrow then ensue to-day; 
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Be not thyself ; for how art thou a king 
But by fair sequence and succession? 

Now, afore God — God forbid I say true ! — 200 

If you do wrongfully seize Hereford's rights, 

Call in the letters patents that he hath 
• By his attorneys-general to sue 
His livery, and deny his offer’d homage, 

You pluck a thousand dangers on your head. 

You lose a thousand well-disposed hearts 
And prick my tender patience to those thoughts 
Which honour and allegiance cannot think. 

K, Rich. Think what you will, we seize into 
our hands 

His plate, his goods, his money and his lands. 
York. I’ll not be by the while; my Jiegc, 
farewell: 21 1 

What will ensue hereof, there’s none can tell; 

But by bad courses may be understood 
That their events can never fall out good. {Exit. 
K, Rich, Go, Bushy, to the Earl of Wiltshire 
straight : 

Bid him repair to us to Ely House 
'I'o see this business. To-morrow next 
We will for Ireland ; and ’tis time, I trow: 

And we create, in absence of ourself, 

( )ur uncle York lord governor of England; 220 
Kor he is just and always loved us well, 
f.'oine on, our queen : to-morrow must we part ; 
Be merry, for our time of stay is short. 

{Flourish. KjLCimt Riug, Queen^ Amnrrlc^ 
Btishy, Green, and Bagot. 
North, Well, lords, the Duke of Lancaster is 
dead. 

Rossi And living too; for now his son is duke. 
Willo, Barely in title, not in revenues. 

North. Richly in both, if justice had her right. 
Ross. My heart is great ; but it must break 
with silence, 

Ere’t be disburden’d with a liberal tongue. 

North. Nay, speak thy mind; and let liiin 
ne’er speak more 2 jo 

That speaks thy words again to do thee liarm ! 

IV ilia. Tends that thou wouldst speak to the 
Duke of Hereford? 

If it be so, out with it boldly, man ; 

Quick is mine ear to hear of good towards him. 

Ross. No good at all that 1 can do for him ; 
Unless you call it good to pity him, 

Bereft and gelded of his patrimony. 

North, Now, afore God, ’tis shame such 
wrongs are borne 

In him, a royal prince, and many rnoe 
Of noble blood in this declining land. 240 

T he king is not himself, but basely led 
By flatterers: and what they will inform, 

Merely in hate, ’gain.st any of us all, 

'I'hat will the king severely prosecute 
’Gainst us, our lives, our children, and our heirs. 
Ross. The commons hath he pill’d with grievous 
taxes, 

t And quite lost their hearts : the nobles hath he 
fined 

For ancient quarrels, and quite lost their hearts. 

Willo. And daily new exadlions are devised, 
A.s blanks, benevolences, and I wot not what : 250 
But what, o’ God’s name, doth become of this? 
North. Wars have not wasted it, for warr*dhc 
hath not, 

But basely yielded upon compromise 
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That which his noble ancestors achieved with 
blows : 

More hath he spent in peace than they in wars. 
Ross. The Earl of Wiltshire hath the realm 
in farm. 

IViilo. The king’s grown bankrupt, like a 
broken man. 

North, Reproach and dissolution hangeth over 
him. 

Ross. He hath not money for these Irish wars. 
His burthenous taxations notwithstanding, 260 
But by the robbing of the banish'd duke. 

North. His noble kinsman: most degenerate 
king 1 

But, lords, we hear this fearful tempest sing, 

Yet seek no shelter to avoid the storm ; 

We see the wind sit sore upon our sails, 

• And yet we strike not, but securely peri.sh. 

Ross. We see the very wreck that we must 
suffer : 

And unavoided is the danger now. 

For suffering so the causes of our wreck. 

North. Not so; even through the hollow eyes 
of death 270 

I spy life peering : but I dare not say 
How near the tidings of our comfort i.s. 

VVillo. Nay, let us share thy thoughts, a.s thou 
dost ours. 

Ross. Be confident to speak, Northumberland: 
We three are but thyself ; and, speaking so, 

Thy words are but as thoughts: therefore, behold. 
North. Then thus : I have from Port Ic Blanc, 
a bay 

In Brittany, received intelligence 
That Harry Duke of Hereford, Rainold Lord 
Cobham, 

f 280 

'J'hat late broke from the Duke of Exeter, 

His brother, Archbishop late of Canterbury, 

Sir Thomas Erpingham, Sir John Ramston, 

Sir John Norbery, Sir Robert Waterton and 
Francis Quoint, 

All these well furnish'd by the Duke of Bretagne 
With eight tall ships, three thousand men of war, 
Are making hither with all due expedience 
And .shortly mean to touch our northern shore : 
Perhaps they had ere this, hut that they stay 
The first departing of the king for Ireland. 290 
If then we shall shake off our slavish yoke, 

► Imp out our drooping country’s broken wing, 

> Redeem from broking pawn the blemish’d crown, 
Wipe off the dust that hides our sceptre's gilt 
And make high majesty look like itself. 

Away with me in post to Ravenspurgh ; 

But if you faint, as fearing to do so. 

Stay and be secret, and my.self will go. 

Ross. To horse, to horse 1 urge doubts to them 
that fear. 

Willo. Hold out my horse, and I will first be 
there. {Exeunt. 300 

Scene II. Windsor Cattle. 

Queen, Bushy, andl & KQOT . 

Bushy, Madam, your majesty is too much sad : 
You proniised, when you parted with the king, 
To lay aside life-harming heaviness 
And entertain a cheerful disposition. 
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Queen, To please the king I did; to please 
myself 

I cannot do it ; yet I know no cause 

Why I should welcome such a guest as grief. 

Save bidding farewell to so sweet a guest 
As my sweet Richard: yet again, methinks. 

Some unborn sorrow, ripe in fortune’s womb, 

Is coming towards me, and my inward soul ii 
With nothing trembles : at some thing it grieves. 
More than with parting from my lord the Icing. 
Bushy. Each substance of a grief hath twenty 
.shadows, 

Which shows like grief itself, but is not so ; 

For sorrow’s eye, glazed with blinding tears, 
Divides one thing entire to many objedls; 

Like perspedlives, which rightly gazed upon 
Show nothing but confusion, eyed awry 
Distinguish form: so your sweet majesty, 20 
Looking awry upon your lord’s departure, 

Find shapes of grief, more than himself, to wail ; 
Which, look’d on as it is, is nought but shadows 
Of what it is not. Then, thrice-gracious queen, 
More than your lord’s departure weep not : more ’s 
not seen ; 

Or if it be, ’tis with false sorrow’s eye. 

Which for things true weeps things imaginary. 

Queen, It may be so; but yet my inward soul 
Persuades me it is otherwise : howe’er it be, 

I cannot but be sad ; so heavy sad 30 

As, though on thinking on no thought I think. 
Makes me with heavy nothing faint and shrink. 
Bushy, *Tis nothing but conceit, my gracious 

Queen. *Tis nothing less : conceit is still derived 
From some forefather grief ; mine is not so, 

For nothing hath begot my something grief ; 

Or .something hath the nothing that I grieve : 

*Tis in reversion that I do possess : 

But what it is, that is not yet known ; what 
I cannot name ; 'tis nameless woe, I wot. 40 

Enter Green. 

Green, God save your majesty ! and well met, 
gentlemen : 

I hope the king is not yet shipp’d for Ireland. 
Qjteen. Why hopest thou so? ’tis better hope 
he is ; 

For his designs crave haste, his haste good hope ; 
Then wherefore dost thou hope he is not shipp’d ? 
► Green, That he, our hope, might have retired 
his power, 

And driven into despair an enemy’s hope, 

Who strongly hath set footing in this land: 

The banish’d Bolingbroke repeals himself, 

And with uplifted arms is safe arrived 50 

At Ravenspurgh. 

Queen. Now God in heaven forbid ! 

Green, Ah, madam, ’tis too true : and that is 
worse, 

The Lord Northumberland, his son young Henry 
Percy, 

The Lords of Ross, Beaumond, and Willoughby, 
With all their powerful friend.s, are fled to him. 
Bushy. Why have you not proclaim’d North- 
umberland 

And all the rest revolted faftion traitors? 

Green. We have: whereupon the Earl of 
Worcester 

Hath broke his staff, resign’d his stewardship. 
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And all the household servants fled with him 6o 
To Bolingbroke. 

Queen. So, Green, thou art the midwife to my 
woe, 

York wears a piece of neck And Bolingbroke my sorrow’s dismal heir : 

• Now hath my soul brought forth her prodigy, 
And I, a gasping new-dcliver’d mother, 

Have woe to woe, sorrow to sorrow join’d. 

Bushy. Despair not, madam. 

Queen. Who shall hinder me? 

I will despair, and be at enmity 

• With cozening hope: he is a flatterer, 

A parasite, a keeper back of death, 70 

Who gently would dissolve the bands of life. 
Which fai.sc hope lingers in extremity. 

Enter York. 

Green. Here comes the Duke of York. 

• Queen, With sign^ of war about his aged neck : 

• O. full of careful business are his looks! 

Unde, for God’s sake, speak comfortable words. 

} 'o 7 'k. Should I do so, I should belie iny 
thoughts : 

Comfort ’s in heaven ; and we are on the earth, 
Where nothing lives but crosses, cares and grief. 
Your husband, he is gone to save far off, 80 

Whilst others come to make him lo.se at home ; 
Here am I left to underprop his land. 

Who, weak with age, cannot support myself : 
Now comes the sick hour that his surfeit made ; 
Now shall he try his friends that flatter’d him. 

Enter a Servant. 

Scr 7 f. My lord, your son was gone before 
I came. 

York. He was Wliy, so ! go all which way 
it will ! 

The nobles they are fled, the commons they are 
cold. 

And will, I fear, revolt on Hereford’s side. 

Sirrah, get thee to Flashy, to my sister Glou- 
cester : 90 

Bid her send me presently a thousand pound : 
Hold, take my ring. 

Ser 7 '. My lord, 1 had forgot to tell your lord- 
ship, 

To-day, as I came by, I called there ; 

But I .sliall grieve you to report the rest. 

}^ork. What is’t, knave? 

Serv. An hour before I came, the duchess 
died. 

York. God for his mercy ! what a tide of woes 
Comes rushing on this woeful land at once I 
I know not what to do: I would to God, 100 
» So my untruth had not provoked him to it. 

The king had cut off my head with my brother’s. 
What, are there no posts dispatch’d for Ireland? 
How shall we do for money for these wars ? 
Come, sister, — cousin, 1 would say, — pray, par- 
don me. 

Go, fellow, get thee home, provide some carts 
And bring away the armour that is there. 

[Exit Servant, 

Gentlemen, will you go muster men? 

If I know how or which way to order these affairs 
Thus thrust disorderly into my hands, no 

Never believe me. Both are my kin.smcn : 

The one is my sovereign, whom both my oath 
And duty bids defend ; the other again 
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Is my kinsman, whom the king hath wrong’d, 
Whom conscience and my kindred bids to right. 
Well, somewhat we must do. Come, cousin, I ’ll 
Dispose of you. 

Gentlemen, go, muster up your men. 

And meet me presently at Ilcrkelcy. 

1 should to Flashy too ; 120 

But time will not permit: all is uneven. 

And every thing is left at six and seven. 

{Exeunt York and Queen, 
Bushy, 7 'he wind sits fair for news to go to 
Ireland, 

• But none returns. For us to levy power 
Proportionable to the enemy 

Is all unpossible. 

Green. Besides, our nearness to the king in 
love 

Is near the hate of those love not the king. 
Bagot. And that's the wavering commons: 
for their love 

Lies in their purses, and whoso empties them 130 
By so much fills their hearts with deadly hate. 
Bushy. Wherein the king stands generally 
condemn’d. 

Bagot. If judgement lie in them, then so do we, 
Because we ever have i^een near the king. 

Green. Well, 1 will for refuge straight to 
Bristol castle : 

7 'hc Earl of Wiltshire is already there. 

Bushy. Thither will 1 w'ith you ; for little 
office 

The hateful commons will perform for u.s, 

Except like curs to tear us all to pieces. 

Will you go along with us ? 140 

Bagot. No; 1 will to Ireland to his majesty. 
Farewell: if heart’s presages be not vain, 

We three here part that ne’er shall meet again. 

• Bushy. 7 ’hat’sas York thrives to beat back 

Bolingbroke. 

Green. Alas, poor duke ! the task he under- 
takes 

Is numbering sands and drinking oceans dry : 
Where one on his side fights, thousands will fly. 
Farewell at once, for once, for all, and ever. 
Bushy. Well, we may meet again. 

Bagot. 1 fear me, never. 

{^Exeunt, 

Scene III. Wilds in Gloucestershire. 

Enter Bolin(;bu()ke and Northumberland, 
^vith Forces. 

Boling. How far is it, my lord, to Berkeley 
now? 

North. Believe me, noble lord, 

I am a stranger here in ( Tloucestershire ; 

These high wild hills and rough uneven ways 
Draws out our mile.s, and makes them weari- 
some : 

And yet your fair discourse hath been as sugar. 
Making the hard way sweet and deledlable. 

But 1 bethink me what a weary way 
From Ravenspurgh to Cotswold will be found 
In Ross and Willoughby, wanting your company, 
Which, I protest, hath very much beguiled 11 
I’he tediousness and process of my travel : 

But theirs is sweetened with the hope to have 
The present benefit which I possess; 

And hope to joy is little less in joy 


124 But none returns. The wind is not good for returning 
from Ireland. 



Ship.s at the time of Richard II. Engraving from a 
medieval manuscript 


144 That's as That depends on 




Map of Gloucestershire. From Michael Drayton’s 
Polyolhion, 1613 


315 



KING RICHARD II Act II Scene III 



Berkeley Castle. Engraving from Old England, 1854 


61 unfelt. Immaterial. 


Than hope enjoy’d : by this the weary lords 
Shall make their way seem short, as mine hath 
done 

By sight of what I have, your noble company. 

^ Boling. Of much less value is my company 
Than your good words. But who comes here ? 

Enter Henry Percy. 

North. It is my son, young Harry Percy, 21 
Sent from my brother Worcester, whencesoever. 
Harry, how fares your uncle? 

Percy. I had thought, my lord, to have learn'd 
his health of you. 

North. Why, is he not with the queen? 
Percy. No, my good Lord; he hath forsook 
the court, 

Broken his staff of office and dispersed 
'riie household of the king. 

North. What was his reason? 

He was not so resolved when last we spake 
together. 

Percy. Because your lordship was proclaimed 
traitor. 30 

But he, my lord, is gone to Ravenspurgh, 

'I'o offer service to the Duke of Hereford, 

And sent me over by Berkeley, to discover 
What power the Duke of York had levied there ; 
Then with diredlions to repair to Ravenspurgh. 
North. Have you forgot the Duke of Here- 
ford, boy? 

Percy. No, my good lord, for that is not 
forgot 

Which ne'er I did remember ; to my knowledge, 

I never in my life did look on him. 

North. 1 hen learn to know him now ; this is 
the duke. 40 

Percy. My gracious lord, I tender you my 
service. 

Such as it is, being tender, raw and young ; 
Which elder days shall ripen and confirm 
To more approved service and desert. 

Boling. 1 thank thee, gentle Percy ; and be 
sure 

I count myself in nothing else so happy 
As in a soul remembering rny good friends; 

And, as my fortune ripens with thy love, 

I I shall be still thy true love’s recompense ; 

My heart this covenant makes, my hand thus 
seals it. 50 

North. How far is it to Berkeley? and what 
stir 

Keeps good old York there with his men of war? 
Percy. There stands the castle, by yon tuft 
of trees, 

Mann’d with three hundred men, as I have heard ; 
And in it are the Lords of York, Berkeley, and 
Seymour ; 

None else of name and noble estimate. 

Enter Ross Willoughby. 

North. Here come the Lords of Ross and 
Willoughby, ^ 

Bloody with spurring, fiery-red with haste. 

Boling. Welcome, my lords. I wot your love 
pursues 

A banishM traitor : all my treasury 60 

• Is yet but unfelt thanks, which more enrich’d 
Shall be your love and labour’s recompense. 
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J^oss, Your presence makes us rich, most 
noble lord. 

IViilo. And far surmounts our labour to at- 
tain it. 

Boling. Evermore thanks, the exchequer of 
the poor; 

Which, till my infant fortune comes to years. 
Stands for my bounty. But who comes here? 

Enter Berkeley. 

North, '^It is my Lord of Berkeley, as I guess. 
Berk, My Lord of Hereford, my message is 
to you. 69 

• Boling, My lord, my answer is — to Lancaster ; 
And I am come to seek that name in England ; 
And I must find that title in your tongue. 

Before I make reply to aught you say. 

Berk, Mistake me not, my lord; ’tis not my 
meaning 

To raze one title of your honour out : 

To you, my lord, I come, what lord you will. 
From the most gracious regent of this land, 

The Duke of York, to know what pricks you on 

• To take advantage of the absent time 

And fright our native peace with self-bom arms. 

Enter York attended, 

Boling, I shall not need transport my words 
by you : 81 

Here comes his grace in person. 

My noble uncle ! {Kneels. 
York, Show me thy humble heart, and not 
thy knee, 

Whose duty is deceiveable and false. 

Boling, My gracious uncle— 

York, Tut, tut ! 

Grace me no grace, nor uncle me no uncle ! 

I am no traitor's uncle ; and that word * grace’ 

In an ungracious mouth is but profane. 

Why have those banish'd and forbidden legs 90 
Dared once to touch a dust of England’s ground? 
But then more ‘ why ? ' why have they dared to 
march 

So many miles upon her peaceful bosom, 
Frighting her pale-faced villages with war 

• And ostentation of despised arms? 

Comest thou because the anointed king is hence? 
Why, foolish boy, the king is left behind. 

And in my loyal bosom lies his power. 

Were I but now the lord of such hot youth 
As when brave Gaunt, thy father, and myself 100 

• Rescued the Black Prince, that young Mars of 

men. 

From forth the ranks of many thousand French, 
O, then how quickly should this arm of mine. 
Now prisoner to the palsy, chastise thee 
And minister corredlion to thy fault ! 

Boling, My gracious uncle, let me know my 
fault : 

On what condition stands it and wherein? 

York, Even in condition of the worst degree. 
In gross rebellion and detested treason : 

Thou art a banish’d man, and here art come no 
Before the expiration of thy time, 

In braving arms against thy sovereign. 

Boling, As I was banish’d, I was banish’d 
Hereford ; 

But as I come, I come for Lancaster. 

And, noble uncle, I beseech your grace 


70 Lancaster. Bolingbroke claims his father's title. 
79 absent time. Time of the King’s absence. 
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* Look on my wrongs with an indifferent eye : 

You are my father, for methinks in you 

I see old Gaunt alive; O, then, my father, 

Will you permit that I shall stand condemn’d 
A wandering vagabond ; my rights and royalties 
Pluck’d from my arms perforce and given away 
To upstart unthrifts? Wherefore was I born? 

If that my cousin king be King of England, 

It must be granted 1 am Duke of Lancaster. 

You have a son, Aumerle, my noble cousin ; 

Had you first died, and he been thus trod down, 
He should have found his uncle Gaunt a father, 
To rouse his wrongs and chase them to the bay. 

I am denied to sue my livery here. 

And yet my letters-palents give me leave : 130 

• My father’s goods are all distrain’d and sold, 

And these and all are all amiss employ’d. 

What would you have me do? I am a .subje< 5 l, 
And I challenge law : attorneys are denied me ; 
And therefore personally I lay my claim 

I'o my inheritance of free descent. 

North, The noble duke hath been too much 
abused. 

Koss. It stands your grace upon to do him 
^ right. 

Wilio. Base men by his endowments arc 
made great. 

York, My lords of England, let me tell you this : 
1 have had feeling of my cousin’s wrongs 141 
And labour’d all I could to do him right ; 

But in this kind to come, in braving arms, 

Be his own carver and cut out his way. 

To find out right with wrong, it may not be; 

And you that do abet him in this kind 
Cherish rebellion and are rebels all. 

North. The noble duke hath sworn his com- 
ing is 

But for ills own ; and for the right erf that 
We all have strongly sworn to give him aid ; 150 
And let him ne’er see joy that breaks that oath ! 

York, Well, well, 1 sec the issue of these arms : 
I cannot mend it, I mu.st needs confess, 

Because my power is weak and all ill left : 

But if 1 could, by Him that gave me life, 

> I would attach you all and make you stoop 
Unto the .sovereign mercy of the king ; 

But since I cannot, be it known to you 
I do remain as neuter. So, fare you well; 

Unless you please to enter in the castle 160 

And there repose you for this night, 

Boling-. An offer, uncle, that v/e will accept : 
But we must win your grace to go with us 
To Bristol castle, which they say is held 
By Bushy, Bagot and their complices. 

The caterpillars of the commonwealth. 

Which 1 have sworn to weed and pluck away, 
York. It may be 1 will go with you : but yet 
I’ll pause ; 

For T am loath to break our country’s laws. 

Nor friends nor foes, to me welcome you are ; 170 
Things past redress are now w'ith me past care. 

{Exeunt, 

Scene IV. A camp in Wales, 

Enter Salisbury arid a Welsh Captain. 

Cap, My Lord of Salisbury, we have stay’d 
ten days, 

And har dly kept our countrymen together, 

And yet we hear no tidings from the king ; 
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Therefore we will disperse ourselves : farewell. 
SaL Stay yet another day, thou trusty 
Welshman : 

The king reposeih all his confidence in thee. 

Crt/. 'Tis thought the king is dead; we will 
not stay. 

The bay-trees i-n our country are all wither’d 
And meteors fright the fixed stars of heaven ; 

The pale-faced moon looks bloody on the earth lo 
And lean-look’d prophets whisper fearful change ; 
Rich memlook sad and ruffians dance and leap, 
The one in fear to lose what they enjoy, 

The other to enjoy by rage and war : 

7 'hese signs forerun the death or fall of kings. 
Farewell: our countrymen are gone and fled, 

As well assured Richard their king is dead 

[Exit, 

Sal. Ah, Richard, with the eyes of heavy mind 
I see thy glory like a shooting star 
F^all to the base earth from the firmament. 20 
I'hy sun sets weeping in the lowly west, 
Witnessing storms to come, woe and unrest : 

7 'hy friends are fled to wait upon thy foes, 

• And crossly to thy good all fortune goes. [Exit. 


ACT III. 


Scene I. Bristol. Before the castle. 


Enter Rolingbroke, York, Northumber- 
land, Ross, Percy, Willoughby, zvith Bushy 
and Green, prisoners. 

Bolinf;. Bring forth these men. 

Bushy and Circen, I will not vex your souls — 
Since presently your souls must part your bodies— 
With too much urging your pernicious lives. 

For ’twere no charity; yet, to wash your blood 
From off my hands, here in the view of men 
I will unfolci some causes of your deaths. 

You have misled a prince, a royal king, 

A happy gentleman in blood and lineaments, 

• By you unhappied and disfigured clean : 10 

• You have in manner with your sinful hcnirs 
Made a divorce betwixt his queen and him, 
Broke the possession of a royal bed 

And stain’d the beauty of a fair queen’s cheeks 
Witli tears drawn from her eyes by your foul 


wrongs. 

Myself, a prince by fortune of my birth, 

Near to the king in blood, and near in love 
Till you did make him misinterpret me. 

Have .stoop’d my neck under your injuries, 

And sigh’d my English breath in foreign clouds. 
Eating the bitter bread of banishment ; 21 

• Whilst you have fed upon my signories, 
Dispark’d my parks and fell’d my forest woods, 

• From my own windows lorn my household coat, 

• Razed out my imprese, leaving me no sign, 

Save men’s opinions and my living blood, 

To show the world I am a gentleman. 

This and much more, much more than twice all 
this, 

Condemns you to the death. See them deliver’d 


over 


To execution and the hand of death. 30 

Bushy. More welcome is the stroke of death 
to me 

Than Bolingbroke to England. Lords, farewell. 


24 crossly. Adversely. 

10 clean. Totally. 

11—16 You have . . . wrongs. See introduction. 


22 signories. Estates and manors. 
24 household coat. Coat of arms. 
26 imprese. Crest with a motto. 



Bolingbroke: ‘See them deliver’d over To execution 
and the hand of death.’ Woodcut from Holinshed’s 
Chronicles, 1577 
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Arms and crest of Richard II 
34 security. Careless confidence. 
36 Discomfortable. Discouraging. 



Charles Kean as Richard II, Princaas's Theatre, Lon- 
don, 1857 


Green. My comfort is that heaven will take 
our souls 

And plague injustice with the pains of hell. 
Boling. My Lord Northumberland, see them 
dispatch’d. 

{Exeunt Northumberland and others^ 
with the prisoners^ 

Uncle, you say the queen is at your house ; 

For God’s sake, fairly let her be entreated : 

Tell her I send to her my kind commends; 

Take special care my greetings be deliircr’d. 

} ’ork. A gentleman of mine I have dispatch’d 
With letters of your love to her at large. 41 

Boling. Thanks, gentle uncle. Come, lords, 
away, 

To fight with Glendower and his complices; 
Awhile to work, and after holiday. {Exeunt. 

Scene II. The coast of Wales. A castle in 
vie^v. 

Drums: flourish and colours. Enter King 
Richard, the Bishop of Carlisle, Aumerle, 
and Soldiers. 

K. Rich. Barkloughly castle call they this at 
hand ? 

A um. Yea, my lord. How brooks your grace 
the air. 

After your late tossing on the breaking seas? 

K. Rich. Needs must I like it well ; I weep 
for joy 

To stand upon my kingdom once again. 

Dear earth, I do .salute thee with my hand, 
Though rebels wound thee with their horses’ 
hoofs : 

As a long-parted mother with her child 
Plays fondly with her tears and smiles in meeting. 
So, weeping, smiling, greet I thee, my earth, 10 
And do thee favours with my royal hands. 

Feed not thy sovereign’s foe, my gentle earth, 
Nor with thy sweets comfort his ravenous sense ; 
But let thy spiders, that suck up thy venom. 

And heavy-gaited toads lie in their way, 

Doing annoyance to the treacherous feet 
Which with usurping steps do trample thee : 
Yield stinging nettles to mine enemies; 

And when they from thy bosom pluck a flower, 
Ciiiard it, I pray thee, with a lurtcing adder 20 
Whose double tongue may with a mortal touch 
Throw death upon thy sovereign’s enemies. 

Mock not my senseless conjuration, lords : 

This earth shall have a feeling and these stones 
Prove armed soldiers, ere her native king 
Shall falter under foul rebellion’s arms. 

Car. Fear not, my lord; that Power that 
made you king 

Hath power to keep you king in spite of all. 

The means that heaven yields must be embraced. 
And not neeledled ; el.se, if heaven would, 30 
And we will not, heaven’s offer we refuse. 

The proffer’d means of succour and redress. 
Aum. He means, my lord, that we are too 
remiss ; 

• Whilst Bolingbroke, through our security, 

Grows strong and great in substance and in 

power. 

• K. Rich. Discomfortable cousin ! know’st thou 

not 
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That when the searching eye of heaven is hid, 
Behind the globe, that lights the lower world, 
Then thieves and robbers range abroad unseen 
In murders and in outrage, boldly here ; 40 

But when from under this terrestrial ball 
He fires the proud tops of the eastern pines 
And darts his light through every guilty hole, 
Then murders, treasons and detested sins, 

The cloak of night being pluck'd from off their 
backs, 

Stand bare and naked, trembling at themselves? 
So when this thief, this traitor, Bolingbroke, 

Who all this while hath rcvell'd in the night 

• Whilst we were wandering with the antipodes, 
Shall see us rising in our throne, the east, 50 
His treasons will sit blushing in his face, 

Not able to endure the sight of day, 

But self-affrighted tremble at his sin. 

• Not all the water in the rough rude sea 

Can wash the balm off from an anointed king; 
The breath of worldly men cannot depose 
The deputy cledled by the Lord : 

• For every man that Bolingbroke hath press’d 

• To lift shrewd steel against our golden crown, 
God for his Richard hath in heavenly pay 60 
A glorious angel: then, if angels fight, 

Weak men must fall, for heaven still guards the 
right. 

Enter Salisbury. 

Welcome, my lord: how far off lies your power? 
Sal\ Nor near nor farther off, my gracious 
lord, 

Than this weak arm : discomfort guides my tongue 
And bids me speak of nothing but despair. 

One day too late, I fear me, noble lord. 

Hath clouded all thy happy days on earth : 

O, call back yesterday, bid time return. 

And thou shalt have twelve thousand fighting 
men ! 70 

To-day, to-day, unhappy day, too late, 
O’erthrows thy joys, friends, fortune and thy 
state : 

For all the Welshmen, hearing thou wert dead. 
Are gone to Bolingbroke, dispiersed and fled ; 
Aum, Comfort, my liege: why looks your 
grace so pale ? 

K. Rich, But now the blood of twenty thou- 
sand men 

Did triumph in my face, and they are fled ; 

And, till so much blood thither come again, 

Have I not reason to look pale and dead? 

All souls that will be safe fly from my side, 80 
For time hath set a blot upon my pride. 

A um. Comfort, my liege ; remember who you 
are. 

K, Rick, I had forgot myself : am I not king? 
AwAe, thou coward majesty I thou sleepest. 

Is not the king’s name twenty thousand names? 
Arm, arm, my name ! a puny subjecfl strikes 
At thy great glory. Look not to the ground, 

Ye favourites of a king : are we not high? 

High be our thoughts ; I know my uncle York 
Hath power enough to serve our turn. But who 
comes here? 90 

Enter Scroop. 

Scroop. More health and happiness betide my 
liege 


48 antipodki. Richard is likening himself to the sun 
which has been on the other side of the earth. 



Ian Richardson as Richard II, Royal Shakespeare Co, 
*973 


64-66 Not all .. . king. See introduction. 

68 press* d. Conscripted. 

69 shrewd. Sharp. 
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116 headsmen Pensioners, who told their ‘beads’ or 
prayers on behalf of those who supported them 



A beadsman. Engraving by F.W. Fairholt from a 15th 
century manuscript. From J.O Halliwell’s edition of 
Shakespeare’s works, 1853-65 


117 douhle-fataL Because the berries were poisonous, 
and the wood was used to make bows. 

118 hiiU. Weapons like halberds, but with hooks rather 
than blades. 

126 peaceful. Unopposed. 


Than can my care-tuned tongue deliver him ! 

A\ Rich, Mine ear is open and my heart pre- 
pared : 

The worst is worldly loss thou canst unfold. 

Say, is my kingdom lost? why, ’twas my care; 
And what loss is it to be rid of care? 

Strives Bolinghroke to be as great as wc? 
Greater he shall not be ; if he se»*ve God, 

We’ll serve Him too and be his fellow so: 

Revolt our subjects? that wc cannot mend ; 100 

J'hey break their faith to God as well as us: 

Cry woe, destruction, ruin and decay ; 

The worst is. death, and death will have his day. 
Scroop. Glad am 1 that your highness is so 
arm’d 

To bear the tidings of calamity. 

Like an unseasonable stormy day, 

Which makes the silver rivers drown their .shores, 
As if the world were all di.s.solvcd to tears, 

So high above his limits swells the rage 
Of Bolinghroke, covering your fearful land no 
W^iih haul bright steel and hearts harder than 
steel. 

White-beards have arm’d their tliin and hairless 
scalps 

Against thy majesty; boys, with women’s voices, 
Strive to speak big and clap their female joints 
In stiff unwieldy arms against thy crown : 

• 'J'hy very beadsmen learn to bend their bows 

• Of doubfe-hital yew against thy' state; 

• \'ea, distaff-women manage ru^ty' bills 
Against thy scat: both yt)ung and old rebel, 

And all goes w'or.se than I iiavc power to tell. 120 

K. Rich. Too well, too well thou tcir.sl a tale 
.so ill. 

Where is the Earl of Wiltshire? where is Bagot? 
What is become of Bushy? wliere is Green ? 
d'hat they have let the dangerous enemy 
► Measure our confines with such peaceful steps? 

If wc j>revail, their heads .shall pay' for it: 

I warrant they have made peace with Boling- 
broke. 

Scroop. Peace have they'^ made with him in- 
deed, my lord. 

K. Rich. O villains, vijicrs, damn’d without 
redemption ! 

Dc^gs, easily won to fawn on any'^ man ! 130 

Snakes, in my heart-blood warm’d, that sting my 
heart ! 

d'hree Judases, each one thrice worse than Judas! 
Would they make peace? terrible hell make war 
Upon their .spotted .souls for this offence ! 

Scroop. Sweet love, I see, changing his pro- 
perty, 

Turns to the sourest and most deadly hate : 

Again uncurse their souls ; their peace is made 
With heads, and not with hands: those whom 
you curse 

Have felt the worst of death’s destroying wound 
And lie full low, graved in the hollow ground. 
Aum. Is Bushy, Green, and the Earl of Wilt- 
shire dead? Z41 

Scroop. Ay, all of them at Bristol lost their 
heads. 

A um. Where is the duke my father with his 
power? 

K. Rich. No matter where; of comfort no 
man sp>eak ; 

Let’s talk of graves, of worms and epitaphs ; 
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Make dust our paper and with rainy eyes 
Write sorrow on trie bosom of the earth, 

Let's choose executors and talk of wills: 

And yet not so, for what can we bequeath 
Save our deposed bodies to the ground ? 150 

Our lands, our lives and all are Bolingbroke’s, 
And nothing can we call our own but death 
And that small model of the barren earth 
Which serves as paste and cover to our bones. 
For God’s sake, let us sit upon the ground 
And tell sad stories of the death of kings: 

► How some have been deposed; some slain in 
war ; 

Some haunted by the ghosts they have deposed ; 
Some poison’d by their wives; some sleeping 
kill’d; 

All murder’d ; for within the hollow crown 160 
That rounds the mortal temples of a king 
' Keeps Death his court and there the antic sits. 
Scoffing his state and grinning at his pomp, 
Allowing him a breath, a little scene, 

'Jo monarchize, be fear’d and kill with looks, 
Infusing him with self and vain conceit, 

As if this flesh which walls about our life 
Were brass impregnable, and humour’d thus 
Comes at the last and with a little pin 169 

Bores through his castle wall, and farewell king ! 
Cover your heads and mock not flesh and blood 
With solemn reverence ; throw away respedl, 
'J'radition, form and ceremonious duty, 

For you have but mistook me all this while: 
t I live with bread like you, feel want, 

'I'asie grief, need friends: subjed\ed thus. 

How can you say to me, 1 am a king? 

Car, My lord, wise men ne’er sit and wail 
their woes, 

' But presently prevent the ways to wail. 179 
'Fo fear the foe, since fear oppresseth strength, 
Gives in your weakness strength unto your foe, 
And so your follies fight against yourself. 

Fear, and be slain ; no worse can come to fight : 
And fight and die is death destroying death; 
Where fearing dying pays death servile breath. 
Atnti. My father hath a power; inquire of 
him, 

And learn to make a body of a limb. 

K, Rich. Thou chidest me well ; proud Boling- 
broke, 1 come 

7 'o change blows with thee for our day of doom. 
7 ‘his ague fit of fear is over-blown ; 190 

An easy task it is to win our own. 

Say, Scroop, where lies our uncle with his power? 
Speak sweetly, man, although thy looks be sour. 
Scroop, Men judge by the complexion of the 
sky 

The state and inclination of the day : 

So may you by my dull and heavy eye, 

My tongue hath but a heavier tale to say. 

I play the torturer, by small and small 
To lengthen out the worst that must be spoken : 
Your uncle York is join’d with Bolingbroke, 200 
And all your nerthern castles yielded up, 

And all your southern gentlemen in arms 
Upon his party. 

K. Rich, Thou hast said enough. 

Beshrew thee, cousin, which didst lead me forth 

\To Aumerle. 

Of that sweet way I was in to despair! 

What say you now? what comfort have we now? 


1B7-189 Hotv some . . . See introduction. 



King Richard, ‘for within the hollow crown . . . Keeps 
Death his court . . Engraving from Imagines Mortis 

162 antic. Jester. 

179 presently prer^ent. Immediately forestall. 
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King Richard: \ . . I’ll hate him everlastingly That bids 
me be of comfort any more.’ Drawing by William 
Hamilton (1751-1801). 


212 ear. Plough and sow. 


1^19 Take not . . . will. Sec introduction. 


By heaven, 1 ’ll hate him everlastingly 
That bids me be of comfort any more. 

Go to Flint castle : there I ’ll pine away ; 

A king, woe’s slave, shall kingly woe obey. 2x0 
That power I have, discharge ; and let them go 
• To ear the land that hath some hope to grow, 

For I have none: let no man speak again 
To alter this, for counsel is but vain. 

Aunt, My liege, one word. 

K. Rich. ^ He does me double wrong 

That wounds me with the flatteries of h|s tongue. 
Discharge my followers : let them hence away, 
From Richard’s night to Bolingbroke’s fair day. 

\^Exeunt. 


Scene III. Wales. Before Flint castle. 

Enter., with drum and colours, Bolingbroke, 
York, Northumberland, Attendants, and 
forces. 

Bolinf;. So that by this intelligence we learn 
The Welshmen are dispersed, ana Salisbury 
Is gone to meet the king, who lately landed 
With some few private friends upon this coast. 
North. The news is very fair and good, my 
lord : 

Richard not far from hence hath hid his head. 
York. It would beseem the Lord Northum- 
berland 

To say ‘ King Richard alack the heavy day 
When such a sacred king should hide his head. 

North. Your grace mistakes ; only to be brief. 
Left I his title out. 

York. The time hath been, 10 

Would you have been so brief with him, he would 
Have been so brief with you, to shorten you, 

For taking so the head, your whole head’s length. 
Boling. Mistake not, uncle, further than you 
should. 

• York. Take not, good cousin, further than 
you should, 

Lest you mistake the heavens are o’er our heads. 
Doling. I know it, uncle, and oppose not my- 
self 

Against their will. But who comes here ? 19 

Enter Percy. 

Welcome, Harry : what, will not this castle yield? 

Percy. The castle royally is mann’d, my lord. 
Against thy entrance. 

Boling. Royally ! 

Why, it contains no king? 

Percy. 'Yes, my good lord, 

It doth contain a king; King Richard lies 
Within the limits of yon lime and stone ; 

And with him are the Lord Aumerle, Lord Salis- 
bury, 

Sir Stephen Scroop, besides a clergyman 
Of holy reverence ; who, I cannot learn. 

North. O, belike it is the Bishop of Carlisle. 
Boling. Noble lords, 31 

Go to the rude ribs of that ancient castle ; 
Through brazen trumpet send the breath of parley 
Into his ruin’d ears, and thus deliver : 

Henry Bolingbroke 

On both his knees doth kiss Kin^ Richard’s hand 
And sends allegiance and true faith of heart 
To his most royal person, hither come 
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Even at his feet to lajr my arms and power, 
Provided that my banishment repeal’d 40 

And lands restored again be freely granted : 

If not, I ’ll use the advantage of my power 
And lay the summer’s dust with showers of blood 
Rain’d from the wounds of slaughter’d English- 
men : 

The which, how far off from the mind of Boling- 
broke 

It is, such crimson tempest should bedrench 
The fresh green lap of fair King Richard’s land, 

^ My stooping duty tenderly shall show. 

Go, signify as much, while here we march 
Upon the grassy carpet of this plain. 50 

Let’s march without the noise of threatening 
drum, 

That from this castle’s tatter’d battlements 
Our fair appointments may be well perused. 
Methinks King Richard and myself should meet 
With no less terror than the elements 
Of fire and water, when their thundering shock 
At meeting tears the cloudy cheeks of heaven. 

Be he the fire. I’ll be the yielding water: 

The rage be his, whilst on the earth 1 rain 
My waters ; on the earth, and not on him. 60 
March on, and mark King Richard how he looks. 

Parle withouty and ans 7 ver ivithin. Then a 
Jlourish. Enter on the ivallsy King Richard, 
the Bishop of Carlisle, Aumerle, Scroop, 
and Salisbury. 

See, see, King Richard doth himself appear. 

As doth the blushing discontented .sun 
From out the fiery portal of the east, 

When he perceives the envious clouds are bent 
To dim his glory and to stain the track 
Of his bright passage to the Occident. 

York. Yet looks he like a king: behold, 
his eye. 

As bright as is the eagle’s, lightens forth 
Controlling majesty : alack, alack, for woe, 70 
That any harm should stain so fair a show ! 

K. Rich. We are amazed ; and thus long 
have we stood 

To watch the fearful bending of thy knee, 

[ 77 ? North, 

Because we thought ourself thy lawful king : 

And if we be, how dare thy joints forget 
To pay their awful duty to our presence? 

If we be not, show us the hand of God 
That hath dismiss’d us from our stewardship: 

For well we know, no hand of blood and bone 
Can gripe the sacred handle of our sceptre, 80 
Unless he do profane, steal, or usurp. 

And though you think that all, as you have done. 
Have torn their souls by turning them from us, 
And we are barren and bereft of friends ; 

Yet know, my master, God omnipotent. 

Is mustering in his clouds on our behalf 
Armies of pestilence ; and they shall strike 
Your children yet unborn and unbegot. 

That lift your vassal hands against my head 
And threat the glory of my precious crown. 90 
Tell Bolingbroke — for yond methinks he stands — 
That every stride he makes upon my land 
Is dangerous treason : he is come to open 
The purple testament of bleeding war ; 

But ere the crown he looks for live in peace. 

Ten thousand bloody crowns of mothers’ sons 


48 My stooping duty. Kneeling as a loyal subject. 



The eagle, king of birds. Woodcut from Libellus de 
Natura Animalium, a 1 5th century bestiary 
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114 Enfranchisement. Restoration of his rights. 
117 barbed. With wild flowing manes. 



Richard II consulting with his friends. Engraving from 
a medieval manuscript 


161 palmer. Pilgrim. 


Shall ill become the flower of England's face, 
Change the complexion of her maid-pale peace 
To scarlet indignation and bedew 
Her pastures’ grass with faithful English blood. 
North. The king of heaven forbid our lord 
the king loi 

Should so with civil and uncivil arms 
P>e rush’d upon ! Thy thrice noble cousin 
Harry Bolingbroke doth humbly kiss thy hand; 
And by the honourable tomb he swears, 

That stands upon your royal grandsire’s bones, 
And by the royalties of both your bloods, 
Currents that spring from one most gracious head, 
And by the buried hand of warlike Gaunt, 

And by the worth and honour of himself, no 
('ompri.sing all tliat may be sworn or said. 

His coming hither hath no further .scope 
Than for his lineal royalties and to beg 

• Enfranchisement immediate on his knees : 

Which on thy royal party granted once, 

His glittering arms he will commend to rust, 

• His barbed steeds to stables, and his heart 
1*0 faithful service of your majesty. 

'I’his swears he, as he is a prince, is just; 

And, as I am a gentleman, I credit him. 120 
A'. Kick. Northumberland, say thus the king 
returns : 

His noble cousin is right welcome hither; 

And all the number of his fair demands 
Shall be accomplish^ without con trad i 61 i on : 
With all the gracious utterance thou hast 
Speak to his gentle hearing kind commends. 

We do debase ourselves, cousin, do we not, 

\To A timerle. 

To look so poorly and to speak so fair? 

Shall we call back Northumberland, and send 
Defiance to the traitor, and so die? 130 

Aum. No, good my lord; let's fight with 
gentle words 

Till time lend friends and friends their helpful 
swords. 

K. Rich. O God, O God ! that e’er this tongue 
of mine, 

That laid the sentence of dread banishment 
On yon proud man, should take it off again 
With words of sooth ! () that I were as great 

As is my grief, or lesser than my name ! 

Or that I could forget what I have been, 

Or not remember what I must be now ! 

Swell’st thou, proud heart? I’ll give thee scope 
to beat, 140 

Since foes have scope to beat both thee and me. 
Auw. Northumberland comes back from Bo- 
lingbroke. 

A". Rich. What must the king do now? mu.st 
he submit? 

The king . 4 iall do it: must he be deposed? 

The king shall be contented : must he lose 
The name of king? o* God’s name, let it go : 

I ’ll give my jewels for a set of beads, 

My gorgeous palace for a hermitage, 

My gay apparel for an almsman’s gown. 

My figured goblets for a dish of wood, 150 

My sceptre for a palmer’s walking-staff. 

My subjects for a pair of carved saints 
And my large kingdom fur a little grave, 

A little little grave, an obscure grave; 

Dr I ’ll be buried in the king’s highway, 

Some way of common trade, where subjedls’ feet 
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May hourly trample on their sovereign’s head; 
For on iny heart they tread now whilst I live ; 
And buried once, why not upon my head? 
Aumerle, thou weep’st, my tender-hearted cousin ! 
We'll make foul weather with despised tears ; i6i 

• Our sighs and they shall lodge the summer corn, 
And make a dearth in this revolting land. 

Or shall we play the wantons with our woes, 

And make some pretty match with shedding 
tears? 

As thus, to drop them still upon one place, 

• Till they have fretted us a pair of graves 
Within the earth ; and, (herein laid, — there lies 
Two kinsmen digg’d their graves with weeping 

eyes. 

Would not this ill do well? Well, well, I see 170 
I talk but idly, and you laugh at me. 

Most mighty prince, my Lord Northumberland, 
What says King Bolingbroke? will his majesty 
Give Richard leave to live till Richard die? 

You make a leg, and Bolingbroke says ay. 

Norik. My lord, in the base court he doth 
attend 

To speak with you ; may it please you to come 
down. 

• K. Rich. Down, down I come ; like glistering 

Phaethon, 

• Wanting the manage of unruly jades. 

In the base court? Base court, where kings 
grow base, 180 

To come at traitors’ calls and do them grace. 

In the base court? Come down? Down, court! 
down, king ! 

For night-owls shriek where mounting larks 
should sing. [Exeunt from above. 

Boling. What says his majesty? 

North. Sorrow and grief of heart 

Makes him speak fondly, like a frantic man : 

Yet he is come. 

Enter King Richard and hU attendants below. 

Boling. Stand all apart. 

And show fair duty to his majesty. 

[He kneels down. 

My gracious lord, — 

K. Rich. Fair cousin, you debase your princely 
knee 190 

To make the base earth proud with kissing it : 

Me rather had my heart might feel your love 
Than my unpleased eye see your courtesy. 

Up, cousin, up ; your heart is up, I know, 

Thus high at least, although your knee be low. 
Boling. My gracious lord, 1 come but for 
mine own. 

K. Rich. Your own is yours, and I am yours, 
and all. 

Boling. So far be mine, my most redoubted 
lora, 

As my true service shall deserve your love. 

K. Rich. Well you deserve ; they well deserve 
to have, 200 

That know the strongest and surest way to get 
Uncle, give me your hands: nay, dry your eyes; 
Tears show their love, but want their remedies. 
Cousin, I am too young to be your father, 
Though you are old enough to be my heir. 

What you will have, I'll give, and willing too ; 
For do we must what force wul have us do. 



Richard : ‘Down, down I come ; like glistering Phaethon.’ 
From a i6th century woodcut 


162 lodge. Beat down. 

167 fretted. Worn 

178 Phaethon. Apollo \s son who borrowed his father’s 
chariot, but could not control the horses. 1 o stop the 
destruction of the earth, Zeus struck him with a thunder- 
bolt. 


176 Wanting ... of . Unable to control. 



King Richard: ‘Fair cousin, you debase your princely 
knee . . .* John Rydel as Bolingbroke and Charles Kean 
as Richard, Princess’s Theatre, London, 1 857 
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The queen and her ladies. En^jravin^ from a painting by 
G.H. Boughton (1833-1905) 

4 rubs. Anything that obstructed the course of the bowl. 

5 bias. A weight in one side of the bowl which curves 
its course. 

26 My wretchedness . . . pins. I wager my misery against 
a trifle . . . 

40 pale. Enclosure. 

46 knots. Flower beds. 


Set on towards London, cousin, is it so? 

Boling^. Yea, my good lord. 

K. R tch. Then I must not say no. 

^Flourish. Exeunt. 

Scene IV. Languy. The Duke of York’s 
garden. 

Enter the Queen and two Ladies. 

Queen. What sport shall we devise here in 
this garden, 

To drive away the heavy thought of care? 

Lady. Madam, we ’ll play at bowls. 

• Queen. ’Twill make me think the world is full 

of rubs, 

• And that my fortune runs against the bias. 

Lady. Madam, we’ll dance. 

Queen. My legs can keep no measure in delight, 
When my poor heart no measure keeps in grief : 
Therefore, no dancing, girl ; some other sport. 
Lady. Madam, we ’ll tell tales. 10 

Queen. Of sorrow or of joy ? 

Lady. ^ Of either, madam. 

Queen. Of neither, girl : 

For if of joy, being altogether wanting. 

It doth remember me the more of sorrow ; 

Or if of grief, being altogether had, 

It adds more sorrow to my want of joy : 

For what I have I need not to repeat ; 

And what I want it boots not to complain. 

Lady. Madam, I ’ll sine. 

Queen. ’Tis well that thou hast cause ; 

But thou shouldst please me better, wouldst thou 
weep. 20 

Lady. I could weep, madam, would it do you 
good. 

Queen. And I could sing, would weeping do 
me good, 

And never borrow any tear of thee. 


Enters Gardener, and two Servants. 

But stay, here come the gardeners : 

Let’s step into the shadow of these trees. 

• My wretchedness tuito a row of pins. 

They’ll talk of state ; for every one doth so 
Against a change : woe is forerun with woe. 

\Queen and Ladies retire. 
Card. Go, bind thou up yon dangling apricocks, 
Which, like unruly chilc&en, make their sire 30 
Stoop with oppression of their prodigal weight : 
Give some supportance to the bending twigs. 

Go thou, and like an executioner. 

Cut off the heads of too fast growing sprays. 

That look too lofty in our commonwealth : 

All must be even in our government. 

You thus employ’d, I will go root away 
''fhe noisome weeds, which without profit suck 
The soil’s fertility from wholesome flowers. 

• Sent. Why should we in the compass of a pale 

Keep law and form and due proportion, 41 

Showing, as in a model, our firm estate. 

When our sea-walled garden, the whole land, 

Is full of weeds, her fmrest flowers choked up. 
Her fruit-trees all unpruned, her hedges ruin’d, 

• Her knots disorder’d and her wholesome herbs 
Swarming with caterpillars? 

Card. Hold thy peace : 
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He that hath suffer'd this disorder'd spring 
Hath now himself met with the fall of leaf : 

The weeds which his broad-spreading leaves did 
shelter, 50 

That seem'd in eating him to hold him up, 

Are pluck'd up root and all by Bolingbroke, 

I mean the Earl of Wiltshire, Bushy, Green. 
Serv. What, are they dead ? 

Card. They are ; and Bolingbroke 

Hath seized the wasteful king. O, what pity is it 
That he had not so trirnm'd and dress’d his land 
As we this garden ! We at time of year 
Do wound the bark, the skin of our fruit-trees, 
Lest, being over-proud in sap and blood. 

With too much riches it confound itself ; 60 

Had he done so to great and growing men, 

They might have lived to bear and he to taste 
Their fruits of duty : superfluous branches 
We lop away, that bearing boughs may live : 

Had he done so, himself had borne the crown, 
Which waste of idle hours hath quite thrown down. 
Serif. What, think you then the king shall be 
deposed ? 

• Card. Depress’d he is already, and deposed 
'Tis doubt he will be : letters came last night 
To a dear friend of the good Duke of York’s, 70 
That tell black tidings. 

Queen. O, I am press'd to death through want 
of speaking ! [Coining fonvard. 

Thou, old Adam’s likeness, set to dress this garden, 
How dares thy harsh rude tongue sound thrs 
unpleasing news? 

What Eve, what serpent, hath suggested thee 
To make a second fall of cursed man? 

Why dost thou say King Richard is deposed? 
Darest thou, thou little better thing than earth. 
Divine his downfal ? Say, where, when, and how, 
earnest thou by this ill tidings? speak, thou 
wretch. 80 

Card. Pardon me, madam : little joy have I 
To breathe this news ; yet what I say is true. 
King Richard, he is in the mighty hold 
Of Bolingbroke : their fortunes both are weigh’d : 
In your lord’s scale is nothing but himself. 

And some few vanities that make him light ; 

But in the balance of great Bolingbroke, 

Besides himself, are all the English peers, 

And with that odds he weighs King Richard down. 
Post you to London, and you will find it so ; go 
1 speak no more than every one doth know. 
Queen. Nimble mischance, that art so light of 
foot, 

Doth not thy embassage belong to me. 

And am I last that knows it? O, thou think’st 
To serve me last, that I may longest keep 
Thy sorrow in my breast. Come, ladies, go. 

To meet at London London's king in woe. 

What, was I born to this, that my sad look 
Should grace the triumph of great Bolingbroke? 
Gardener, for telling me these news of woe, 100 
Pray God the plants thou graft'st may never grow, 
[Exeunt Queen and Ladies. 
Card. Poor queen ! so that thy state might 
be no worse, 

I would my skill were suWec 5 l to thy curse. 

Here did she fall a tear ; here in this place 
I ’ll set a bank of rue, sour herb of grace : 

Rue, even for ruth, here shortly shall be seen. 

In the remembrance of a weepingqueen. [Exeunt. 



An English garden. Woodcut from Didymus Moun- 
tain’s The Gardener's Labyrinth, 1577 


68 Depress'd Brought low. 



Queen and the Gardener by John Thurston (1744-1822) 


63 embassage. Message. 
106 ruth. Pity. 
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Principal entrance to Westminster Hall. Engraving from 
Old England, 1854 

4 wrought it. Persuaded. 

6 timeless. Untimely. 

21 fair stars. Noble birth. 

24 attainder. Accusation. 

33 sympathy. Equality in rank. 


ACT IV. 

Scene I. Westminster Hall. 

Enters as to the Parliament.^ Bomnobroke, 
Aumf.rle, Northumberland, Percy, Fitz- 
wATEK, Surrey, the Bishop of Carlisi.e, 
the Abbot of Westminster, and another 
Lord, Herald, Officers, and Bagot. 

Boling. Call forth Bagot. 

Now, Bagot, freely speak thy mind; 

What thou dost know of noble Gloucester’s death, 

► Who wrought it with the king, and who perforiird 

► The bloody office of his timeless end. 

Bagot. Then set before iny face the Lord 
Aumerle. 

Bolhig. Cousin, stand forth, and look upon 
that man. 

Bagot. My Lord Aumerle, I know your daring 
tongue 

Scorns to unsay what once it hath deliver’d. 

In that dead time when Gloucester’s death was 
plotted, 10 

T heard you say, ‘Is not my arm of length. 

That reacheth from the restful English court 
As far as Calais, to mine uncle’s head?’ 

Amongst much other talk, that very time, 

I heard you say that you had rather refuse 
The offer of an hundred thousand crowns 
Than Bolingbroke’s return to England : 

Adding withal, how blest this land would be 
In this your cousin’s death. 

Aum, Princes and noble lords, 

What answer shall I make to this base man ? 20 

► Shall I so much dishonour my fair stars. 

On equal terms to give him chastisement? 

Either I must, or have mine honour soil’d 

► With the attainder of his slanderous lips. 

I'here is my gage, the manual seal of death, 

That marks thee out for hell : I say, thou best, 
And will maintain what thou hast said is false 
In thy heart-blood, though being all too base 
To stain the temper of my knightly sword. 

Boling. Bagot, forbear; thou shall not take 
it up. 30 

Aum. Excepting one, 1 would he were the best 
In all this presence that hath moved me so. 

» Fitz, If that thy valour stand on sympathy, 
There is my gage, Aumerle, in gage to thine : 

By that fair sun which shows me where thou 
stand’st, 

I heard thee say, and vauntingly thou spakest it, 
That thou wert cause of noble Gloucester’s death. 
If thou deny’st it twenty times, thou liest; 

And I will turn thy falsehood to thy heart, 

Where it was forged, with my rapier’s point. 40 
Aum, Thou darest not, coward, live to see 
that day. 

Fitz. Now, by my soul, I would it were this 
hour. 

Aum. Fitzwatcr, thou art damn’d to hell for 
thi.s. 

Percy. Aumerle, thou liest ; his honour is as true 
In this appeal as thou art all unjust ; 

And that thou art so, there I throw my gage, 

To prove it on thee to the extremest point 
Of mortal breathing : seize it, if thou darest. 

Aum. An if I do not, may my hands rot off 
And never brandish more revengeful .steel 50 
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Over the glittering helmet of my foe ! 

► Another Lord. I task the earth to the like, 
forsworn An merle ; 

And spur thee on with full as many lies 
As may be holloa’d in thy treacherous car 
From sun to sun : there is my honour s pawn ; 
Engage it to the trial, if thou darest. 

• Atim. Who sets me else? by heaven, I’ll throw 
at all : 

I have a thousand spirits in one breast. 

To answer twenty thousand such as you. 

Surrey, My Lord Fitz water, 1 do remember 
well 6o 

The very time Aumerle and you did talk. 

Fitz. ’Tis very true : you were in presence then ; 
And you can witness with me this is true. 

Su 7 ’rey. As false, by heaven, as heaven itself 
is true. 

Fiiz. Surrey, thou liest. 

Surrey, Dishonourable boy ! 

That lie shall lie so heavy on my sword, 

That it shall render vengeance and revenge 
Till thou the lie-giver and that lie do he 
In earth as quiet as thy father’s skull : 

In proof whereof, there is my honour’s pawn ; 70 
Engage it to the trial, if thou darest. 

Fitz. How fondly dost thou .spur a forward 
horse ! 

If 1 dare eat, or drink, or breathe, or live, 

I dare meet Surrey in a wilderness, 

And spit upon him, whilst I say he lies, 

And lies, and lies: there is my bond of faith, 

I’o tic thee to my strong correction. 

As I intend to thrive in this new world, 

Aumerle is guilty of my true appeal : 
liesides, I heard the banish’d Norfolk say 80 
I'hat thou, Aumerle, didst send two of thy men 
I’o execute the noble duke at Calais. 

Aum. Some honest Christian trust me with a 
gage, 

I'hat Norfolk lies: here do I throw down this. 

If he may be repeal’d, to try his honour. 

Boling, These differences shall all rest undci 
gage 

Till Norfolk be repeal’d: repeal’d he shall be. 
And, though mine enemy, restored again 
'J o all his lands and signories : when he ’s return’d, 
Ag.ainst Aumerle we will enforce his trial. qo 
Car. That honourable day shall ne’er be seen. 
Many a time hath banish’d Norfolk fought 
For Jesu Christ in glorious Christian field. 
Streaming the ensign of the Christian cross 
Against black pagans, Turks, and Saracens: 

And toil’d with works of war, retired himself 

To Italy; and there at Venice gave 

His body to that pleasant country’s earth, 

And his pure soul unto his captain Christ, 

Under whose colours he had fought so long. 100 
Boling. Why, bishop, is Norfolk dead? 

Car, As .surely as I live, my lord. 

Boling, Sweet peace condudl his sweet soul 
to the bosom 

Of good old Abraham ! Lords appellants, 

Your differences shall all rest under gage 
Till we assign you to your days of trial. 

York, attended, 

York. Great Duke of Lancaster, I come to 
thee 



The seal of Robert Kitzwater. Engraving from J.R. 
Green’s Short History of the English People, 1903 


B2 I task . . . the like. 1 load the earth with a similar 
burden, i.e. the gage. 

57 sets. Challenges. 

72 fondly. Foolishly. /oreeard. Eager. 
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116 Worst. Lowest in rank. 

137—141 The blood . . . confound. See introduction. 

169 Procure . . . answer. Get those men who are pre- 
pared to act as guarantors for the day of the trial. 


From plumc-pluck’d Richard; who with willing 
soul 

Adopts thee heir, and his high sceptre yields 
To the possession of thy royal hand : no 

Ascend his throne, descending now from him ; 
And long live Henry, fourth of that name ! 
Boling, In God*s name, 1*11 ascend the regal 
throne. 

Car, Marry, God forbid I 

• Worst in this royal presence may I speak, 

Yet best beseeming me to speak the truth. 

W ould God that any in this noble presence 
Were enough noble to be upright judge 

Of noble Richard I then true noblesse would 
Learn him forbearance from so foul a wrong. X2o 
What subjedl can give sentence on his king? 

And who sits here that is not Richard’s suoje<51? 
Thieves are not judged but they are by to hear. 
Although apparent guilt be seen in them ; 

And shall tne figure of God’s majesty. 

His captain, steward, deputy-ele(5l. 

Anointed, crowned, planted many years, 

Be judged by subjedt and inferior breath. 

And he himself not present? O, forfend it, God, 
That in a Christian climate souls refined 130 
Should .show so heinous, black, obscene a deed I 
I speak to subjcdls, and a subjedl speaks, 

Stirr’d up by God, thus boldly for his king. 

My Lord of Hereford here, whom you call king, 
Isa foul traitor to proud Hereford’s king: 

And if you crown him, let me prophesy : 

• 7'he blood of English shall manure the ground, 
And future ages groan for this foul adl ; 

Peace shall go sleep with Turks and infidels. 

And in this seat of peace tumultuous wars 140 
Shall kin with kin and kind with kind confound ; 
Disorder, horror, fear and mutiny 

Shall here inhabit, and this land be call’d 
The field of Golgotha and dead men’s skulls. 

O, if you raise this house against this house. 

It will the woefullest division prove 
That ever fell upon this cursed earth. 

Prevent it, resist it, let it not be so. 

Lest child, child’s children, cry against you 
‘ woe ! ' 

North, Well have you argued, sir; and, for 
your pains, 150 

Of capital treason we arrest you here. 

My Lord of Westminster, be it your charge 
To keep him safely till his day of trial. 

May it please you, lords, to grant the commons* 
suit. 

Boling, Fetch hither Richard, that in com- 
mon view 

He may surrender; so we shall proceed 
Without suspicion. 

y^'ork. I will be his condu<5t [Exit. 

Boling, Lords, you that here are under our 
arrest, 

• Procure your sureties for your days of answer. 
Little are we beholding to your love, 160 

And little look’d for at your helping hands. 

Ee-enter York^ with Richard, and Officers 
bearing the regalia. 

K. Rich. Alack, why am I sent for to a king, 
Before I have shook off the regal thoughts 
Wherewith I reign’d? I hardly yet have leam’d 
To insinuate, flatter, bow, and bend my limbs : 
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Give ^rrow leave awhile to tutor me 
To this submission. Yet I well remember 
The favours of these men : were they not mine? 
Did they not sometime cry, ‘all hail !' to me? 

So Judas did to Christ: but he, in twelve, 170 
Found truth in all but one; I, in twelve thousand, 
none. 

God save the king I Will no man say amen? 

Am I both priest and clerk? well then, amen. 
God save the king 1 although 1 be not he ; 

And yet, amen, if heaven do think him me. 

To do what service am I sent for hither? 

Vcrk, To do that office of thine own good will 
Which tired majesty did make thee offer, 

I'hc resignation of thy state and crown 
To Henry Bolingbrokc. 180 

A". Give me the crown. Here, cousin, 

seize the crown ; 

Here cousin ; 

On this side my hand, and on that side yours. 
Now is this golden crown like a deep well 
That owes two buckets, filling one another, 

The emptier ever dancing in the air. 

The other down, unseen and full of water: 

That bucket down and full of tears am I, 
Drinking my griefs, whilst you mount up on high. 
Boling, I thought you had been willing to 
resign. 190 

K, Rich, My crown I am ; but still my griefs 
arc mine : 

You may my glories and my state depose. 

But not my griefs ; still am I king of those. 
Boling, Part of your cares you give me with 
your crown. 

K, Rich. Your cares set up do not pluck my 
cares down. 

My care is loss of care, by old care done ; 

Your care is gain of care, by new care won: 

The cares I give I have, though given away : 
They tend the crown, yet still with me they 
stay. 

Boling. Are you contented to resign the 
crown ? 200 

K, Rich, Ay, no; no, ay; for I must 
nothing be ; 

Therefore no no, for I resign to thee. 

Now mark me, how I will undo myself ; 

I give this heavy weight from off my head 
And this unwieldy sceptre from my hand. 

The pride of kingly sway from out my heart ; 
With mine own tears I wash away my balm. 

With mine own hands I give away my crown, 
With mine own tongue deny my sacred state, 
With mine own breath release all duty's riles: 

All pomp and majesty I do forswear; 211 

My manors, rents, revenues I forego; 

My adls, decrees, and statutes I deny : 

God pardon all oaths that are broke to me ! 

God Keep all vows unbroke that swear to thee I 
Make me, that nothing have, with nothing 
erieved, 

And thou with all pleased, that hast all achieved! 
Long mayst thou live in Richard's scat to sit. 

And soon lie Richard in an earthy pit ! 

God save King Harry, unking'd Richard says. 
And send him many years of sunshine days ! 221 
What more remains ? 

North, No more, but that you read 

These accusations and these grievous crimes 


107-109 Yeti.. . to me. See introduction. 



Richard : ‘Here, cousin, seize the crown Frank Benson 
as Richard II, Lyceum Theatre, London, 1900 
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228 ravel out. Unravel 
238 halt. Torment. 

246 sort. Group. 



Parliament deposing Richard II and electing Henry IV. 
Engraving from a medieval manuscript 


Committed by your person and your followers 
Against the state and profit of this land; 

That, by confessing them, the souls of men 
May deem that you arc worthily deposed. 

• A'. AAA. Must I do so? and must I ravel out 

My wcaved-up folly? Gentle Northumberland, 
If thy offences were upon record, 230 

Would it not shame thee in so fair a troop 
To read a lec^burc of them? If thou wouldst, 
There shouldst thou find one lieinous article, 
Containing the deposing of a king 
And cracking the strong warrant of an oath, 
Mark’d with a blot, damn’d in the book of 
heaven : 

Nay, all of you that stand and look upon, 
i Whilst that my wretchedness doth bait myself, 
Though some of 3^011 with Pilate wash your hands 
Showing an outward pity; yet you Pilates 240 
Have here deliver’d me to my sour cross, 

And water cannot wa^h away your sin. 

North. My lord, dispatch; read o’er these 
articles. 

K. Kith. Mine eyes arc full of tears, I can- 
not see : 

And yet .salt water blinds them not so much 
I Hut they can see a sort of traitors here. 

Nay, if I turn mine eyes upon mj^sclf, 

I find myself a traitor with the rest ; 

For 1 have given here my .soul’s consent 
To undeck the pomixius body of a king; 250 
Made glory base and sovereignty a slave, 

Proud majesty a subjcdl, state a peasant. 

North. My lo-d, — 

K. Rtch. No lord of thine, thou haught in- 
sulting man, 

Nor no man’s lord ; I have no name, no title, 

No, not that name was given me at the font, 

But ’tis usurp’d : alack the heavy day. 

That I have worn so many winters out, 

And know not now what name to call myself! 

O that I were a mockery king of snow, 260 

Standing before the sun of Bolinghrokc, 

'I'o melt my.self away in water-drops ! 

Good king, great king, and yet not greatly good, 
An if my word be sterling 3^et in England, 

Let it command a mirror hither straight. 

That it may show' me what a face I have, 

Since it is bankrupt of his majesty. 

Boling. Go some of you and fetch a looking- 
glass. [Exit an attendnfit. 

Noith, Read o’er this paper while the glass 
doth come. 

K. Rich. Fiend, thou torment’st me ere T 
come to hell ! 270 

Boling. Urge it no more, my Lord Northum- 
berland. 

North. The commons will not then be sa- 
tisfied. 

K. Rich. They shall be satisfied: I’ll read 
enough. 

When I do see the very hook indeed 
Where all my sins are writ, and tliat’s myself. 

Re-enter Attendant, with n glass. 

Give me the glass, and therein will I read. 

No deeper wrinkles yet? hath sorrow struck 
So many blows upon this face of mine. 

And made no deeper wounds? O flattering glass. 
Like to my followers in prosperity, 280 
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'J'hou dost beguile me ! Was this face the face 
That every day under his household roof 
Did keep ten thousand men? was this the face 
That, like the sun, did make beholders wink? 
Was this the face that faced so many follies. 

And was at last out-faced by Bolingbrokc? 

A brittle glory shineth in this face: 

As brittle as the glory is the face ; 

{Dashes the glass against the ground. 
For there it is, crack’d in a hundred shivers. 
Mark, silent king, the moral of this sport, 2C)o 
How soon my sorrow hath destroy’d my face. 
Bolini^. I’he shadow of your sorrow Itath 
destroy’d 

The shadow of your face. 

A^ Rich, Say that again. 

The shadow of my sorrow ! ha ! let’s see : 

’ J'is very true, my grief lies all within ; 

And these external manners of laments 
Are merely shadows to the unseen grief 
'Fhat swells with silence in the tortured soul : 
There lies the substance : and 1 tliank thee, 
king, 

For thy great bounty, that not only givest 300 
Me cause to wail but tcachest me the w'ay 
How to lament the cause. I ’ll beg one boon, 
And then be gone and trouble you no more. 

Shall I obtain it? 

Roling. Name it, fair cousin. 

K. Rich, 'P'air cousin’? 1 am greater than 
a king: 

P'or when 1 was a king, my flatterers 
Were then but suhjet^ts ; being now a subjcdl, 

1 have a king here to my flatterer. 

Being .so great, 1 have no need to beg. 

Boling, Yet ask. 310 

K. Rich, And shall I have? 

Boling. You shall. 

K. Rich, I'lien give me leave to go. 

Boling. Wh 1 1 h cr ? 

K. Rich. Whither you will, so 1 were from 
your sights. 

Boling. Go, some of you convey him to the 
Tower. 

> K. Rich. O, good! convey? conveyers arc 
you all. 

That rise thus nimbly by a true king’s fall. 

{Exeunt King Richard., some Lords ^ 
and a Guard. 

Boling. On Wednesday next we solemnly set 
down 

Our coronation : lords, prepare yourselves. 320 
{Exeunt all except the Bishop of Carlisle., the 
Abbot of Westminster, and An merle. 
A bbot. A woeful pageant have we here beheld. 
Car. The woe *s to come ; the children yet 
unborn 

Shall feel this day as sharp to them as thorn. 

Aum, You holy clergymen, is there no plot 
To rid the realm of this pernicious blot? 

Abbot. My lord, 

Before I freely speak my mind herein, 

You shall not only take the sacrament 
To bury mine intents, but also to effctfl 
Whatever I shall happen to devise. 330 

I see your brows are full of discontent, 

Your hearts of sorrow and your eyes of tears : 
Come home with me to supper; and 1 ’ll lay 
A plot shall show us all a merry day. {Exeunt. 


317 conveyers. Slang word for ‘thieves’. 



Aumerle: ‘You holy clergymen, is there no plot To nd 
the realm of this pernicious blot ?’ Engraving by Kenny 
Meadows from Barr>^ Cornwall’s The Works of Shaks- 
pere, 1846 
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2 ill-erected. Built for evil purposes. 

11 Ah, thou, the model . . . stand. Richard, in his present 
state, is like the ruins of Troy compared to its former 
greatness. 



I'he lion, king of beasts. Woodcut from Lihellus de 
Natura Animalium, a 1 5th century bestiary 

42 betid. Past. 

43 quit. Top, or cap. 


ACT V. 

Scene I. Londo 7 i, A street leading to tJie 
Tower. 

Queen and Ladies. 

Queen. Thi.s way the king will come ; this is 
the way 

• To Julius Caesar’s ill-ere( 5 led tower, 

To whose flint bosom my condemned lord 
T.s doom’d a pri.soner by proud Bolingbroke: 

Here let us rest, if this rebellious earth 
Have any resting for her true king’s queen. 

Enter Richard and Guard. 

But soft, but see, or rather do not see, 

My fair rose wither: yet look up, behold, 

1 hat you in pity may dissolve to dew, g 

And wash him fre.sh again with true-love tears. 

• Ah, thou, the model where old Tro}'' did stand. 

J hou map of honour, thou King Richard’s tomb, 
And not King Richard; thou most beauteous inn, 
Why should hard-favour’d grief be lodged in thee, 
When triumph is become an alehouse guest? 

A. Rich. Join not with grief, fair woman, do 
not .so, 

To make iny end too .sudden : learn, good .soul, 
'I'o think our former state a happy dream ; 

From which awaked, the truth of what we are 
Shows us but this : I am sworn brother, sweet, 20 
To grim Necessity, and he and I 
W^ill keep a league till death. Hie thee to France 
And cloister thee in some religious house : 

Our holy lives must win a new world’s crown, 
Which our profane hours here have stricken down. 
Queen. What, is my Richard both in shape 
and mind 

Transform’d and weaken’d? hath Bolingbrokc 
deposed 

Thine intelledl? hath he been in thy heart? 

The lion dying thrusteth forth his paw. 

And wounds the earth, if nothing else, with rage 
To be o’erpower’d ; and wilt thou, pupil-like, 31 
Take thy corre( 5 lion mildly, kiss the rod. 

And fawn on rage with base humility, 

Which art a lion and a king of beasts? 

K. Rich. A king of bea.sts, indeed; if aught 
but beasts, 

I had been still a happy king of men. 

Good sometime queen, prepare thee hence for 
France : 

Think I am dead and that even here thou takest. 
As from my death-bed, thy last living leave. 

In winter’s tedious nights sit by the Are 40 

With good old folks and let them tell thee tales 

• Of woeful ages long ago betid ; 

• And ere thou bid good night, to quit their griefs, 
Tell thou the lamentable tale of me 

And send the hearers weeping to their beds : 

For why the senseless brands will sympathize 
The heavy accent of thy moving tongue 
And in compassion weep the fire out ; 

And some will mourn in ashes, some coal-black, 
For the deposing of a rightful king. 50 

Enter Northumberland others. 

North, My lord, the mind of Bolingbroke is 
changed ; 

You must to Pomfret, not unto the Tower. 
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And, madam, there is order ta’en for you ; 

With all swift speed you must away to France. 
AT. Rick. Northumberland, thou ladder where- 
withal 

The mounting Bolingbroke ascends my throne, 
The time shall not be many hours of age 
More than it is ere foul sin gathering head 
Shall break into corruption : thou shall think, 
Though he divide the realm and give thee half, 

It is too little, helping him to all ; 61 

And he shall think that thou, which know’st the 
way 

To plant unrightful kings, wilt know again. 
Being ne’er so little urged, another way 
To pluck him headlong from the usurped throne. 
The love of wicked men converts to fear : 

That fear to hate, and hate turns one or both 
To worthy danger and deserved death. 

North. My guilt be on my head, and there an 
end. 69 

Take leave and part : for you must part forthwitli 
K. Rich. Doubly divorced! Bad men, you 
violate 

A twofold marriage, ’twixt my crown and me, 
And then betwixt me and my married wife, 
l.et me unkiss the oath ’twixt thee and me ; 

And yet not so, for with a kiss 'twas made. 

Part us, Northumberland ; I towards the north, 

• Where shivering cold and sickness pines the clime : 
My wife to France: from whence, set forth in 

pomp. 

She came adorned hither like sweet May, 

• Sent back like Hallowmas or short’st of day. 80 

Queen. And must wc be divided ? must we part 
K. Rich. Ay, hand from hand, my love, and 
heart from heart. 

Queen. Banish us both and send the king 
with me. 

North. That were some love but little polic3^ 
Queen. Then whither he goes, thither let me go. 
K. Rich. So two, together weeping, make 
one woe. 

Weep thou for me in France, I for thee here ; 

• Better far off than near, be ne’er the near. 

Go, count thy way with sighs ; I mine with groans. 
Queen. So longest way shall have the longest 
moans. 90 

K. Rich. Twice for one step I’ll groan, the 
way being short, 

And piece the way out with a heavy heart. 

Come, come, in wooing sorrow let’s be brief, 
Since, wedding it, there is such length in grief: 
One kiss shall stop our mouths, and dumbly part ; 
Thus give I mine, and thus take I thy heart. 
Queen. Give me mine own again ; ’twere no 
good part 

To take on me to keep and kill thy heart. 

So, now 1 have mine own again, be gone, 

That I may strive to kill it with a groan. 100 
K. Rich. We make woe wanton with this fond 
delay : 

Once more, adieu ; the rest let sorrow say. 

S^Exeunt. 

Scene II. The Duke of York’s palace. 

Enter York and kis Duchess. 

Duck. My lord, you told me you would tell 
the rest. 


77 pines. Afflicts. 

M Hallowmas. November i, All Saints’ Day. 


88 Better . . . near. It is better to be far apart, than near 
but unable to see each other. 



King Richard; ‘Once more, adieu; the rest let sorrow 
say.’ Scene illustration, Princess’s Theatre, London, 
1857 
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9 Which his .. . know. Which seemed to know the 
ambitions of its rider. 

18—20 Whilst he .. . countrymen. See introduction. 



Bolingbroke leading Richard into London. Engraving 
from a painting by James Northcotc (1746-1831) 

38 we hound our calm contents. We submit our wills 
calmly. 

62 justs. Jousts. 


When weeping made you break the story off, 

Of our two cousin.s coming into London. 

}'cfrk. Where did I leave? 

Ditch. At that .sad stop, my lord, 

Where rude misgovern’d hands from window.s tops 
Threw dust and rubbish on King Richard’s head. 
York. Then, as 1 said, the duke, great 
Bolingbroke, 

Mounted upon a hot and fiery steed 

• Which his aspiring rider seem’d to know. 

With slow but stately pace kept on his course, 10 
WhiLst all tongues cried ‘God save thee, Boling- 
broke ’’ 

Yon would have thought the very windows spake, 
So many greedy looks of young and old 
Through casements darted their desiring eyes 
I’pon his visage, and that all the walls 
With painted imagery liad said at once 
‘ Jesii preserve thee ! welcome, Bolingbroke!’ 

• VVhilst he, from the one side to the other turning, 
Bareheaded, lower than his proud steed’s neck, 
liespake them thus ; * I thank you, countrymen 
And thus still doing, thus he pass’d along. 

Duck. Alack, poor Richard ! where rode he 
the whilst? 

York. As in a theatre, the eyes of men, 

After a w'ell-graced ac 51 or leaves the stage, 

Are idly bent on him that enters next. 

Thinking his prattle to be tedious ; 

Even so, or with much more contempt, men’s eyes 
Did scowl on gentle Richard ; no man cried ‘God 
save him ! ’ 

No joyful tongue gave him his welcome home : 
But dust was thrown upon his sacred head ; 30 

Which with such gentle sorrow he shook off, 

His face still combating with tears and smiles, 
The badges of his grief and patience, 

That had not God, for some strong purpose, steel’d 
I’hc hearts of men, they must perforce have melted 
And barbarism itself have pitied him. 

But heaven hath a hand in these events, 

• To whose high will we bound our calm contents. 

To Bolingbroke are we sworn subje(!:ls now, 
Whose state and honour I for aye allow. 40 

Duck. Here comes my son Aumerle. 

York. Aumerle that was ; 

But that is lo.st for being Richard’s friend, 

And, madam, you must call him Rutland now : 

I am in parliament pledge for his truth 
And lasting fealty to the new made king. 

Enter Aumerle. 

Duck. Welcome, my .son : who are the violets 
now 

That strew the green lap of the new come spring? 
A um. Madam, I know not, nor 1 greatly care 
not : 

God knows I had as lief be none as one. 

York, Well, bear you well in this new spring 
of time, 50 

Lest you be cropp’d before you come to prime. 

• What news from Oxford? hold those justs and 

triumphs ? 

Aum. For aught I know, my lord, they do. 
York. You will be there, I know. 

Aum. If God prevent not, I purpose so. 

York. What seal is that, that hangs without 
thy bosom ? 

Yea, look’st thou pale? let me see the writing. 
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Aum. My lord, 'tis nothing. 

York. No matter, then, who see it: 

I will be satisfied ; let me see the writing. 

A tern. I do beseech your grace to pardon me : 
It is a matter of small consequence, 6i 

Which for some reasons 1 would not have seen. 
York. Which for some reasons, sir, 1 mean 
to see. 

I fear, I fear, — 

Puck. What should you fear? 

'Tis nothing but .some bond, that he is enter’d 
into 

For gay apparel ’gainst the tnumj)h day. 

York. Hound to himself! what dotli he with 
a bond 

That he is bound to? Wife, thou art a fool. 

Hoy, let me sec the writing. 

A inn. 1 do beseech you, pardon me ; I may 
not show it. 70 

37o7^-. I will be satisfied; let me see it, I say. 
\He plucks it out of his bosom and reads it. 
Treason ! foul trea.son ! Villain ! traitor 1 slave ! 
licit. What is the matter, my lord? 

York. Ho! who is within there? 

Enter a Servant. 

Saddle my horse. 

God for his mercy, what treachery is here ! 

Duck. Why, what is it, my lord? 

York. Give me iny boot.s, 1 say; saddle my 
horse. [ A'a it Servant. 

Now, by mine honour, hy my life, by my tiotii, 

• 1 will appeach the villain. 

J)7irk. What is the niattei ? 

York. Peace, foolish vvoinan 80 

Ditch. I will not peace. What is the matter, 
Aumcrle? 

Aum. Good mother, be content; it is no 
more 

Tlian my poor life must answer. 

J^uck. Thy life answer \ 

York. Hring me my boots; 1 will unto the 
king. 

Rc-rnter Servant 'ivith boots. 

Duck. Strike him, Aumerle. Poor boy, thou 
.art amazed. 

Hence, villain ! never more come in my sight. 
^'ork. Give me my boots, I say. 

Duck. Why, York, what wilt thou do? 

Wilt thou not lilde the trespass of thine own? 
Have we more sons? or are we like to have? 90 

• Is not my teeming date drunk up with time? 

And wilt thou pluck my fair son from mine age, 
And rob me of a happy mother’s name? 

Is he not like thee? is he not thine own? 

York. Thou fond mad woman. 

Wilt thou conceal this dark conspiracy? 

A dozcji of them here have ta’cn the sacrament, 
And interchangeably set down their hands. 

To kill the king at Oxford. 

Duck. He shall be none ; qr) 

We’ll keep him here : then what is that to him? 
York. Away, fond woman ! were he twenty 
times my son, 

I would appcach him. 

Duck. Hadst thou groan’d for him 

As I have done, thou wouldst be more pitiful. 
But now I know thy mind ; thou dost suspc<5l 


79 appeach. Accuse. 

91 teeming date. Child-bearing age. 
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16 stews. Brothels. 



Gambling in a brothel. From a contemporary woodcut 


I'hat I have been disloyal to thy bed, 

And that he is a bastard, not thy son : 

Sweet York, sweet husband, be not of that mind ; 
He is as like thee as a man may be, 

Not like to me, or any of my kin, 

And yet I love him. 

York. Make way, unruly woman ! no 

[Exit, 

Duck, After, Aumerle ! mount thee upon his 
horse ; 

Spur post, and get before him to the king, 

And beg thy pardon ere he do accuse thee, 
ril not be long behind ; though I be old, 

1 doubt not but to ride a.s fast as York : 

And never will I rise up from the ground 
Till Bolingbroke have pardon’d thee. Away, be 
gone ! [Exeunt. 

Scene III. A royal palace. 

Enter Bolingbroke, Percy, and other Lords. 

Boling. Can no man tell me of my unthrifty 
son ? 

Tis full three months since I did see him last: 

If any plague hang over us, ’tis he. 

I would to God, my lords, he might be found: 
Inquire at London, ’mongst the taverns there, 

F or there, they say, he daily doth frequent, 

With unrestrained loose companions. 

Even such, they say, as stand in narrow lanes. 
And beat our watch, and rob our passengers; 
Which he, young wanton and efteminate boy, lo 
Takes on the point of honour to support 
So dissolute a crew. 

Percy. My lord, some two days since I saw 
the prince, 

And told him of those triumphs held at Oxford. 

Boling. And what said the gallant? 

' Percy, His answer was, he would unto the 
stews, 

And from tlie common’st creature pluck a glove. 
And wear it as a favour ; and with that 
He would unhorse the lustiest challenger. 

Boling, As di.sbolutc as desperate; yet through 
both 20 

I see some sparks of better hope, which elder 
years 

May happily bring forth. But who comes here? 

Enter Aumerle. 

Aum, Where is the king? 

Boling, What means our cousin, that he stares 
and looks 
So wildly? 

Aum, God save your grace! I do beseech 
your majesty. 

To have some conference with your grace alone. 
Boling. Withdraw yourselves, and leave us 
here alone. [Exeunt Percy and Lords. 
What is the matter with our cousin now? 

Aum. For ever may my knees grow to the 
earth, 30 

My tongue cleave to my roof within my mouth, 
Unless a pardon ere I rise or speak. 

Boling, Intended or committed was this fault? 
If on the first, how heinous e’er it be, 

To win thy after-love I pardon thee. 

Aum. Then give me leave that I may turn 
the key, 
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That no man enter till my tale be done. 

Boling, Have thy desire. 

York. \Within\ My liege, beware; look to 
thyself ; 

Thou hast a traitor in thy presence there. 40 
Boling, Villain, I'll make thee safe. 

[Drawing, 

Aunt, StsLy^ thy revengeful hand; thou hast 
no cause to fear. 

York, [ Within\ Open the door, secure, fool- 
hardy king : 

Shall I for love speak treason to thy face? 

Open the door, or 1 will break it open. 

Enter York. 

Boling. What is the matter, uncle? speak ; 
Recover breath ; tell us how near is danger, 

That we may arm us to encounter it. 

York, Peruse this writing here, and thou 
shalt know 

The treason that my haste forbids me show. 50 
Aunt, Remember, as thou readst, thy pro- 
mise pass’d : 

I do repent me ; read not my name there ; 

My heart is not confederate with my hand. 

York, It was, villain, ere thy hand did set it 
down. 

I tore it from the traitor’s bosom, king ; 

Fear, and not love, begets hi.s penitence : 

Forget to pity him, lest thy pity prove 
A serpent that will sting thee to the heart. 

Boling. O heinous, strong and bold conspi- 
racy I 

0 loyal father of a treacherous son ! 60 

Thou sheer, immaculate and silver fountain, 

From whence this stream through muddy pas- 
sages 

Hath held his current and defiled himself! 

Thy overflow of good converts to bad, 

And thy abundant goodness shall excuse 

• This deadly blot in thy digressing son. 

York. So shall my virtue be his vice’s bawd ; 
And he .shall spend mine honour with his shame, 
As thriftless sons their scraping fathers’ gold. 
Mine honour lives when his dishonour dies, 70 
Or my shamed life in his dishonour lies ; 

Thou kill’st me in his life ; giving him breath. 
The traitor lives, the true man’s put to death. 
Duck. [Within^ What ho, my liege! for 
God’s sake, let me in. 

Boling. What shrill-voiced suppliant makes 
this eager cry? 

Duck, A woman, and thy aunt, great king; 
*tis I. 

Speak with me, pity me, open the door : 

A beggar begs that never begg’d before. 

Boling. Our scene is alter’d from a serious thing, 

• And now changed to ‘The Beggar and the King.’ 

My dangerous cousin, let your mother in : 81 

1 know she is come to pray for your foul sin. 
York. If thou do pardon, whosoever pray. 

More sins for this forgiveness prosper may. 

This fester’d joint cut off, the rest rest sound ; 
This let alone will all the rest confound. 

Enter Duchess. 

Duck. O king, believe not this hard-hearted 
man ! 

• Love loving not itself none other can. 


Act V Scene III KING RICHARD II 



Aumerle: ‘Stay thy revengeful hand . Drawing by 
John M. Wright (1777- 

66 digressing. Transgressing. 

80 *The Beggar and the King*. Shakespeare several 
times refers to the ballad of King Cophetua and a 
beggar-maid. 

88 loving not itself. If York cannot even love his own 
son. 
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119 'pardonne mot* ‘Excuse me’ i.e. for not granting 
pardon 

128 rehearse. Pronounce. 



Bolingbroke' ‘I pardon him, as God shall pardon me 
Engraving from Bell’s edition of Shakespeare , 1773 


140 powers. Bodies of troops. 


York. Thou frantic woman, what dost thou 
make here? 

Shall thy old dugs once more a traitor rear? 90 
Duck. Sweet York, be patient. Hear me, 
gentle liege. \Kneels. 

Boling. Rise up, good aunt. 

Duck. N ot yet, I thee beseech : 

For ever will I walk upon my knee.s. 

And never see day that the happy sees, 

'Pill thou give joy ; until thou bid me joy. 

By pardoning Rutland, my transgressing boy. 
Aum» Unto my mother’s prayers 1 bend my 
knee. 

York. Against them both my true joints 
bended be. 

Ill mayst thou thrive, if thou grant any grace ! 
Duck. Pleads he in earnest? look upon his 
face: 100 

His eyes do drop no tears, his prayers are in jest ; 
His words come from his mouth, ours from our 
breast : 

He prays but faintly and would be denied ; 

We pray with heart and soul and all beside : 

His weary joints would gladly rise, I know; 

Our knees shall kneel till to the ground they grow : 
His prayers are full of false hyi)ncrisy: 

Ours of true zeal and deep integrity. 

Our prayers do ciit-pray his ; then let them have 
That mercy which true prayer ought to have, no 
Boling. Good aunt, stand up. 

Duck. Nay, do iu)t say, ‘stand up;’ 

Say ‘pardon’ first, and afterwards ‘stand up.’ 

An if I were thy nur.se, thy tongue to teach, 

‘ Pardon ’ should be the first word of thy speech. 

I never long’d to hear a word till now; 

Say ‘pardon,’ king; let pity teach thee how : 
'J’he word is short, but not so .short as sweet ; 

No word like ‘pardon’ forkings’ mouths .so meet. 

• York. Speak it in French, king; say, *par- 

donne moi.’ 

Duck. Dost thou teach pardon pardon to 
destroy? 120 

Ah, my sour husband, my hard-hearted lord, 
That .set’st the word itself against the word ! 
Speak ‘pardon’ as ’tis current in our land ; 

'I’he chopping French we do not understand. 
'I'hine eye begins to speak; .set thy tongue there ; 
Or in thy piteous heart plant thou thine ear ; 
That hearing how our plaints and prayers do 
pierce, 

• Pity may move thee ‘pardon’ to rehearse. 

Boling, Good aunt, stand up. 

Duck. I do not sue to stand ; 

Pardon is all the .suit I have in hand. 130 

Boling. I pardon him, as God shall pardon me. 
Duck. O happy vantage of a kneeling knee 1 
Yet am I sick for fear; speak it again ; 

Twice saying ‘pardon’ doth not pardon twain. 
But makes one pardon strong. 

Boling, With all my heart 

I pardon him. 

Duck. A god on earth thou art. 

Boling. But for our tru.sty brother-in-law and 
the abbot. 

With ail the rest of that consoi ^*“d crew, 
Destru< 5 lion straight shall dog ..hem at the heels. 

• Good uncle, help to order several powers 140 
I’o Oxford, or where’er these traitors are : 

They shall not live within this world, I sw^*ar, 
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But I will have them, if I once know where. 
Uncle, farewell; and, cousin too, adieu: 

Your mother well hath prayed, and prove you true. 
Duch. Come, my old son ; I pray God make 
thee new. {Exeunt. 

ScKNE IV. Th^ same. 

Enter Ex ton and Servant. 

Exton, Didst thou not mark tlie king, what 
words he spake, 

' Have I no friend will rid me of this living fear?* 
Was it not so? 

Ser. These were his very words. 

Exton. 'Have 1 no friend?’ quoth he: he 
spake it twice, 

And urged it twice together, did he not? 

Srr^t. He did. 

• Exton. And speaking it, he wistly look’d 

on me ; 

As who should say, ' I would thou wert the man 
That would divorce this terror from my heart ; ’ 
Meaning the king at Ponifret. Come, let’s go : lo 
I am the king’s friend, and will rid his foe. 

{Exeunt. 

Scene V. Pom/ret castle. 

Enter King Richard. 

K. Rich. I have been studying how I may 
compare 

This prison where I live unto the world : 

And for because the world is populous 
And here is not a creature but myself, 

I cannot do it ; yet I Ml hammer it out. 

My brain I'll prove the female to my soul, 

My soul the father ; and these two beget 

• A generation of still-breeding thoughts. 

And these same thoughts people this little world, 
In humours like the people of this world, lo 
For no thought is contented. The better sort, 

As thoughts <i{ things divine, are intermix’d 

• With scruples and do set the word itself 
Against the word : 

As thus, ‘Come, little ones,’ and then again, 

‘It is as hard to come as for a camel 

• To thread the postern of a small needle’s eye,’ 
Thoughts tending to ambition, they do plot 
Unlikely wonders; how these vain weak nails 
May tear a passage through the flinty ribs 20 

• Of this hard world, my ragged prison walls. 

And, for they cannot, die in their own pride. 
Thoughts tending to content flatter hemselves 
That they are not the first of fortune’s slaves, 
Nor shall not be the last ; like silly beggars 

• Who sitting in the stocks refuge their .shame, 
That many have and others must sit there ; 

And in this thought they find a kind of case, 
Bearing their own misfortunes on the back 

Of such as have before endured the like. 30 
Thus play I in one person many people. 

And none contented : sometimes am I king ; 
Then treasons make me wish myself a beggar, 
And so I am : then crushing penury 
Persuades me I was better when a king; 

Then am I king’d again : and by and by 
Think that I am unking’d by Bolingbroke, 

And straight am nothing : but whatever I be, 
Nor I nor anv man that but man is 


7 wistly. Wistfully. 

8 still-breeding. Ever-breeding. 
13 word. Scriptures. 

17 postern. Small back gate. 

21 ragged. Rugged. 

26 refuge. Take refuge from. 



King Richard: ‘Then treasons make me wish myself a 
beggar . . .’ Woodcut of a beggar in Elizabethan times 
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43 broke. Out of rhythm, proportion. The correct time 
value of the notes 

46 check. Prevent, disorder'd string. Out of tune stringed 
instrument. 


51 jar. Jerk. 



Jack o’ the clock. Engraving by F.W. Fairholt from J.O. 
Halli well’s edition of Shakespeare’s works (i 853 “‘ 65 ) 


67—68 royal . . . noble . . . ten groats. The difference in 
value between the coins ; a royal and a noble were worth 
ten groats. 

94 jouncing. A movement from a rider that causes a 
horse to prance. 


With nothing shall be nleased, till he be eased 40 
With being nothing. Music do I hear? [Music. 
Ha, ha ! keep time : how sour sweet music is, 

• When time is broke and no proportion kept 1 
So is it in the music of men’s lives. 

And here have I the daintiness of ear 

• To check time broke in a disorder’d string; 

Hut for the concord of my state and time 
Had not an ear to hear my true time broke. 

I wasted time, and now doth time waste me ; 

For now hath lime made me his numbering 
clock : 50 

• My thoughts are minutes; and with sighs they 

jar 

Their watches on unto mine eyes, the outward 
watch, 

Whereto my finger, like a dial’s point. 

Is pointing still, in clean.sing them from tears. 
Now sir, the sound that tells what hour it is 
Are clamorous groans, which strike upon my 
heart. 

Which is the bell : so sighs and tears and groans 
Show minutes, times, and hours : but my time 
Runs posting on in Bolingbroke’s proud ioy, 

• While 1 stand fooling here, his Jack o’ tne clock. 

This music mads me : let it sound no more ; 61 

For though it have holp madmen to their wits, 

In me it seems it will make wise men mad. 

Yet blessing on his heart that gives it me ! 

For ’tis a sign of love ; and love to Richard 
Is a strange brooch in this all-hating world. 

Enter a Groom of the Stable. 

• Groom. Hail, royal prince ! 

K. Rich. Thanks, noble peer; 

The cheapest of us is ten groats too dear. 

What art thou ? and how comest thou hither, 
Where no man never comes but that sad dog 70 
That brings me food to make misfortune live? 

Groom. I was a poor groom of thy stable, king, 
When thou wert king ; who, travelling towards 
York, 

With much ado at length have gotten leave 
To look upon my sometimes royal master’s face. 
O, how it yearn’d my heart when I beheld 
In London streets, that coronation-day, 

When Bolingbroke rode on roan Barbary, 

That horse that thou so often hast bestrid, 

That horse that I .so carefully have dress’d ! 80 

K.Rich. Rode he on Barbary? Tell me, 
gentle friend, 

How went he under him ? 

Groom. So proudly as if he disdain’d the 
g^round. 

K. Rich. So proud that Bolingbroke was on 
his back ! 

That jade hath eat bread from my royal hand ; 
This hand hath made him proud with clapping 
him. 

Would he not stumble? would he not fall down, 
Since pride must have a fall, and break the neck 
Of that proud man that did usurp his back ? 
Forgiveness, horse ! why do I rail on thee, 90 
Since thou, created to be awed by man, 

Wast bom to bear? I was not made a horse; 
And yet 1 bear a burthen like an ass, 

• Spurr’d, gall’d and tired by jauncing Boling- 

broke. 
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EnUr Keeper, with a dish. 

Keep. Fellow, give place ; here is no longer 
sta^. 

K. Rich. If thou love me, ^tis time thou wert 
away. 

Groom. What my tongue dares not, that my 
heart shall say. [Exit. 

Kee^ My lord, will’t please you to fall to? 

K. Rich. Taste of it first, as thou art wont 
to do. 99 

Keep. My lord, I dare not : Sir Pierce of Ex- 
ton, who lately came from the king, commands 
the contrarj^ 

AT. Rich. The devil take Henry of Lancaster 
and thee 1 

Patience is stale, and I am weary of it. 

[Beats the keeper. 

Keep. Help, help, help ! 

Enter Exton and Servants, armed. 

K. Rich. How now ! what means death in 
this rude assault? 

Villain, thy own hand yields thy death’s instru- 
ment. 

[Snatching an axe from a Servant and kill- 
ing him. 

Go thousand fill another room in hell. 

[He kills another. Then Ex ton strikes him 

down. 

That hand shall bum in never-quenching fire 
That staggers thus my person. Exton, thy fierce 
• hand i lo 

Hath with the king’s blood stain’d the king’s own 
land. 

Mount, mount, my soul I thy seat is up on high ; 
Whilst^ my gross flesh sinks downwara, here to 
die. [Dies. 

Exton. As full of valour as of royal blood : 
Both have I spill’d; O would the deed were 
good! 

For now the devil, that told me I did well. 

Says that this deed is chronicled in hell. 

This dead king to the living king I’ll bear : 

Take hence the rest, and give them burial here. 

[Exeunt. 


110 staggers. Causes to stagger. 



The murder of Richard II. Engraving from a painting by 
Francis Wheatley (1749- i8oi) 


Scene VI. Windsor castle. 

Flourish. Enter Bolingbroke, York, with 
other Lords, and Attendants. 

Boling. Kind uncle York, the latest news we 
hear 

Is that the rebels have consumed with fire 
Our town of Cicester in Gloucestershire ; 

But whether they be ta’en or slain we hear not. 

Enter Northumberland. 

Welcome, xm lord : what is the news ? 

North, furst, to thy sacred state wish I all 
happiness. 

The next news is, I have to London sent 
The heads of Oxford, Salisbury, Blunt, and Kent : 
The manner of their taking may appe^ 

At large discoursed in this paper here. zo 

Bohnf. We thank thee,.gentle Percy, for thy 

pauis; 

And to thy worth will add right worthy gains. 
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Enter Fitzwater. 48 mcontinent. At once. 

Fitz. My lord, I have from Oxford sent to 
London 

The heads of Brocas and Sir Bennet Seely, 

Two of the dangerous consorted traitors 
That sought at Oxford tlw dire overthrow. 

Boling, Thy pains, Fitzwater, shall not be 
forgot; 

Right noble is thy merit, well I wot. 

Enter Percy, and the Bishop of Carlisle. 

Percy . The grand conspirator, Abbot of West- 
minster, 

With clog of conscience and sour melancholy 20 
Hath yielded up his body to the mve ; 

But here is Carlisle living, to abide 
Thy kingly doom and sentence of his pride. 

Boling. Carlisle, this is your doom : 

Choose out some secret place, some reverend 
room, 

More than thou hast, and with it joy thy life ; 

So as thou livest in peace, die free from strife : 

For though mine enemy thou hast ever been, 

High sparks of honour in thee have 1 seen. 

Enter Exton, with persons bearing a coffin. 

Exton. Great king, within this coffin I pre- 
sent 30 

Thy buried fear ; herein all breathless lies 
The mightiest of thy greatest enemies, 

Richard of Bordeaux, by me hither brought. 

Boling. Exton, I thank thee not; for thou 
hast wrought 

A deed of slander with thy fatal hand 
Upon my head and all this famous land. 

Exton. From your own mouth, my lord, did 
I this deed. 

Boling. They love not poison that do poison 
need, 

Nor do 1 thee : though I did wish him dead, 

I hate the murderer, love him murdered. 40 
The guilt of conscience take thou for thy labour, 

But neither my good word nor princely favour : 

With Cain go wander thorough shades of night, 

And never show thy head by day nor light. 

Lords, 1 protest, my soul is full of woe, 

That blood should sprinkle me to make me grow : 

Come, mourn with me for that I do lament, 

• And put on sullen black incontinent : 
ril make a voyage to the Holy Land, 

To wash this blood off from my guilty hand : 50 
March sadly after ; grace my mournings here ; 

In weeping after this untimely bier. [Exeunt. 


Opposite: Richard II with his patron saints, John the 
Baptist, Edward the Confessor and Edmund kinp and 
martyr. From the Wilton Diptych, French School, 

f.1395 
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King John 

1596 


King John is different ap[ain from Richard 77, though linked to it by the patriotic 
speeches about England and the sea, given to Richard Coeur-de-Lion*s Bastard 
Faulconbridge. which echo those of Gaunt in the previous play. Where that was a 
lyrical tragedy, King John is a straight chronicle play. It is also coupled with Richard II 
in language, in particular, as we have noticed, by the feature of rhyming sestets which 
occur in both. 


Frontispiece to 
King John, from 
Charles Knight'^ 
Pictorial Edition 
of the Works of 
Shakspere, 

4 -* 

Far right : This 
rjth century 
portrait is thought 
to he that of King 
John, who reigned 
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King John is a mature play, even more so than its predecessor: in characterisation, 
with the powerful characters of the Bastard and Constance, young Arthur’s mother. 
And it is mature in language and in thought; the Bastard’s famous speech on Commo- 
dity, i.e. political convenience or expediency, is of a very mature order, as is his engaging, 
candid cynicism in general. So also is the convoluted casuistry of Cardinal Pandulph, 
verging on sophistry. This is not an early play. 

Indeed we have an indication of date in the reference ^ 

So, by a roaring tempest on the flood, 

A whole armado of convicted sail 
Is scattered and disjoined from fellowship. 

This is precisely what happened to the second Armada, of the late summer of 1 596, 
which was dispersed by tempest before it reached the English coast. 

There had been plays on the subject of King John before, going back to the Protestant 
rant of the ex-friar John Bale. The subject was an obvious one in the common stock of 
subjects and themes from the English past, which expressed Elizabethan national pride 
and Renaissance self-consciousness. Shakespeare took an anonymous play ready to 
hand. The Troublesome Reign of John, King of England, and based himself on that. 
Holinshed also was drawn upon, with Foxe’s Martyrs and the Book of Homilies read in 
church. His real source, as with any creative writer, was his total knowledge and 
experience, and his genius made a very different thing from his reading. 

One thing that is remarkable, and very characteristic of him - we are given none of 
the Protestant tirades of the time, much to the fore in Foxe. Shakespeare was interested 
in neither the religious or political propaganda of the age; in that way he was a safe 
writer, who never got into trouble. This bespoke his nature; not only his courtly tact - 
he was above the vulgar passions that agitated superficial persons. His passion was 
human beings in their essence, their characters and conflicts, man as such. 

The Bastard. Thus we have an outstanding portrayal of a very manly man in Coeur- 
de-Lion’s Bastard. It is obvious that Shakespeare created him with affection - he is 
more real to us than anybody in the play, with his downright, rather colloquial language : 
a no-nonsense fellow', akin to the too masculine Hotspur in i Henry IV. The Bastard, 
from the fact of his birth, is an Outsider; this gives him the angle from which to observe 
society, its conventions and pretences. His first long speech is a comment on Elizabethan 
society much to the point, with its 

dialogue of compliment. 

And talking of the Alps and Appenines, 

The Pyrennean and the River Po - 

this was ‘worshipful’, i.e. upper-class, society. It fitted his ‘mounting spirit’, his aim to 
move upwards, very well ; 

For he is but a bastard to the time 
That doth not smack of observation. 

The precise meaning of this is a little diflFicult for us to catch; it suggests that to move up 
in society we must pay attention to what other people are up to. 

With regard to them the Bastard has no illusions, as his speech on Commodity, the 
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most famous in the play, makes clear. Commodity means people’s self-interest, the 
sense of their own advantage and convenience, what they can gain, which deflects them 
from the straight course of justice and virtue, and makes the world run with the bias. 
(The image is from the gentlemanly game of bowls.) The world’s bent this way 

Makes it take head from all indifferency, 

i.e. deflects it from impartiality, always in the direction of self-interest. The Bastard has 
the candour to ask why he himself rails so against Commodity, and answers: 

But for because he hath not wooed me yet. 

Such candid self-knowledge is rare and charms us. '^Fhe importance of his diagnosis for 
the action is that 


Since kings break faith upon Commodity, 

Gain, be my lord - for I will worship thee! 

This incorporates Shakespeare’s mature thought about society it hardly differs 
from Karl Marx or Pareto on the subject. The Bastard’s attitude on the humbug 
bandied about by the great by the King of France, the Duke of Austria and C’ardinal 
Pandulph, the Legate from Rome on the political issues, King John’s heretical taking 
of Church lands and his nephew’s inheritance, his willingness to patch up a peace at his 
nephew’s expense - is three times exprevssed thus: 

And hang a calf ’s-skin on his recreant limbs. 

A calf’s-skin was the fool’s livery» and this is what the Bastard awards those eminent 
politicians, humbugs all. For, of course, they do not care about the rights and wrongs 
of poor young Arthur, for all that he was the son and heir of John’s older brother* the 
boy is but a pawn in the world’s game of political Commodity. 

Constance and Arthur. Constance, Arthur’s widowed mother, reacts against the 
trafficking and bargaining, the Kuh-handel, with natural resentment. Her character too 
is fully developed; it progresses from her forlorn widowed state to apprehension, then 
anger and resentment at betrayal; lastly, driven crazy by grief, she becomes a virago 
like Queen Margaret in the earlier plays. 

The boy Arthur is charmingly portrayed, if a trifle too knowingly for our taste: that 
and the sentiment of his appeal to Hubert not to put out his eyes had strong appeal to 
the emotional Elizabethan audience. There must have been two well-trained boy-actors 
for these parts. 

For us, who realise what was behind the boy’s death, it has a more aflfecting appeal; 
for this summer saw the death of Shakespeare’s own, and only, boy at Stratford at the 
age of eleven. 


Grief fills the room up of my absent child, 
Lies in his bed, walks up and down with me. 
Puts on his pretty looks, repeats his words, 
Remembers me of all his gracious parts, 
StuflFs out his vacant garments with his form. 
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Fnme Arthur and 
Hubert A ii)th 
century engrartnff 
from a paintiJi^ h\ 
L J Pott 


'Fhc mother asks the Cardinal, who after all was a priest, whether it is true 

That we shall sec and know our friends in heaven. 

If that be true, 1 shall see my boy again. 

This is the father in William Shakespeare speaking; that Stratford was in his mind, or 
possibly he was writing at Stratford, we can tell for immediately after talk of young 
Arthur's death, we have: 

I saw a smith stand with his hammer, thus, 

The whilst his iron did on the anvil cool. 

With open mouth swallowing a tailor's news; 

Who, with his shears and measure in his hand, 

Standing on slippers which his nimble haste 
Had falsely thrust upon contrary feet. 

A neighbour in Henley Street was Hornby, the blacksmith; was there a tailor there too ? 
Not improbably. 

Personal. Other personal touches bespeak him. We are accustomed to the frequent 
images from his profession. The men of Angers 


. . . stand securely on their battlements 
As in a theatre, whence they gape and point 
At your industrious scenes and acts of death. 
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The soldiers on the battlements, so frequently referred to in these warring plays, would 
be up in the gallery looking down on the stage. 

We have often noted his liking for grand, resounding words: ‘expedient’ march for 
swift march; ‘his marches are expedient to this town’; for words ending in ‘ure’, 
ceinture, rondure, expressure. We have comments characteristic of him : 

For new-made honour doth forget men’s names. 

Again, 
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for ‘inferior eyes borrow their behaviours from the great’. The lusty English’ are 
described as ‘like a jolly troop of huntsmen*. More important is the phrase that ex- 
presses Elizabethan thought on the soul : 

... his pure brain. 

Which some suppose the soul’s frail dwelling-house. 

Patriotism is the main argument of the play. The internal division between King John 
and his barons, plus the King’s defiance of Rome, exposed the country to the French 
invasion. No opportunity is taken to inveigh against Rome, though the Legate Pan- 
dulph’s statement of the issue is exposed as a tissue of unconvincing sophistry. A little 
expression is given to anti-French sentiment, notably the inconstancy imputed to the 
French and their readiness to break oaths. This reflected once more the bad impression 
made by Henry of Navarre’s desertion of the Protestant cause. 

Several salutes to England’s chief defence in the sea, and the spirit of adventure 
overseas, are completely in line with the country’s mood in the 1580’s and early 1590’s: 

. . . that pale, that white-faced shore 

Whose foot spurns back the ocean’s roaring tides 

And coops from other lands her islanders. 

The islanders were adventuring abroad, voyaging, marauding, colonising, joining 
expeditions to fight on the Continent: 

... all the unsettled humours of the land, 

Rash, inconsiderate, fiery, voluntaries . . . 

Have sold their fortunes at their native homes, 

Bearing their birthrights proudly on their backs. 

To make a hazard of new' fortunes here. 

This was not only a commonplace of the time but common experience. 

The moral of the play is that of all the early historical plays and is the expression of 
the nation’s mood in the struggle with Spain: in unity lies strength, internal dissension 
exposes the country to social disorder and, in King John, to foreign invasion. The theme 
is set out in speeches which are a direct continuation of those of Gaunt in Richard II. 
The concluding lines summing up the play are justly famous : 

This England never did, nor never shall. 

Lie at the proud foot of a conqueror 

But when it first did help to wound itself . . . 

Come the three corners of the world in arms 
And we shall shock them ! Naught shall make us rue 
If England to itself do rest but true! 

Text The play was first printed in the First Folio, and offers no problem. The absence 
of earlier printed versions or records of performance indicate that it was not one of the 
most popular plays. 
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THE LIFE AND DEATH OF 

KING JOHN. 


DRAMATIS PERSONyP. 


King John. 

Prince Henrv, son to the kine:. 

Arthur, Duke of Bretagne, nephew to the 
king. 

The Earl of Pembroke. 

The Earl of Essex. 

The Earl of Salisburv. 

The Lord Bir.o r. 

Hubert de Burgh. 

Robert Faulcon bridge, son to Sir Robert 
Faulconbridge. 

Phii.ip the Bastard, his half-brother. 
James Gurney, .servant to Lady Faulcon- 
bridge. 

Pei* hr of Pom fret, a prophet. 

Philip, King of France. 


ACT I. 

Scene I. King John’s palace. 

Evter King John, Queen Elinor, Pembroke, 
Essex, Salisbury, and others, lu/t/i Chatillon. 

A", yohn. Now, .say, Chatillon, what would 
France with us? 

Chat. Thus, after greeting, speaks the King 
of France 

• In my behaviour to the majesty, 

The borrow^ majesty, of England here, 

Eli. A strange beginning: ‘borrow’d ma- 
jesty !' 

A". John. Silence, good mother ; hear the 
embassy. 

Chat. Philip of France, in right and true 
behalf 

Of thy deceased brother Geffrey’s son, 

Arthur Plantagcnet, lays most lawful claim 
To this fair island and the territories, lo 

To Ireland, Poidiiers, Anjou, Touraine, Maine, 
Desiring thee to lay aside the sword 
Which sways u.surpingly these several titles, 

And put the same into young Arthur’s hand, 

Thy nephew and right royal sovereign. 

K. John. What follows if we disallow of this? 

• Chat. The proud control of fierce and bloody 

war, 

To enforce these rights so forcibly withheld. 

K. John. Here have we war for war and 
blood for blood, 

Controlment for controlment: so answer France. 


Lew’ls, the Dauphin. 

Lymogks, Duke of Austria. 

Cardinal Pandulph, the Pope’s legate. 
Melun, a French Lord. 

Chatillon, ambassador from France to King 
John. 

Queen Elinor, mother to King John. 

Cons I ance, mother to Arthur. 

Blanch of Spain, niece to King John. 

Lady Faulconbrii>ge. 

Lords, Citizens of Angiers, Sheriff, Heralds, 
Officers, Soldiers, Messengers, and other 
Attendants. 

Scene: Partly in England, and partly in 
France. 


.1 huUvt he^uU a texl line imiuates an annotation in the 
opposite (olurnn 

3 In my behaviour 'rhrough me. 

17 prnufl (ontro! 



The coat of arms and supporters of King John 

Opposite : Prince Arthur pleads for his life. Painting by 
George Harlow (1787-1819) 
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Ahwe : Km^ John out hunting. Rifiht - King John 
rec'fivfs a i up Engravings from a medu*val manuscript 


37 manage Government 

Chat, Then take my king's defiance from my' 
mouth, 21 

The farthest limit of my embassy. 

K. yokn. Bear mine to him, and so depart in 
peace : 

Be thou as lightning in the eyes of France ; 

For ere thou canst report I will be there, 

The thunder of my cannon shall be heard : 

So hence ! Be thou the trumpet of our wrath 
And sullen presage of your own decay. 

An honourable condud^ let him have : 

Pembroke, look to’t. Farewell, Chatillon. 30 
[Exeunt Chatillon and Pembroke, 
Eli, What now, my son! have I not ever said 
How that ambitious Constance would not cease 
Till she had kindled France and all the world. 
Upon the right and party of her son? 

This might have been prevented and made whole 
With very easy arguments of love, 

• Which now the manage of two kingdoms must 
With fearful bloody issue arbitrate. 

K. John. Our strong possession and our right 
for us, 

EIL Your strong possession much more than 
your right, 40 

Or else it must go wrong with you and me : 

So much my conscience whispers in your car. 
Which none but heaven and you and 1 shall hear. 

Enter a Sheriff. 

Essex. My liege, here is the strangest con- 
troversy 

Come from the country to be judged by you 
That e’er I heard: shall I produce the men? 

K, John. Let them approach. 

Our abbeys and our priories shall pay 
This expedition’s charge. 

Enter Robert Faulconbridge, and Philip his 
bastard brother. 

What men are you ? 

Bast. Your faithful subjedl I, a gentleman 50 
Bom in Northamptonshire and eldest son, 


356 


Act I Scene I KING JOHN 


As I suppose, to Robert Faulconbridge, 

A soldier, by the honour-giving hand 

• Of Cceur-de-lion knighted in the field. 

AT. yokn. What art thou ? 

Rob. The son and heir to that same Faulcon- 
bridge. 

AT. yokn. Is that the elder, and art thou the 
heir? 

You came not of one mother then, it seems. 

Bast. Most certain of one mother, mighty king ; 
That is well known ; and, as 1 think, one father : 
But for the certain knowledge of that truth 6i 
I put you o*er to heaven and to my mother : 

Of that I doubt, as all men’s children may. 

Eli. Out on thee, rude man ! thou dost shame 
thy mother 

• And wound her honour with this diffidence. 

Bast. 1 , madam? no, 1 have no reason for it ; 
That is my brother’s plea and none of mine ; 

The which if he can prove, a’ pops me out 
At least from fair five hundred pound a year: 
Heaven guard my mother’s honour and my land ! 
K. yohn. A good blunt fellow. Why, being 
younger born, 71 

Doth he lay claim to thine inheritance ? 

Biist. I know not why, except to get the land. 
But once he slander’d me with bastardy : 

But whether 1 be as true begot or no, 

That still I lay upon my mother’s head, 

But that I am as well begot, niy liege, — 

• Fair fall the bones that took the pains for me ! — 
Compare our faces and be judge yourself. 

If old sir Robert did beget us both 80 

And were our father and this son like him, 

0 old sir Robert, father, on my knee 

1 give heaven thanks I was not like to thee ! 

K. yohn. Why, what a madcap hath heaven 
lent us here ! 

Eli. He hath a trick of Cceur-de-lion’s face ; 
The accent of his tongue affedteth him. 

Do you not read some tokens of my son 
In the large composition of this man? 

AT, yohn. Mine eye hath well examined his 
parts 

And finds them perfedi Richard. Sirrah, speak, go 
What doth move you to claim your brother’s land ? 

• Bast. Because he hath a half-face, like my 

father. 

With half that face would he have all my land : 

• A half-faced groat five hundred pound a year ! 

Rob. My gracious liege, when that my father 
lived. 

Your brother did employ my father much, — 
Bast. Well, sir, by this you cannot get my 
land: 

Your talc must be how he employ’d my mother. 

Rob. And once dispatch'd him in an embassy 
To Germany, there with the emperor 100 

To treat of high affairs touching that time. 

The advantage of his absence took the king 
And in the mean time sojourn'd at my father's ; 
Where how he did prevail I shame to speak. 

But truth is truth: large lengths of seas and 
shores 

Between my father and my mother lay, 

As I have heard my father speak himself. 

When this same lusty gentleman was got. 

Upon his death-bed ne by will bequeath’d 
His lands to me, and took it on his death x 10 



Effigy of Richard 1 . Engraving by F.W. Fairholt from 
J.O. Halliwell’s edition of Shakespeare’s works, 1853-65 

64 Coeur-de-lion. Richard I, ‘the Lionhearl’, was John’s 
elder brother, 

65 diffidence. Distrust. 

78 Fair fall . . . me! Good fortune befall the man (or his 
bones now he's dead) that took the trouble to beget me. 

92 half -face. Both a ‘profile’ and a ‘thin face’. 

94 half-faced groat. A coin with the profile of the ruler. 
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143 three-farthings. This coin had a rose behind the 
queen's head. 


147 Nob. A familiar form of Robert, but also a sexual 
pun on ‘knob’. 



Elinor: ‘I like thee well . . Kate Crane as Queen 
Elinor, Her Majesty’s Theatre, London, 1899 


not by truth. Not through chastity. 


That this my mother’s son was none of his ; 

And if he were, he came into the world 
Full fourteen weeks before the course of time. 
Then, good my liege, let me have what is mine, 
My father’s land, as was my father’s wilL 

K. Jokfi. Sirrah, your brother is legitimate; 
Your father's wife did after wedlock bear him. 
And if she did play false, the fault was hers ; 
Which fault lies on the hazards of all husbands 
That marry wives. Tell me, how if my brother. 
Who, as you say, took pains to get this son, 12 1 
Had of your father claim’d this son for his? 

In sooth, good friend, your father might have kept 
This calf bred from his cow from all the world ; 
In sooth he might ; then, if he were my brother's, 
My brother might not claim him ; nor your father, 
Being none of hi.s, refuse him : this concludes ; 
My mother’s son did get your father’s heir; 

Your father’s heir must have your father’s land. 
Rob, Shall then my father's will be of no 
force ^ 130 

To dispossess that child which is not his? 

Bast, Of no more force to dispossess me, sir, 
Than was his will to get me, as I think. 

Eli. Whether hadst thou rather be a Faul- 
conbridge 

And like thy brother, to enjoy thy land. 

Or .the reputed son of Coeur-de-lion, 

Lord of thy presence and no land beside ? 

Bast. Madam, an if my brother had my shape. 
And I had his, sir Robert’s his, like him ; 

And if my legs were two such riding-rods, 140 
My arms such eel-skins stuff’d, my face so thin 
That in mine ear I durst not stick a rose 

• Lest men should say ‘ Look, where three-farthings 

goes !’ 

And, to his shape, were heir to all this land, 
Would I might never stir from off this place, 

I would give it every foot to have this face ; 

• I would not be sir Nob in any case. 

Eli, I like thee well : wilt thou forsake thy 
fortune, 

Bequeath thy land to him and follow me? 

I am a soldier and now bound to France. 150 
Bast. Brother, take you my land. I’ll take 
my chance. 

Your face hath got five hundred pound a year, 
Yet .sell your face for five pence and 'tis dear. 
Madam, 1 ’ll follow you unco the death. 

Eli. Nay, I would have you go before me 
thither. 

Bast, Our country manners give our betters 
way. 

K. John, What is thy name ? 

Bast, Philip, my liege, so is my name begun ; 
Philip, good old sir Robert’s wife’s eldest son. 

K, John. From henceforth bear his name 
whose form thou bear’st : z6o 

Kneel thou down Philip, but rise more great, 
Arise sir Richard and Plantagenet. 

Bast, Brother by the mother's side, give me 
your hand : 

My father gave me honour, yours gave land* 

Now blessed be the hour, by night or day, 

When I was got, sir Robert was away ! 

Ell, The very spirit of Plantagenet I 
I am thy pandam, Richard ; call me so. 

• Bast. Madam, by chance but not by truth; 

what thought 
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• Something about, a little from the right, 170 

Til at the window, or else o'er the hatch: 

Who dares not stir by day must walk by night. 
And have is have, however men do catch : 
Near or far off, well won is still well shot, 

And I am 1 , howe’er I was begot. 

K, John, Go, Faulconbridge : now hast thou 
thy desire ; 

A landless knight makes thee a landed squire. 
Come, madam, and come, Richard, we must 
speed 

For France, for France, for it is more than need. 
Bast, Brother, adieu : good fortune come to 
thee ! 180 

For thou wast got i' the way of honesty. 

[Exeunt all btU Bastard, 
A foot of honour better than I was ; 

But many a many foot of land the worse. 

Well, now can I make any Joan a lady. 

‘Good den, sir Richard!* — * God-a-iiiercy; fel- 
low ! ' — 

And if his name be George, I'll call him Peter; 

• For new-made honour doth forget men’s names ; 
'Tis too respective and too sociable 

For your conversion. Now your traveller. 

He and his toothpick at iny worship's mess, 190 
And when my knightly stomach is sufficed, 

Why then 1 .suck my teeth and catechize 

• My picked man of countrie.s : ‘My dear sir,' 
Thus, leaning on mine elbow, I begin, 

‘ I shall beseech you' — that is question now ; 

• And then comes answer like an Absey book : 

‘O sir,' says answer, ‘at your best cuminand ; 

At your employment ; at your service, sir 
‘No, sir,’ says question, ‘I, .sweet sir, at yours:’ 
And so, ere answer knows what question would, 
Saving in dialogue of compliment, 201 

And talking of the Alps and Apennines, 

The Pyrenean and the river Po, 

It draws toward supper in conclusion so. 

But this is worshipful society 

And fits the mounting spirit like my.self. 

For he is but a ba.stard to the time 

• That doth not smack of observation ; 

• And so am I, whether I .smack or no ; 

And not alone in habit and device, 210 

Kxterior form, outward accoutrement, 

But from the inward motion to deliver 
Sweet, sweet, sweet poison for the age's tooth ; 
Which, though I will not practise to deceive, 

Yet, to avoid deceit, I mean to learn ; 

For it shall strew the footsteps of my rising. 

But who comes in such haste in riding-robes? 
What woman-post is this? hath she no husband 
That will take pains to blow a horn before her? 

Enter Lady Faulconbridge James 
Glikney. 

O me ! it is my mother. How now, good lady ! 
What brings you here to court .so hastily? 221 
Lady F, Where is that slave, thy brother? 
where Is he. 

That holds in chase mine honour up and down ? 
Bast, My brother Robert? old sir Robert's 
son? 

• Colbrand the giant, that same mighty man? 

Is it sir Robert’s son that you se» so? 

Lady F, Sir Robert’s son ! Ay, thou un- 
reverend boy. 



Richard Burton as Philip the Bastard, Old Vhc Theatre, 
London, 1953 


170 “ 175 Something . . . begot. A speech full of proverbi- 
al sayings and sexual jokes about bastardy. 

187-189 For new-made . . . conversion. The recently 
ennobled affect not to remember names, because it is 
beneath their new-found dignity. 

193 picked. Affected. 

196 Absey book. ABC primer. 

208 smack of observation. Appear rather snobbish. 

209 And so am I. i.e. a child of the time. 

226 Colbrand the giant. Killed by Guy of Warwick in 
the old romances. 
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231 Philip ! sparrow : A pet name for sparrows. 



Lady Faulconbridge : *What means this scorn, thou most 
untoward knave . . .* Drawing by John M. Wright 
(1777-1866) 


244 Basilisco-Iike. A joke in the anonymous play 
Solyman and Perseda. 



Richard, Coeur-de-Lion. Engraving from OU England^ 
i®54 


Sir Robert’s son ; why scorn’st thou at sir Robert? 
He is sir Robert’s son, and so art thou. 

Bast James Gurney, wilt thou give us leave 
awhile? 230 

a Cur. Good leave, good Philip. 

Bast. Philip ! sparrow : James, 

There’s toys abroad : anon I ’ll tell thee more. 

[Exit Gurney. 

Madam, I was not old sir Robert’s son : 

Sir Robert might have eat his part in me 
Upon Good- Friday and ne’er broke his fast: 

Sir Robert could do well : marry, to confess. 
Could he get me? Sir Robert could not do it: 
We know his handiwork : therefore, good mother, 
To whom am 1 beholding for these limbs? 

Sir Robert never holp to make this leg. 240 

Lady F. Hast thou conspired with thy bro- 
ther too, 

That for thine own gain shouldst defend mine 
honour? 

What means this scorn, thou most untoward 
knave? 

» Bast. Knight, knight, good mother, Basilisco- 
like. 

What ! I am dubb’d ! I have it on my shoulder. 
But, mother, I am not sir Robert’s son ; 

I have disclaim’d sir Robert and my land ; 
Legitimation, name and all is gone : 

Then, good my mother, let me know my father ; 
Some proper man, 1 hope : who was it, mother ? 
Lady F. Hast thou denied thyself a Faul- 
conbridge? 251 

Bast. As faithfully as I deny the devil. 

Lady F. King Richard Coeur-de-lion was thy 
father : 

By long and vehement suit I was seduced 
To make room for him in my husband’s bed : 
Heaven lay not my transgression to my charge ! 
Thou art the issue of my dear offence, 

Which was so strongly urged past my defence. 

Bast Now, by this light, were I to get again. 
Madam, I would not wish a better father. 260 
Some sins do bear their privilege on earth. 

And so doth yours : your fault was not your folly : 
Needs must you lay your heart at his dispose, 
Subje< 5 led tribute to commanding love. 

Against whose fury and unmatched force 
The aweless lion could not wage the fight, 

Nor keep his princely heart from Richard’s hand. 
He that perforce robs lions of their hearts 
May easily win a woman’s. Ay, my mother, 
With all my heart 1 thank thee for my father ! 270 
Who lives and dares but say thou didst not well 
When I was got, I ’ll send his soul to hell. 

Come, lady, I will show thee to my kin ; 

And they shall say, when Richard me begot. 

If thou hadst said him nay, it had been sin : 

Who says it was, he lies ; I say ’twas not. 

\ExetmU 

ACT II. 

Scene I. France^ Before Angim^ 

Enter Austria and forceSy drumSy etc. of$ one 
side: on the other jCisc Philip of France and 
his powr; Lewis, Arthur, Constance and 
attendants. 

Lew. Before Anners well met, brave Austria. 
Arthur, that great mrenmner ef thy blood. 


Richard, that robb*d the lion of his heart 
And fought the holy wars in Palestine, 

By this brave duke came early to his grave : 

And for amends to his posterity, 

• At our importance hither is he come, 

To spread his colours, boy, in thy behalf, 

And to rebuke the usurpation 
Of thy unnatural uncle, English John: lo 

Embrace him, love him, give him welcome hither. 
Arth, God shall forgive you Cceur-de'lion^s 
death 

The rather that you give his offspring life, 
Shadowing their right under your wings of war : 

I give you welcome with a powerless hand, 

But with a heart full of unstained love : 

Welcome before the gates of Angiers, duke. 

Lew, A noble boy ! Who would not do thee 
right? 

Aust. U]^n thy cheek lay I this zealous kiss, 
As seal to this indenture of my love, 20 

That to my home I will no more return, 

Till Angiers and the right thou hast in France, 
Together with that pale, that white-faced shore, 
Whose foot spurns back the ocean’s roaring tides 
And coops from other lands her islanders. 

Even till that England, hedged in with the main. 
That water-walled bulwark, still secure 
And confident from foreign purposes, 

Even till that utmost corner of the west 
Salute thee for her king: till then, fair boy, 30 
Will I not think of home, but follow arms. 

Const. O, take his mother’s thanks, a widow’s 
thanks, 

Till your strong hand shall help to give him 
strength 

To make a more requital to your love ! 

A ust. The peace of heaven is theirs that lift 
their swords 

In such a just and charitable war. 

K, Phi. Well then, to work ; our cannon shall 
be bent 

Against the brows of this resisting town. 

• Call for our chiefest men of discipline. 

To cull the plots of best advantages : 40 

We’ll lay before this town our royal bones, 

Wade to the market-place in Frenchmen’s blood, 
But we will make it subjedl to this boy. 

Const. Stay for an answer to your embassy. 
Lest unadvised you stain your swords with blood : 
My Lord Chatillon may from England bring 
That right in peace which here we urge in war. 
And then we shall repent each drop of blood 
That hot rash haste so indiredUy shed. 

Enter Chatillon. 

K. Phi. A wonder, lady ! lo, upon thy wish. 
Our messenger Chatillon is arrived ! 5x 

What England says, say briefly, gentle lord ; 

We coldly pause for thee; Chatillon, speak. 

Chat. Then turn your forces from this paltry 
siege 

And stir them up against a mightier task. 
England, impatient of your just demands. 

Hath put himself in arms: the adverse winds. 
Whose leisure I have stay’d, have given him time 
To land his legions all as soon as i; 
e His marches are expedient to this towni 60 
His forces strong, his soldiers confident. 

With him along is come the modier-queen, 


Act II Scene I KING JOHN 
7 importance. Importunity. 



Constance: 'O, take his mother’s thanks, a widow’s 
thanks . . Constance (Sheila Allen) and Arthur 
(Benedict Taylor), Royal Shakespeare Co, 1974 


39 discipline. Military matters. 
60 expedient. Speedy. 
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63 ^^/e. Greek goddess of v'cngeance and destruction. 



A knight in armour. Engraving from a 13th century 
manuscript 


77 circumstance, Details. 

96 under -wrought. Undermined. 

Ill articles. The charges in a formal indictment. 



English ships at the time of King John. Engraving from 
Old England, 1854 


• An Ate, stirring him to blood and strife ; 

With her her niece, the Lady Blanch of Spain ; 
With them a bastard of the king’s deceased ; 

And all the unsettled humours of the land, 

Rash, inconsiderate, fiery voluntaries, 

With ladies’ faces and fierce dragons’ spleens, 
Have sold their fortunes at their native homes, 
Hearing their birthrights proudly on their backs. 
To make a hazard of new fortunes here ; 71 

In brief, a braver choice of dauntless spirits 
Than now the English bottoms have waft o’er 
Did never float upon the swelling tide. 

To do offence and scath in Christendom. 

{Drum beats. 

The interruption of their churlish drums 

• Cuts off more circumstance : they are at hand. 

To parley or to fight : therefore prepare. 

K. Phi. How much unlook’d for is this expe- 
dition ! 

A list. By how much unexpedled, by so much 
We must, awake endeavour for defence ; 81 

F‘or courage mounteth with occasion : 

Let them be welcome then : we are prepared. 

Enter King John, Elinor, Blanch, the 
Bastard, Lords, and forces, 

K. yohn. Peace be to France, if France in 
peace permit 

f)ur just and lineal entrance to our own ; 

If not, bleed France, and peace ascend to heaven, 
Whiles we, God’s wrathful agent, do corredf 
Their proud contempt that beats His peace to 
heaven. 

A'. PhL Peace be to England, if that war 
return 

From France to England, there to live in peace. 
England we love ; and for that England’s sake 91 
With burden of our armour here we sweat. 

This toil of ours should be a work of thine ; 

But thou from loving England art so far, 

• That thou hast under-wrought his lawful king. 
Cut off the sequence of posterity, 

Out-faced infant state and done a rape 
Upon the maiden virtue of the crown. 

Look here upon thy brother Geffrey’s face ; 

These eyes, these brows, were moulded out of his : 
This little abstract doth contain that large 101 

Which died in Geffrey, and the hand of time 
Shall draw this brief into as huge a volume. 

That Geffrey was thy elder brother born, 

And this his son ; England was Geffrey’s right 
And this is Geffrey’s: in the name of God 
How comes it then that thou art call’d a king, 
When living blood doth in these temples beat. 
Which owe the crown that thou o’ermasterest? 

K, John, From whom hast thou this great 
commission, France, izo 

• To draw my answer from thy articles? 

AT. Phi, From that supernal judge, that stirs 
' good thoughts 

In any breast of strong authority, 

To look into the blots and stains of right : 

That judge hath made me guardian to this boy : 
Under whose warrant I impeach thy wrong 
And by whose help I mean to chastise it. 

K. John, Alack, thou dost usurp authority* 
AT. PhL Excuse ; it is to beat usurping down. 
Eli. Who is it thou dost call usurper, France ? 
Const Let me make answer ; thy usun>ing son. 
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Elu Out, insolent ! thy bastard shall be king, 
That thou mayst be a queen, and check the 
world ! 

Const, My bed was ever to thy son as true 
As thine was to thy husband ; and this boy 
Liker in feature to his father Geffrey 
Than thou and J ohn in manners ; being as like 
As rain to water, or devil to his dam. 

My boy a bastard ! By my soul, I think 

His father never was so true begot : 130 

It cannot be, an if thou wert his mother. 

Eli. There's a good mother, boy, that blots 
thy father. 

Comt. There's a good grandam, boy, that 
would blot thee. 

Aust. Peace! 

Bast. Hear the crier. 

Aust. What the devil art thou? 

Bast. One that will play the devil, sir, with you, 

• An a' may catch your hide and you alone : 

Y ou are the hare of whom the proverb goes. 
Whose valour plucks dead lions by the beard : 

• I '11 smoke your skin-coat, an I catch you right ; 
Sirrah, look to't ; i' faith, I will, i' faith. 140 

Blanch. O, well did he become that lion’s robe 
That did disrobe the lion of that robe ! 

Bast. It lies as sightly on the back of him 

• As great Alcides' shows upon an ass : 

But, ass, I'll take that burthen from your back. 
Or lay on that shall make your shoulders crack. 

• Atist. What cracker is this same that deafs 

our ears 

With this abundance of sup)erfiuous breath? 

K. Phi. Lewis, determine what we shall do 
straight. 

Lew. Women and fools, break off your con- 
ference. 150 

King John, this is the veiy sum of all ; 

England and Ireland, Anjou, Touraine, Maine, 
In right of Arthur do I claim of thee : 

Wilt thou resign them and lay down thy arms? 
K. John. My Kfe as soon : I do defy thee, 
F ranee. 

Arthur of Bretagne, yield thee to my hand ; 

And out of my dear love I '11 give thee more 
Than e’er the coward hand of France can win : 
Submit thee, bo3^ 

Eli. Come to thy grandam, child. 

Const. Do, child, go to it grandam, child ; 160 
Give grandam kingdom, and it grandam will 
Give it a plum, a <merry, and a fig: 

There's a good grandam. 

A rth. Good my mother, peace ! 

I would that I were low laid in my grave : 

I am not worth this coil that's made for me. 

Eli. His mother shames him so, poor boy, he 
weeps. 

Const, Now shame upon you, whether she 
does or no ! 

His grandam’s wrongs, and not his mother's 
shames, 

Draws those heaven-moving pearls from his poor 
eyes. 

Which heaven shall take in nature of a fee ; ""•o 
Ay, with these crystal beads heaven shah be 
bribed 

To do him justice and revenge on you. 

Eli. Thou monstrous slanderer of heaven and 
earth I 



Constance: ‘There’s a f^ood grandam, boy, that would 
blot thee.’ Engraving by Kenny Meadows from Barry 
Cornwall’s The Works of Shakspere, 1846 

136 your hide. Austria is wearing the lion-skin taken 
from Cocur-dc-Lion. 

139 smoke. Thrash. 

144 Alcides*. As Hercules’s lion-skm would appear on 
an ass’s back. 

147 cracker. Boaster. 
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183 Bedlam. Lunatic. 

185-190 But God , . . her. Arthur is punished both for 
Elinor’s sins and by Elinor herself. 

188 beadle. A parish officer whose duty was to whip 
offenders. 



The seige of a town. Engraving from Old England, 1854 
215 winking. Closed. 


Const. Thou monstrous injurer of heaven and 
earth ! 

Call not me slanderer ; thou and thine usurp 
The dominations, royalties and rights 
Of this oppressed boy : this is thy eld’st son’s son, 
Infortunate in nothing but in thee : 

Thy sins are visited in this poor child ; 

The canon of the law is laid on him, x8o 

Being but the second generation 
Removed from thy sin-conceiving womb. 

• A", yokn. Bedlam, have done^ 

Const. ^ I have but this to say, 

That he is not only plagued for her sin, 

• But God hath made her sin and her the plague 
On this removed issue, plagued for her 

And with her plague ; her sin his injury, 

• Her injury the beadle to her sin, 

All punish’d in the person of this child. 

And all for her ; a plague upon her ! 190 

Eli. Thou unadvised scold, 1 can produce 
A will that bars the title of thy son. 

Const. Ay, who doubts that? a will ! a wicked 
will ; 

A woman’s will ; a canker’d grandam’s will ! 

IC. Phi. Peace, lady ! pause, or be more tem- 
perate : 

It ill beseems this presence to cry aim 
To these ill-tuned repetitions. 

Some trumpet summon hither to the walls 
These men of Angiers : let us hear them speak 
Whose title they admit, Arthur’s or John’s. 200 
Trumpet sounds. Enter certain Citizens upon 
the walls. 

First at. Who is it that hath warn’d us to 
the walls? 

A". Phi. ’Tis France, for England. 

AT. yohn. England, for itself. 

You men of Angiers, and my loving subjedls, — 
K. Phi. You loving men of Angiers, Arthur’s 
subjeifls, 

Our trumpet call’d you to this gentle parle — 

K. yohn. For our advantage; therefore hear 
us first. 

These flags of France, that are advanced here 
Before the eye and prospeA of your town. 

Have hither march’d to your endams^ement : 
The cannons have their bowels full ofwrath, 210 
And ready mounted are they to spit forth 
Their iron indignation ’gainst your walls : 

All preparation for a bloody siege 

And merciless proceeding oy these French 

• Confronts your city’s eyes, your winking gates ; 
And but for our approach those sleeping stones. 
That as a waist dotn girdle you about. 

By the compulsion of their ordinance 
By this time from their fixed beds of lime 
H!ad been dishabited, and wide havoc made 220 
For bloody power to rush upon your peace. 

But on the sight of us your lawful king. 

Who painfully with much expedient march 
Have brought a countercheck before your gates. 
To save unscratch’d your city’s threatened checks, 
Behold, the French amazed vouchsafe a parle ; 
And now, instead of bullets wrapp’d in fire. 

To nudee a shakina fever in your walls. 

They shoot but cahn words folded up in smoke. 
To make a fauthless error in your ears : 250 

l^ich trust accordingly kind citizens. 

And let us in, your king, whose labour’d spirits^ 
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Forwearied in this adlion of swift speed, 

Crave harbourage within your city walls. 

AT. Phi. When I have said, make answer to us 
both. 

Lo, in this right hand, whose prote( 5 lion 
Is most divinely vow’d upon the right 
Of him it holds, stands young Plantagenet, 

Son to the elder brother of this man, 

And king o’er him and all that he enjoys : 240 

For this down-trodden equity, we tread 
In warlike march these greens before your town, 
Being no further enemy to you 
Than the constraint of hospitable zeal 
In the relief of this oppressed child 
Religiously provokes. Be pleased then 
To pay that duty which you truly owe 
To him that owes it, namely this young prince : 
And then our arms, like to a muzzled bear. 

Save in aspedt, hath all offence seal’d up ; 250 

Our cannons’ malice vainly shall be spent 
Against the invulnerable clouds of heaven ; 

And with a blessed and unvex’d retire, 

With unhack’d swords and helmets all unbruised, 
We will bear home that lusty blood again 
Which here we came to spout against your town, 
And leave your children, wives and you in peace. 

• But if you fondly pass our proffer’d offer, 

'Tis not the roundure of your old-faced walls 
Can hide you from our messengers of war, 260 

Though all these English and their discipline 
Were harbour’d in their rude circumference. 
Then tell us, shall your city call us lord. 

In that behaif which we have challenged it? 

Or shall we give the signal to our rage 
And stalk in blood to our possession? 

First at. In brief, we are the king of 
England’s subjects : 

For him, and in his right, we hold this town. 

K. John, Acknowledge then the king, and let 
me in. 

First at. That can we not ; but he that proves 
the king, 270 

To him will we prove loyal : till that time 
Have we ramm’d up our gates against the world. 
K. John, Doth not the crown of England 
prove the king? 

And if not that, I bring you witnesses. 

Twice fifteen thousand hearts of England’s 
breed, — 

Bast, Bastards, smd else. 

K. John. To verify our title with their lives. 
K, Phi, As many and as well-bom bloods as 
those, — 

Bast. Some bastards too. 

K. Phi. Stand in his face to contradiA his 
claim. 280 

• First at. Till you compound whose right is 

worthiest, 

We for the worthiest hold the right from both. 

K. John. Then God forgive the sin of all those 
souls 

That to their everlasting residence, 

Before the dew of evenmg fall, shall fleet, 

In dreadful trial of our kingdom’s king ! 

K. Phi. Amen, amen ! Mount, chevaliers ! 
to arms ! 

Bast. Saint George, that swinged the dragon, 
and e’er since 

Sits on his horse back at mine hostess’ door. 


268 fondly. Foolishly. 

281 compound. Come to an aRrcement. 



Bastard: ‘St George, that swinged the dragon . . From 
a 16th century woodcut 


365 


:,41 



KING JOHN Act II Scene I 



Austria: ‘Peace! no more.’ Drawing by Anthony 
Walker (i7z6 1765) 


318 staff. Spear. 

328 t'ensurvd. Discerned. 


Teach us some fence! [^To Aust,^ Sirrah, were 
1 at home, 290 

At your den, sirrah, with your lioness, 

I would set an ox-head to your lion’s hide, 

And make a monster of you. 

A ust. Peace ! no more. 

Bast. O, tremble, for you hear the lion roar. 
K. John, Up higher to the plain; where we’ll 
set forth 

In best appointment all our regiments. 

Bast, Speed then, to take advantage of the 
field. 

K. Phi, It shall be so ; and at the other hill 
Command the rest to stand. God and our right ! 

\,Exeunt, 


Here after excursions^ enter the Herald of 
France, 'ivith tru>npets^ to the gates. 

F. Her. You men of Angiers, open wide your 
gates, 300 

And let young Arthur, Duke of Bretagne, in. 
Who by the hand of France this day hath made 
M iich work for tears in many an English mother. 
Whose sons lie scattered on the bleeding ground ; 
Many a widow’s husband grovelling lies. 

Coldly embracing the discolour’d earth ; 

And vidlory, with little loss, doth play 
Upon the dancing banners of the French, 

Who are at hand, triumphantly display’d. 

To enter conquerors and to proclaim 310 

Arthur of Bretagne England's king and yours. 

Enter English Herald, ^vith trumfet. 

E. Her. Rejoice, you men of Angiers, ring 
your bells ; 

King John, your king and England's, doth ap- 
proach. 

Commander of this hot malicious day : 

Their armours, that march’d hence .so silver-bright, 
Hither return all gilt with Frenchmen's blood ; 
There stuck no plume in any English crest 

• That is removed by a staff of France ; 

Our colours do return in those same hands 
That did display them when we first march’d forth ; 
And, like a jolly troop of huntsmen, come 321 
Our lusty English, all with purpled hands. 

Dyed in the dying .slaughter of their foes : 

Open your gates and give the vidlors way. 

First at. Heralds, from off our towers we 
might behold, 

From first to last, the onset and retire 
Of both your armies ; who.se equality 

• By our best eyes cannot be censured : 

Blood hath bought blood and blows have answer’d 
blows ; 

Strength match’d with strength, and power con- 
fronted power : 330 

Both are alike ; and both alike we like. 

One must prove greatest: while they weigh so 
even, 

We hold our town for neither, yet for both. 

Re-enter the tiuo Kings, with their powers^ 
severally. 

K. John, France, hast thou yet more blood to 
cast away ? 

Say, shall the current of our right run on? 

Whose passage, vex’d with thy impediment, 

Shall leave his native channel and o'erswell 
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With course disturb'd even thy confining shores, 
Unless thou let his silver water keep 
A peaceful progress to the ocean. 340 

K. Phi, England, thou hast not saved one 
drop of blood, 

In this hot trial, more than we of PVance ; 

Rather, lost more. And by this hand I swear, 

• That sways the earth this climate overlooks, 
Before we will lay down our just-borne arms, 
We’ll put thee down, ’gainst whom these arms 

we bear. 

Or add a royal number to the dead, 

Gracing the scroll that tells of this war’s loss 
With slaughter coupled to the name of kings. 

Bast, Ha, majesty ! how high thy glory towers. 
When the rich blood of kings is set on fire ! 3^1 

• O, now doth Death line his dead chaps with steel ; 
The swords of soldiers are his teeth, his fangs ; 
And now he feasts, mousing the flesh of men. 

In undetermined differences of king.«. 

Why stand these royal fronts amazed thus? 

Cry, ‘havoc !* kings; back to the stained field, 
You equal potents, fiery kindled spirits! 

Then let confusion of one part confirm 
The other’s peace ; till then, blows, blood and 
death ! 360 

iC. John, Whose party do the townsmen yet 
admit? 

K, Phi, Speak, citizens, for England; who’s 
your king ? 

P'irst at. The king of England, when we 
know the king. 

K. Phi, Know liim in us, that here hold up 
his right. 

K. John, In us, that are our own great deputy, 
And bear possession of our person here, 

Lord of our presence, Angiers, and of you. 

First at. A greater power than we denies all 
this ; 

And till it be undoubted, we do lock 
Uur former scruple in our strong-barr’d gates : 
King’d of our fears, until our fears, resolved, 371 
Be by some certain king purged and deposed. 

• Bast. By heaven, these scroyles of Angiers 

flout you, kings, 

And stand securely on their battlements. 

As in a theatre, whence they gape and point 
At your industrious .scenes and adls of death. 
Your royal presences be ruled by me : 

• Do like the mutines of Jerusalem, 

Be friends awhile and both conjointly bend 
Your sharpest deeds of malice on this town : 380 

By east and west let France and England 
mount 

Their battering cannon charged to the mouths, 

• Till their soul-fearing clamours have brawl’d down 
The flintjr ribs of this contemptuous city : 

I ’Id play incessantly upon these jades, 

Even till unfenced desolation 
Leave them as naked as the vulgar air. 

That done, dissever your united strengths, 

And part your mingled colours once again ; 

Turn face to face and bloody point to point ; 390 
Then, in a moment, Fortune shall cull forth 
Out of one side her happy minion, 

To whom in favour she shall give the day, 

And kiss him with a glorious vidory. 

How like you this wild counsel, mighty states? 
Smacks it not something of the policy? 



Philip: ‘England, thou hasi not saved one drop of blood ’ 
William Mollison as King Philip, Her Majesty’s 
Theatre, London, 1899 


344 ctimate. Part of the sky. 

352 chaps, jaws. 

373 scroyles. Scoundrels. 

378 mutmes of Jersusalem. In 70 A.u. the opposing 
Jewish factions united against the Romans. 

383 soul ear inn. Frightening. 
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First Citizen: ‘That daughter there of Spain, the Lady 
Blanche, Is niece to England . . Lettice Fairfax as the 
Lady Blanch, Her Majesty's Theatre, London, 1899 

spleen. Passion. 

peremptory. Resolved. 


K, John. Now, by the sky that hangs above 
our heads, 

I like it welL France, shall we knit our powers 
And lay this Angiers even with the ground ; 
Then after hght who shall be king of it? 400 
Bast, An if thou hast the mettle of a king, 
Being wron^ d as we are by this peevish town. 
Turn thou the mouth of thy artillery, 

As we will ours, against these saucy walls ; 

And when that we have dash'd them to the ground. 
Why then defy each other, and pell-mell 
Make work upon ourselves, for heaven or hell. 
A". Phi. Let it be so. Say, where will you 
assault? 

K. John. We from the west will send de- 
strudlion 

Into this city’s bosom. 410 

Ai 4 st. I from the north. 

A". Phi. Our thunder from the south 

Shall rain their drift of bullets on this town. 

Bast. O prudent discipline! From north to 
south : 

Austria and France shoot in each other's mouth : 
I 'll stir them to it. Come, away, away ! 

First Cit, Hear us, great kings: vouchsafe 
awhile to stay, 

And I shall show you peace and fair-faced league ; 
Win you this city without stroke or wound ; 
Rescue those breathing lives to die in beds. 

That here come sacrifices for the field : 420 

Perse ver not, but hear me, mighty kings. 

AT. John, Speak on with favour ; we are bent 
to hear. 

First Cit. That daughter there of Spain, the 
Lady Blanch, 

Is niece to England: look upon the years 
Of Lewis the Dauphin and that lovely maid: 

If lusty love should go in que.st of beauty. 

Where should he find it fairer than in Blanch? 

If zealous love should go in search of virtue, 
Where should he find it purer than in Blanch ? 

If love ambitious sought a match of birth, 430 
Whose veins bound richer blood than Lady 
Blanch? 

Such as she is, in beauty, virtue, birth. 

Is the younc Dauphin every way complete : 

If not complete of, say he is not she ; 

And she again wants nothing, to name want. 

If want it be not that she is not he : 

He is the half part of a blessed man. 

Left to be finished by such as she ; 

And she a fair divided excellence. 

Whose fulness of perfedlion lies in him. ^ ^ 440 

O, two such silver currents, when they join. 

Do glorify the banks that bound them in ; 

And two such shores to two such streams made 
one. 

Two such controlling bounds shall you be, kings. 
To these two princes, if you marry them. 

This union shall do more than battery can 
To our fast-closed gates ; for at this match, 

• With swifter spleen than powder can enforce. 

The mouth of passage shall we fling wide ope. 
And give you entrance : but without this match. 
The sea enraged is not half so deaf, 451 

Lions more confident, mountains and rocks 
More free from motion, no, not Death himself 

• In mortal fury half so peremptory, 

As we to keep this city. 
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Bast. Here’s a stay 

That shakes the rotten carcass of old Death 
Out of his rags ! Here’s a large mouth, indeed, 
That spits forth death and mountains, rocks and 
seas, 

Talks as familiarly of roaring lions 

As maids of thirteen do of puppy*dogs ! 460 

What cannoneer begot this lusty blood ? 

• He speaks plain cannon fire, and smoke and 

bounce ; 

• He gives the bastinado with his tongue : 

Our ears are cudgell’d ; not a word of his 
But buffets better than a fist of France : 

• Zounds ! I was never so bethump'd with words 
Since I first call’d my brother’s father dad. 

Eli. Son, list to this conjundlion, make this 
match ; 

Give with our niece a dowry large enough : 

For by this knot thou shalt so surely tie 470 
Thy now unsured assurance to the crown. 

That yon green boy shall have no sun to ripe 
The bloom that promiseth a mi^ty fruit. 

I see a yielding in the looks of France ; 

Mark, how they whisper : urge them while their 
souls 

Are capable of' this ambition, 

Lest zeal, now melted by the windy breath 
Of soft petitions, pity and remorse. 

Cool and congeal again to what it was. 

First Cit. Why answer not the double majes- 
ties 480 

This friendly treaty of our threaten’d town? 

AT, Phu Speak England first, that hath been 
forward nrst 

To speak unto this city : what say you? 

K. John. If that the Dauphin there, thy 
princely son. 

Can in this book of beauty read ‘ I love,’ 

Her dowry shall weigh equal with a queen : 

For Anjou and fair Touraine, Maine, Poidliers, 
And all that we upon this side the sea. 

Except this city now by us besieged. 

Find liable to our crown and dignity, 490 

Shall gild her bridal bed and make her rich 
In titles, honours and promotions, 

As she in beautv, education, blood. 

Holds hand with any princess of the world. 

K. Phi. What say’st thou, boy? look in the 
lady’s face. 

Lew, 1 do, my lord ; and in her eye I find 
A wonder, or a wondrous miracle, 

# The shadow of myself form’d in her eye ; 

Which, being but the shadow of your son. 
Becomes a sun and makes your son a shadow : 500 
I do protest I never loved myself 
Till now infixed I beheld myself 
Drawn in the flattering table of her eye. 

[ Whis^rs with Blanch. 
Bast. Drawn in the flattering table of her eye ! 

Rang’d in the frowning wrinkle of her brow ! 
And quarter’d in her heart ! he doth espy 
Himself love’s traitor : this is pity now, 

That, hang’d and drawn and quarter'd, there 
should be 

In such a love so vile a lout as he. 

Blanch. My uncle’s will in this is 

mine: 5x0 

If he see aught in you that makes him like, 

That any thmg he sees, vdiich moves his liking, 
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462 bounce. Noise or bang. 

463 bastinado. Thrashing. 

466 Zounds! A shortened form of the oath ‘God’s 
wounds’. 

498 shadoti'. Reflection. 



Death by quartering. Woodcut from Holinshed’s 
Chronicles, 1^77 
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522 ^//// Always. 

535 assured. Betrothed. 



Kin^ Philip: ‘'I'he rites of marriage shall lx* solemnized.’ 
Engraving of a royal marriage from a 13th century 
manuscript 

555 solemnity. Marriage ceremony. 

661 composition. Agreement. 

566 rounded. Whispered. 


I can with ease translate it to my will ; 

Or if you will, to speak more properly, 

I will enforce it easily to my love. 

Further I will not flatter you, my lord, 

That all T see in you is worthy love, 

Than this ; that nothing do I see in you, 

Though churlish thoughts themselves should be 
your judge, 

That I can find should merit any ha^e. 520 

A\ John. What say these young ones? What 
say you, my niece? 

• Blanch, That she is bound in honour still to do 
What you in wisdom still vouchsafe to say. 

K, John. Speak then, prince Dauphin; can 
you love this lady? 

Le^v. Nay, ask me if I can refrain from love ; 
For I do love her most unfeignedly. 

K, John, I'hen do I give Volquessen, Tou- 
raine, Maine, 

Poidliers and Anjou, these five provinces. 

With her to thee ; and this addition more, 

Full thirty thousand marks of English coin. 530 
Philip of France, if thou be pleased withal. 
Command thy son and daugnter to join hands. 

K, Phi. It likes us well; young princes, 
close your hands. 

Aust, And your lips too; for I am well assured 

• That I did so when I was first assured. 

K, Phi, Now, citizens of Angiers, ope your 
gates. 

Let in that amity which you have made ; 

For at Saint Mary’s chapel presently 
The rites of marriage shall be solemnized. 

Is not the Lady Constance in this troop? 540 
I know she is not, for this match made up 
Her presence would have interrupted much : 
Where is she and her son? tell me, who knows. 
Le7v, She is sad and passionate at your high- 
ness’ tent. 

K, Phil. And, by my faith, this league that 
we have made 

Will give her sadness very little cure. 

Brother of England, how may we content 
This widow lady? In her right we came ; 

Which we, God knows, have turn’d another way, 
To our own vantage. 

K, John. We will heal up all ; 550 

For we’ll create young Arthur Duke of Bretagne 
And Earl of Richmond ; and this rich fair town 
We make him lord of. Call the Lady Constance ; 
Some speedy messenger bid her repair 

• To our solemnity : I trust we shall. 

If not fill up the measure of her will, 

Yet in some measure satisfy her so 
That we shall stop her exclamation. 

Go we, as well as haste will suffer us. 

To this unlook'd for, unprepared pomp. 560 
\Exeunt all but the Bastard, 

• Bast. Mad world! mad kings! mad compo- 

sition ! 

i ohn, to stop Arthur's title in the whole, 

[ath willingly departed with a part, 

And France, whose armour conscience buckled 
on, 

Whom zeal and charity brought to the field 
• As God’s own soldier, rounded in the ear 
With that same purpose-changer, that sly devil, 
That broker, that still breaks the pate of faith, 
That daily break-vow, he that wins of all. 
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or kings, of beggars, old men, young men, maids, 
Who, having no external thing to lose 571 

Hut the word ^maid,’ cheats the poor maid of that, 

• That smooth-faced gentleman, tickling Commo 

dity, 

• Commodity, the bias of the world, 

• The world, who of itself is pcised well, 

Made to run even upon even ground, 

'J'ill this advantage, this vile-drawiiig bias, 

'i'his sway of motion, this Commodit3^ 

• Makes it take' head from all indiffercncy, 

From all diret^lion, purpose, cour^-e, intent : 580 

And this same bias, this Commodity, 

'J’his bawd, this broker, this all-(.hanging word, 
Clapp’d on the outward eye of fickle France, 

Hath drawn him from his own determined aid, 
From a resolved and honourable war, 

'Fo a most base and vile-concludcd peace. 

And why rail 1 on this Commodity? 

Hut for because he hath ncjt woo’d me yet : 

Not that I have the power to clutch my hand, 

• When his fair angels would salute my palm ; 590 
Hut for my hand, as unattempted yet. 

Like a poor beggar, raileth on the rich. 

Well, whiles 1 am a beggar, 1 will rail 
And say there is no sin but to be rich ; 

And being rich, my virtue then shall be 
'To say tliere is no vice but beggary. 

Since kings break faith upon commodity, 

(.jain, be my lord, for I will worshij) thee [K \ it. 

ACT HI. 

ScKNE T. The Froich King’s /^ rrvV/V;;/. 

Enter Constance, Akthuk, Sai.isiu kv. 
Const. Gone to Ijc married ! gone to swear a 
jieace ! 

False blood to false blood join’d ' gone to befriends’ 

Shall Lewis have Hlanch, and Hlanch those pro- 
vinces? 

It is not so; thou hast misspoke, misheard; 

He well advised, tell o’er thy tale again : 

It cannot be ; thou dost but say ’tis so: 

1 trust 1 may not trust thee : for thy word 
Is but the vain breath of a common man : 

Believe me, I do not believe thee, man ; 

1 have a king’s oath to the contrary. 10 

Thou shalt be puni.sh’d ft)r thus frighting me, 

For I am sick and capable of fears, 

Oppress’d with wrongs and therefore full of fears, 
A widow, husbandless, subject! to fears, 

A woman, naturally born to fears : 

And though thou now confess thou didst but jest. 
With my vex’d .spirits I cannot take a truce. 

But they will ejuake and tremble all this day. 
What dost thou mean by shaking of thy head? 
Why dost thou look so sadly on my son? .*0 

What means that hand upon that breast of thine? 
Why holds thine eye that lamentable rheum. 

Like a proud river peering o’er his bounds? 
lie these sad signs confirmers of thy words? 

Then speak again ; not all thy former tale, 

But this one word, whether thy tale be true. 

Sal. As true as 1 believe you dunk them false 
That give you cause to prove my saying true. 
Const. O, if thou teach me to believe this sor- 

Teach thou this sorrow how to make me die, 30 
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B73-598 Thai smooth-faced . . . thee. See introduction. 

574 bias. The lead weight in the side of a bowl that 
determines its swerve 



Bastard: ‘Commodity, the bias of the world . . Lewis 
Waller as the Bastard, Her Majesty’s Theatre, London, 
1899 

575 peised. Balanced. 

579 take head . . . mdifferency. Abandon impartiality. 
590 angels. Gold coins. 
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Constance; ‘1 will not go with thee:’ Drawing by John 
M. Wright (1777-1866) 


And let belief and life encounter so 
As doth the fury of two desperate men 
Which in the very meeting fall and die. 

Lewis marry Blanch ! O boy, then where art thou? 
France friend with England, what becomes of me? 
Fellow, be gone: I cannot brook thy sight: 

This news hath made thee a most ugly man. 

Sal. What other harm have I, good lady, done, 
But spoke the harm that is by others done? 

Const, Which harm within itself so heinous is 
As it makes harmful all that speak of it. 41 

Art/i. I do beseech you, madam, be content. 
Coftst. If thou, that bid’sl me be content, wert 
grim, 

Ugly and slanderous to thy mother s womb, 

Full of unpleasing blots and sightless stains, 

» Lame, foolish, crooked, swart, prodigious, 

Patch’d with foul moles and eye-offending marks, 
1 would not care, I then would be content, 

For then I should not love thee, no, nor thou 
Become thy great birth nor deserve a crown. 50 
P>iit thou art fair, and at thy birth, dear boy, 
Nature and Fortune join’d to make thee great : 
Of Nature’s gifts thou mayst with lilies boast 
And with the half-blown rose. But Fortune, O, 
She is corrupted, changed and won from thee ; 
She adulterates hourly with thine uncle John, 
And with her golden hand hath pluck’d on France 
To tread down fair respcdl of sovereignty. 

And made his majesty the bawd to theirs. 

France is a bawd to Fortune and King John, Go 
I'hat strumpet Fortune, that usurping John ! 

Tell me, thou fellow, is not France forsworn? 
Envenom him with words, or get thee gone 
And leave those woes alone which I alone 
Am bound to under-bear. 


Sal Pardon me, madam, 

I may not go without you to the kings. 

Const, Thou mayst, thou shalt; I will not go 
with thee : 

I will insirudt my sorrows to be proud ; 

For grief is proud and makes his owner stoop. 

To me and to the state of my ^reat grief 70 
Let kings assemble ; for my grief’s so great 
J'hat no supporter but the huge firm earth 
Can hold it up : here I and sorrows sit ; 

Here is my throne, bid kings come bow to it. 

[Seats herself on thegrowul. 


A'/z/^rKiNG John, King Philip, Lewis, Blanch. 
Elinor, the Bastard, Austria, afid Attend- 
ants. 

K. Phi. 'Tis true, fair daughter; and this 
blessed day 

Ever in France shall be kept festival : 

To solemnize this day the glorious sun 
Stays in his course and plays the alchemist, 
Turning with splendour of his precious eye 
The meagre cloddy earth to glittering gold : 8o 
The yearly course that brings this day about 
Shall never see it but a holiday. 

Const. A wicked day, and not a holy day 1 

\Rising. 

What hath this day deserved? what ha A it done. 
That it in golden letters should be set 
Among the high tides in the calendar? 

Nay, rather turn this day out of the week. 

This day of shame, oppression, perjurv. 

Or, if it mitst sUnd still, let wives with child 
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Pray that their burthens may not fall this day, 90 

• Lest that their hopes prodigiously be cross’d : 

But on this day let seamen fear no wreck ; 

No bargains break that are not this day made : 
This day, all things begun come to ill end, 

Yea, faith itself to hollow falsehood change ! 

AT. Phi, By heaven, lady, you shall nave no 
cause 

To curse the fair proceedings of this day : 

Have I not pawn’d to you my majesty? 

Const. You have beguiled me with a counter- 
feit 

• Resembling majesty, which, being touch’d and 

tried, 100 

Proves valueless: you are forsworn, forsworn: 
You came in arms to spill mine enemies’ blood, 
But now in arms you strengthen it with yours ; 
The grappling vigour and rough frown of war 
Is cold in amity and painted peace. 

And our oppression hath made up this league. 
Arm, arm, you heavens, against these perjured 
kings ! 

A widow cries ; be husband to me, heavens ! 

Let not the hours of this ungodly day 
Wear out the day in peace ; but, ere sunset, no 
Set armed discord ’twixt these perjured kings! 
Hear me, O, hear me ! 

Aust. Lady Constance, peace ! 

Const. War ! war ! no peace ! peace is to me 
a war. 

O Lymoges ! O Austria ! thou dost shame 

• That bloody spoil : thou slave, thou wretch, thou 

coward ! 

Thou little valiant, great in villany ! 

Thou ever strong upon the stronger side ! 

Thou Fortune’s champion that dost never fight 
But when her humorous ladyship is by 
To teach thee safety ! thou art perjured too, 120 

• And soothest up greatness. What a fool art thou, 
A ramping fool, to brag and stamp and swear 
Upon my party ! Thou cold-blooded slave. 

Hast thou not spoke like thunder on my side. 
Been sworn my soldier, bidding me depend 
Upon thy stars, thy fortune and thy strength, 
And dost thou now fall over to my foes? 

Thou wear a lion’s hide ! doff it for shame, 

And hang a calf ’s-skin on those recreant limbs. 

A tist. O, that a man should speak those words 
to me ! 130 

Bast. And hang a calfs-skin on tho.se recreant 
limbs. 

Aust. Thou darest not say so, villain, for thy 
life. 

Bast. And hang a calf ’s-skin on those recreant 
limbs. 

A', yokn. We like not this; thou dost forget 
thyself. 


•1 prodigiously he crossed. Give birth to monsters. 
100 touih'f! iiihl tried. Tested by a touchstone. 



Constance: ‘Hear me, O, hear me!’ Drawing by 
Anthony Walker (1726’ 1765) 

115 bloody spoil. Richard I’s lion skin. 

121 soothest up. Flatters. 


Enter Pandulph. 

K. Phi. Here comes the holy legate of the 

ou anointed deputies of heaven ! 
To thee, King John, my holy errand is. 

I Pandulph, of fair Milan cardinal. 

And from Pope Innocent the legate here. 

Do in his name religiously demand 140 

Why thou against the church, our holy mother. 
So wilfully dost spurn ; and force perforce 
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The seal of Stephen Langton who was Archbishop of 
Canterbur\’ from 1207 1228. Engraving from J.K. 
Green’s ^4 Short Hntory (tf the Etighsh People, jgo2 


147-148 What earthy . . sacred kwfr? What earthly 
power has the right to question an anointed king^ 

16S— 167 And by .. . himself. A reference to those who 
by selling indulgences damned themsebes. 

193 raise the power . head Raise a French army to 
attack him. 


Keep Stephen Langton, chosen archbishop 
Of Canterbury, from that holy see? 

This, in our foresaid holy father’s name. 

Pope Innocent, 1 do demand of thee. 

» K, John, What earthy name to interrogatories 
Can task the free breath of a sacred king? 

'Fhoii canst not, cardinal, devise a name 
So slight, unworthy and ridiculous, 150 

To charge me to an answer, as the pope. 

Tell him this tale ; and from the mouth of England 
Add thus much more, that no Italian priest 
Shall tithe or toll in our dominions; 

Kut as we, under heaven, are supreme head. 

So under Him that great supremacy, 

Where we do reign, we will alone uphold. 
Without the assistance of a mortal hand : 

So tell the pope, all reverence set apart 
'Fo him and his usurp’d authority. 160 

K. I'Ju. Brother of England, you blaspheme 
in this. 

K, John, Though you and all the kings of 
Christendom 

Are led .so grossly by this meddling priest, 
I)reading the curse that money may buy out ; 

\ And by the merit of vile gold, dross, dust. 
Purchase corrupted pardon of a man, 

Who in that sale sells pardon from himself, 
'I’hough you and all the rest so grossly led 
'I'his juggling witchcraft with revenue cherish. 
Yet 1 alone, alone do me oppose 170 

Against the pope and count his friends my foes. 

Pand, Then, by the lawful power that I have, 
Thou shalt stand cursed and excommunicate: 
And blessed shall he be that doth revolt 
From his allegiance to an heretic ; 

And meritorious shall that hand be call’d, 
Canonized and worshipped as a saint, 

I'hat takes away by any secret course 
Thy hateful life. 

Const, O, lawful let it be 

That I have room with Rome to curse awhile ! 180 
Good father cardinal, cry thou amen 
To my keen curses ; for without my wrong 
There is no tongue hath power to curse him right. 
Pand, There’s law and warrant, lady, for 
my curse. 

Const. And for mine too: wdien law' can do 
no right, 

T.et it be lawful that law bar no wrong : 

Law cannot give my child his kingdom here, 

For he that holds his kingdom holds the law ; 
Therefore, since law itself is perfedl wrong. 

How can the law forbid my tongue to curse? 190 
Pand. Philip of France, on peril of a curse, 
I,et go the hand of that arch-heretic ; 

And raise the power of France upon his head. 
Unless he do submit himself to Rome. 

Eli. Look’.st thou pale, France? do not let go 
thy hand. 

Const, Look to that, devil; lest that France 
repent, 

And by disjoinir^ hands, hell lose a soul. 

Aust. King Philip, listen to the cardinal. 
Bast. And hang a calf’s-skin on his recreant 
limbs. 

Aust. Well, ruffian, I must pocket up these 
wrongs, 200 

Because — 

Bast. Your breeches best may carry them. 
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K. John. Philip, what say'st thou to the 
cardinal ? 

Const, What should he say, but as the car- 
dinal ? 

Lew. Bethink you, father ; for the difference 
Is purchase of a heavy curse from Rome, 

Or the light loss of England for a friend : 

Forego the easier. 

Blanch. That’s the curse of Rome. 

Const. O Lewis, stand fast ! the devil tempts 
thee here 

In likeness of a new untrimmed bride. 

Blanch. The Lady Constance speaks not from 
her faith, 210 

But from her need. 

Const. O, if thou grant my need. 

Which only lives but by the death of faith, 

That need must needs infer this principle. 

That faith would live again by death of need. 

O then, tread down my need, and faith 
mounts up ; 

Keep my need up, and faith is trodden down ! 

K, John, The king is moved, and answers 
not to this. 

Const, O, be removed from him, and answer 
well ! 

Anst. Do so, King Philip; hang no more 
in doubt 

Bast. Hang nothing but a calf’s-skin, most 
sweet lout. 220 

K, Phi, 1 am perplex’d, and know not what 
to say. 

Pand, What canst thou say but will perplex 
thee more, 

If thou stand excommunic.ate and cursed? 

• K, Phi. Good reverend father, make my per- 

son yours, 

And tell me how you would bestow yourself. 

This royal hand and mine are newly knit. 

And the conjundlion of our inward souls 
Married in league, coupled and link’d together 
With all religious strength of sacred vows ; 

The latest breath that gave the sound of words 230 
Was deep-sworn faith, peace, amity, true love 
Between our kingdoms and our royal selves. 

And even before this truce, but new before. 

No longer than we well could wash our hands 

• To clap this royal bargain up of peace, 

Heaven knows, they were besmear d and over- 
stain’d 

• With slaughter's pencil, where revenge did paint 
The fearful difference of incensed kings : 

And shall these hands, so lately purged of blood, 
So newly join’d in love, so strong in both, 240 
Unyoke this seizure and this kind regreet? 

Play fast and loose with faith? so jest with 
heaven, 

Make such unconstant children of ourselves, 

As now again to snatch our palm from palm, 
Unswear faith sworn, and on the marriage-bed 
Of smiling peace to march a bloody host, 

And make a riot on the gentle brow 
Of true sincerity? O, holy sir, 

My reverend father, let it not be so ! 

Out of your grace, devise, ordain, impose 250 
Some gentle order; and then we shall be blest 
To do your plea.sure and continue friends. 

Pand, All form is formlcs.s, order orderless, 
Save what is opposite to England’s love. 



Qufcn Elinor (Hilda Braid), KiiiK John (Emrys James) 
and Cardinal Pandulph (Jeffrey Dench), Royal Shake- 
speare Co, 1974 


224 make my person yours. Put yourself in my place. 

235 clap this royal bargain up. Seal this bargain by 
shaking hands. 

237 pencil. Brush. 
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259 mortal. Deadly. 

270—273 For that . . . doing it. If one has promised to do 
something wrong it is right not to do the wrong thing 
promised. 

274—276 7 'he better act . . . direct. If one has taken the 
wrong path, rather than retrace it, one should try 
another direction in the hope of returning to the right 
path more quickly. 



Bastard: ‘Will not a calfs-skin stop that mouth of 
thine?’ Bastard (Lewis Waller) and Austria (Norman 
McKinnel), Her Majesty’s Theatre, London, 1899 


I’herefore to arms ! be champion of our church. 
Or let the church, our mother, breathe her curse, 
A mother’s curse, on her revolting son. 

France, thou mayst hold a serpent by the tongue, 

• A chafed lion by the mortal paw, 

A fasting tiger safer by the tooth, 260 

Than keep in peace that hand which thou dost 
hold. 

A' PAt. I may disjoin my hand, but not 
my faith. 

Pand. So makest thou faith an enemy to faith ; 
And like a civil war set’st oath to oath. 

Thy tongue against thy tongue. O, let tlw vow 
First made to heaven, first be to heaven perform'd. 
That is, to be the champion of our church I 
What since thou sworest is sworn against thyself 
And may not be performed by thyself, 

• For that which thou hast sworn to do amiss 270 
Is not amiss when it is truly done. 

And being not done, where doing tends to ill, 

The truth is then most done not doing it: 

• The better aft of purposes mistook 
Is to mistake again ; though indireft. 

Yet indireftion thereby grows direft. 

And falsehood falsehood cures, as fire cools fire 
Within the scorched veins of one new-bum'd. 

It is religion that doth make vows kept ; 

But thou hast sworn against religion, 280 

By what thou swear’st against the thing thou 
swear’st. 

And makest an oath the surety for thy truth 
Against an oath : t the truth thou art unsure 
To swear, swears only not to be forsworn ; 

Else w^hat a mockery should it be to swear ! 

But thou dost swear only to be forsworn ; 

And most forsworn, to keep what thou dost swear. 
Therefore thy later vows against thy first 
Is in thyself rebell ion to thyself; 

And better conquest never canst thou make 290 
Than arm thy constant and thy nobler parts 
Against these giddy loose suggestions : 

Upon which better part our prayers come in. 

If thou vouchsafe them. But if not, then know 
The peril of our curses light on thee 
So heavy as thou shalt not shake them off, 

But in despair die under their black weight 
A i4st. Rebellion, flat rebellion I 
Bast. Will 't not b^ ? 

Will not a calf’s-skin stop that mouth of thine? 
Lew, Father, to arms ! 

Blanch. Upon thy wedding-day? 300 

Against the blood that thou hast married? 

What, shall our feast be kept with slaughter'd men ? 
Shall braying trumpets and loud churlish drums, 
Clamours of hell, be measures to our pomp? 

O husband, hear me ! ay, alack, how new 
Is husband in my mouth ! even for that name. 
Which till this time my tongue did ne’er pronounce. 
Upon my knee I beg, go not to arms 
Against mine uncle. 

Cotist. O, upon my knee. 

Made hard with kneeling, I do pray to thee, 3x0 
Thou virtuous Dauphin, alter not the doom 
Forethought by heaven ! 

Blanche Now shall I see thy love : what mo- 
tive may 

Be stronger with thee than the name of wife? 
Canst, That which upholdeth him that thee 
upholds, 
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His honour ; O, thine honour, Lewis, thine honour I 
Lew, I muse your majesty doth seem so cold, 
When such profound respedls do pull you on. 
Pand, I will denounce a curse upon his head. 
K. Phi. Thou shalt not need. England, I 
will fall from thee. 320 

Const. O fair return of banish'd majesty ! 

P/i. O foul revolt of French inconstancy ! 

AT. John. France, thou shalt rue this hour 
within this hour. 

• Bast. Old Time the clock>setter, that bald sex- 
ton Time, 

Is it as he will? well then, France shall rue. 
Blanch. The sun's o'crcast with blood: fair 
day, adieu 1 

Which is the side that I must go withal? 

I am with both : each army hath a hand ; 

And in their rage, I havinj^ hold of both, 

They whirl asunder .and dismember me. 330 

Husband, I cannot pray that thou mayst win ; 
Uncle, I needs must pray that thou mayst lose ; 
Father, I may not wish the fortune thine ; 
Grandam, I will not wish thy wishes thrive : 
Whoever wins, on that side shall 1 lose ; 

Assured loss before the match be play’d. 

Lew. Lady, with me, with me thy fortune lies. 
Blanch. There where my fortune lives, there 
my life dies. 

K. yohn. Cousin, go draw our puissance to- 
gether. {Exit Bastard. 

France, I am burn’d up with inflaming wrath ; 340 
A rage whose heat hath this condition, 

That nothing can allay, nothing but blood. 

The blood, and dearest -valued blood, of France. 
K. Phi. Thy rage shall burn thee up, and 
thou shalt turn 

To ashes, ere our blood shall quench that fire : 
Look to thyself, thou art in jeopardy. 

K. John. No more than he that threats. To 
arms let’s hie ! [Exeunt. 

Scene II. The same. Plaifts near Angiers. 

Alarums^ excursions. Enter the Bastard, 
with Austria's head. 

Bast. Now, by my life, this day grows won- 
drous hot ; 

Some airy devil hovers in the sky 

And pours down mischief. Austria’s head lie there. 

While Philip breathes. 

Enter King John, Arthur,, Hubert. 

I K. yohn. Hubert, keep this bdy. Philip, make 
up: 

My mother is assailed in our tent. 

And ta’en, I fear. 

Bast. My lord, I rescued her; 

Her highness is in safety, fear you not : 

But on, my liege ; for very little pains 

Wtll bring this labour to an happy end. [Exeunt. 

Scene III. The same. 

Alarums^ excursions^ retreat. Enter King 
John, Elinor, Arthur, the Bastard, Hu- 
bert, rtwrf Lords, 

K. John. [To Elifior) So shall it be; your 
grace shall stay behind 


Act III Scenes II & III KING JOHN 


324 sexton. The bell-ringer and grave-digger of a 
church. 



Bastard: ‘Austria’s head lie there . . Joseph Holman, 
18th century English actor, as the Bastard. Engraving 
from a contemporary portrait 


5 make up. Hurry. 
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KIN(; JOHN Art 111 Scene HI 
12 Hell, hotth, and ( nndlc Kxeomnumication. 



Bell, book and candle. Engraving by ^".W. Fairholt from 
a 13th century coffin from J.O. HalliwelTs edition of 
Shakespeare’s works, 1853 bs 


36 gawds. Trifles, amusements. 
50 conceit. Thought 



John: ‘Hubert, throw thine eye On yon young boy.’ 
Drawing by Anthony Walker (1726-1765) 


So strongly guarded. \^To Arthur] Cousin, look 
not sad : 

Thy grandain loves thee ; and thy uncle will 
As dear be to thee as thy father was. 

Arth. (J, this will make my mother die with 
grief ! 

A'. John. [ 7 > the Bastard] Cou.sin, away for 
England ! haste before : 

And, ere our coming, see thou shake the bags 

Of hoarding abbots ; imprisoned angels 

Set at liberty : the fat ribs of peace 

Must by the hungry now be fed upon : 10 

Use our commission in his utmost force. 

• Bast. Bell, book, and candle shall not drive 

me back, 

When gold and silver becks me to come on. 

I leave your highness. Grandain, I will pray. 

If ever I rememljer to be holy, 

For your fair safety : .so, I kiss your hand. 

Ell. Farewell, gentle cousin. 

K. John. Coz, farewell. {Exit Bastard. 
Eli. Come hither, little kinsman ; hark, a word. 
K. John. Come hither, Hubert. (3 my gentle 
IIiil)crt, 

We owe thee much ! within this wall of flesh i»o 
There is a .soul counts thee her creditor 
And with advantage me.ans to pay thy love : 

And, my good friend, thy voliintai'y oath 
Lives in this bosom, dearly chcri.shed. 

Give me thv hand. I had a thing to say. 

But I will fit it with .some better time. 

By heaven, Hubert, I am almost ashamed 
To say what good respedl I have of thee. 

Hub. I am much bounden to your majesty. 

K. John. Good friend, thou hast no cause to 
say so yet, 30 

But thou shall have ; and creep time ne’er so slow, 
Yet it shall come for me to do thee good. 

1 had a thing to say, but let it go : 

The sun is in the heaven, and the proud day. 
Attended with the pleasures of the world, 

•jls all too wanton and too full of gawds 
To give me audience : if the midnight bell 
Did, with his iron tongue and brazen mouth, 
Sound on into the drowsy race t)f night ; 

If this same were a churchyard where we stand. 
And thou possessed with a thousand wrongs, 41 
( )r if that surly spirit, melancholy. 

Had baked thy blood and made it heavy-thick. 
Which else runs tickling up and down the veins, 
Making that idiot, laughter, keep men’s eyes 
And .strain their checks to idle merriment, 

A passion hateful to my purposes. 

Or if that thou couldst see me without eyes. 

Hear me without thine ears, and make reply 

• Without a tongue, using conceit alone, 50 

V'lthout eyes, ears and harmful sound of words; 
riicn, in despite of brooded watchful day, 

I would into thy bosom pour my thoughts : 

But, ah, I will not ! yet I love thee well ; 

And, by my troth, I think thou lovest me well. 

Hub. So well, that what you bid me undertake, 
Though that my death were adjundl to my adl, 
By heaven, 1 would do it. 

K. John. Do not I know thou wouldst? 

Good Hubert, Hubert, Hubert, throw thine eye 
On yon young boy: I’ll tell thee what, my 
friend, 60 

He is a very .serpent in my way ; 
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And wheresoe’er this foot of mine doth tread, 

He lies before me : dost thou understand me ? 
I'hou art his keeper. 

// lib. And I '11 keep him so, 

I’hat he shall not offend your majesty. 

K. yo/tv. Death. 

// ub. M y lord ? 

A", yohn. A grave. 

Hub, He shall not live. 

K . yohn. f'nough. 

I could be merry now. Hubert, I love thee; 
Well, I 'II not say what I intend for thee : 
Kemembcr. Madam, fare you well: 

> I’ll send those powers o’er to your majesty. 70 
Eli, My blessing go with thee ! 

K. yohn. For England, cousin, go: 

Hubert shall be your man, attend on you 
With all true duty. On toward Calais, ho ! 

[ E.xeiutt. 

Scene IV. The same. The French 
tent. 

King Piiir.ir, Lewis, PANpui.rii, and 
Atteiulanrs. 

K.Phi. So, by a roaring tempest on the flood, 

• A whole armado ofconvidled .sail 

Is scattered and disjoin’d from fellowship. 

Pand. Courage and comfort ! all shall yet go 
well. 

K. Phi, What can go well, when we have 
run so ill ? 

Are we not beaten? Is not Anglers lost? 

Arthur ta'en pri.soner? divers dear friends slain? 
And bloody England into England gone. 
Overbearing interruption, spite of France? 

Lew. What he hath won, that hath he for- 
tified : 10 

• So hot a speed with such advice disposed, 

Such temperate order in so fierce a cause, 

Doth want example : who hath read or heard 
Of any kindred adlion like to this? 

K, Phi. Well could I bear that England had 
this praise, 

So we could find some pattern of our shame. 
Enter Constance. 

Look, who comes here ! a grave unto a soul : 
Holding the eternal spirit, against her will. 

In the vile prison of afflidled breath. 

1 prithee, lady, go away with me. c*o 

Const. Lo, now ! now see the issue of your 
peace. 

K. Phi, Patience, good lady ! comfort, gentle 
Constance ! 

Const. No, I defy all coun.sel, all redress. 

But that which ends all counsel, true redress, 
Death, death ; O amiable lovely death ! 

'i’hou odoriferous stench ! sound rottenness f 
Aris(‘ forth from tlic couch of lasting night, 

Thou hate and terror to prosperity, 

And I will kiss thy detestable bones 
And put my eyeballs in thy vaulty brows 30 
And ring these fingers with thy household worms 
.And slop this gap of breath with fulsome dust 
.And be a carrion monster like thyself : 

C Miie, grin on me, and I will think thou .smilest 

• A id buss thee as thy wife. Misery’s love, 

O. ' ome to me ! 



Hubert: ‘Ht* shall not live.’ Engraving by Kennv 
Meadows from Barry Cornwall’s The Works 0/ Shaks- 
pere, 1K46 

70 powers Armies 

Z convicted. Defeated 



King Philip: ‘.A whole armado ... Is scattered 
Wootleur from Holinshed’s < 'hronicles, 1577 

11 adf 'ice. Determination. 

35 huss. Kiss. 
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36 affliction. Afflicted one. 

40 fell anatomy. Cruel skeleton. 
42 modern. Ordinary. 

58 hahe of clouts. Raj^-doll. 



Philip: ‘Bind up those tresses.’ Engraving from a 
painting by Richard We.stall (1765 1836) 


80 suspire. Breathe. 

93—97 Grirf . . .form. See introduction. 


• Phi. O fair afflidlion, peace ! 

Const. No, no, I will not, having breath to 
cry : 

O, that my tongue were in the thunder's mouth I 
Then with a passion would I shake the world ; 

• And rouse from sleep that fell anatomy 40 

Which cannot hear a lady's feeble voice, 

• Which scorns a modem invocation. 

Fund. Lady, you utter madness, and not 
sorrow. 

Const. Thou art not holy to belie me so ; 

I am not mad : this hair I tear is mine ; 

My name is Constance ; I was Geffrey’s wife ; 
Young Arthur is my son, and he is lost : 

I am not mad : I would to heaven I were ! 

For then, 'tis like I should forget my. self : 

(), if I could, what grief should I forget f 50 
Preach some philosophy to make me mad. 

And thou shalt be canonized, cardinal ; 

For being not mad but sensible of grief, 

My reasonable part produces reason 
How I may be deliver’d of these woes. 

And teaches me to kill or hang myself ; 

If I were mad, I should forget my son, 

• (3r madly think a bjibe of clouts were he : 

I am not mad ; too well, too well 1 feel 

The different plag^ie of each .calamity. 60 

A". Phi. l>ind up those tresses. O, what love 
I note 

In the fair multitude of those her hairs ! 

Where but by chance a silver drop hath fallen, 
Even to that drop ten thousand wiry friends 
Do glue themsclve.s in sociable grief. 

Like true, inseparable, faithful loves, 

Sticking together in calamity. 

Const. To England, if you will. 

K. Phi. Bind up your hairs. 

Const. Yes, that I will ; and wherefore will I 
do it? 

I tore them from their bonds and cried aloud 70 
‘ O that these hands could so redeem my son, 

As they have given these hairs their liberty I' 

But now 1 envy at their liberty, 

And will again commit them to their bonds, 
Because my poor child is a prisoner. 

And, father cardinal, I have heard you .say 
That we shall see and know our friends in 
heaven : 

If that be true, I shall see my boy again ; 

For since the birth of Cain, the first male child, 

• To him that did but yesterday suspire, 80 

There w'as not such a gracious creature bom. 

But now will canker sorrow eat my bud 

And chase the native beauty from his cheek 
And he will look as hollow as a ghost, 

As dim and meagre as an ague's fit. 

And so he'll die ; and, rising so again, 

When I shall meet him in the court of heaven 
I shall not know him : therefore never, never 
Must I behold my pretty Arthur more. 

Pand. You hold too heinous a respedl of 
grief. 90 

Const. He talks to me that never had a son. 
A'. Phi. You arc as fond of grief as of your 
child. 

• Const. Grief fills the room up of my absent 

child, 

Lies in his bed» walks up and down with me, 
Puts on his pretty looks, repeats his words. 
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Remembers me of all his gracious parts, 

Stuffs out his vacant garments with his form ; 
Then, have I reason to be fond of grief? 

Fare you well : had you such a loss as 1, 

I could give better comfort than you do. zoo 
I will not keep this form upon my head, 

When there is such disorder in my wit. 

O Lord ! my boy, my Arthur, my fair son ! 

My life, my joy, my food, my all the world! 

My widow-comfort, and my sorrows’ cure ! 

K. Phi, I fear some outrage, and 1 *11 follow 
her. S^Exit. 

Lew. There’s nothing in this world can make 
me joy : 

Life is as tedious as a twice-told tale 
Vexing the dull ear of a drowsy man ; 

And bitter shame hath spoil’d the sweet world’s 
taste, 1 lo 

That it yields nought but shame and bitterness. 

Fand, Before the curing of a strong disease, 
Even in the instant of repair and health, 

The fit is strongest ; evils that take leave, 

On their departure most of all .show evil : 

What have you lo.st by losing of this day ? 

Leiv, All days of glory, joy and happiness. 
Fand. If you fiad won it, certainly you had. 
No, no ; when Fortun| means to men most good, 
She looks upon them with a threatening eye. 120 
’Tis strange to think how much King John hath 
lost 

In this which he accounts so clearly won : 

Are not you grieved that Arthur is his prisoner ? 
Lew, As heartily as he is glad he hath him. 
Fand. Your mind is all as youthful as your 
blood* 

Now hear me speak with a prophetic spirit ; 

For even the breath of what I mean to speak 

• Shall blow each dust, each straw, each little rub. 
Out of the path which shall diredlly lead 

Thy foot to England's throne ; and therefore mark. 
John hath seized Arthur; and it cannot be 13 1 
That, whiles warm life plays in that infant’s 
veins. 

The misplaced John should entertain an hour, 
One minute, nay, one quiet breath of rest. 

A sceptre snatch’d with an unruly hand 

• Must be as boisterously maintain’d as gain'd ; 

And he that stands upon a slippery place 

• Makes nice of no vile hold to stay him up: 

'i’hat John may stand, then Arthur needs must fall ; 
So be it, for it cannot be but so. 140 

Lew, But what shall I gain by young Ar- 
thur’s fall? 

Fand. You, in the right of Lady Blanch your 
wife. 

May then make all the claim that Arthur did. 
Lew, And lose it, life and all, as Arthur did. 
Paiui. How green you are and fresh in this 
old world I 



Shall find but bloody safety and untrue. 

This 9lA so evilly born shall cool the hearts 
Of all his people and freeze up their zeal, 150 
That none so small advantage shall step forth 
To check his reini, but they will cherish it ; 

• No natural exhalation in the sky, ^ 

No scope of nature, no distemper’d day, 



Sarah Siddons as Constance. From a 19th century 
engraving 

128 rub. Obstacle. 

136 boisterously. Violently. 

138 Makes nice of. Is scrupulous. 

163 exhalation. Meteor. 
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173 chanty Good will 
175 train. Draw. 



Louis Calvert as Cardinal Pandulph, Her Majesty’s 
Theatre, London, i8q9 

2 arras. Wall hanging. 

16 wantonness. Affection. 


No common wind, no customed event, 
l»ut they will pluck away his natural cause 
And call them meteors, prodigies and signs, 
Abortives, presages and tongues of heaven. 
Plainly denouncing vengeance upon John. 

I.riu. May be he wall not touch young Ar- 
thur's life, i6o 

Put hold himself safe in his prisonment. 

Pand. O, sir, when he shall hear of 3a^iir 
approach, 

1 f that young Arthur be not gone already, 

Even at that news he dies ; and then the hearts 
Of all his people shall revolt from him 
And kiss the lips of unacquainted change 
And pick strong matter of revolt and wrath 
Out of the bloody fingers' ends of John. 

Methinks I see this hiirly all on foot : 

And, (), what better matter breeds for you 170 
Than 1 have named ! The bastard Faulconbridge 
Is now in England, ransacking the church, 

• Offending charity : if but a dozen French 
Were there in arms, they would be as a call 

• I'o train ten thousand English to their side, 

Or as a little snow, tumbled about. 

Anon becomes a mountain. O noble Dauphin, 
fio with me to the king: ’tis >j^ondcrfuI 
What may be wrought out;;of their disSbntent, 
Now that their souls are ti;jpfull of offence. 180 
For England go : I will whet on the king. 

Leiu. Strong reasons make strong actions ; 
let us go : 

If you say a^^ the king will not say no. \^Exeiint. 
ACT TV. 

I. A room in a cas%ie, 

Fs liter Hubert and Executioners. 

Hnb. Heat me these irons hot ; and look thou 
stand 

•AVithin the arras : when I strike my foot 
Upon the bosom of the ground, rush forth, 

.\nd bind the boy which you shall find with me 
Fast to the chair : be heedful : hence, and watch. 
First Exec, 1 hope your warrant will bear 
out the deed. 

I I id). Uncleanly scruples! fear not you; look 
to't. [Exeunt Executioners. 

Young lad, come forth ; I have to say wdth you. 

Enter Arthur. 

Art/i, Good morrow, Hubert, 

Hub. > Good morrow, little prince. 

Arth, As little prince, having so great a title 
To be more prince, as may be. You are sad, ii 
}[id),* Indeed, I have been merrier. 

Arth, Mercy on me ! 

Methinks no' body should be sad but I : 

Yet, 1 remember, when I was in France, 

Young gentlemen would be as sad as night, 

• Only for wantonness. By my Christendom, 

So I were out of prison and kept sheep, 

1 should be as merry as the day is long ; 

And so I would be here, but that 1 doubt 
My uficle pra( 5 Tises more harm to me : 20 

He is afraid of me and I of him : 

Is it my fault that I was Geffrey’s son? 

No, indeed, k’t not; and 1 would to heaven 
I w'erc your son, so you would love me, Hubert. 
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Ilnh, If I talk to him, with his innoc- 

ent prate 

He will awake my mercy which lies dead: 
Therefore 1 will be sudden and dispatch. 

Arth. Are you sick, Hubert? you look pale 
to-day ; 

In sooth, I would you were a little sick, 

That I might sit all night and watch with you : 30 
I warrant I love you more than you do me. 

Huh. \Aside\ His words do take possession 
of my bosom. 

Read here, young Arthur. [Showing a paper. 

[Aside] How now, foolish rheum ! 

► Turning dispiteous torture out of door ! 

1 must be brief, lest resolution drop 

Out at mine eyes in tender womanish tears. 

Can you not read it? is it not fair w'rit? 

A rth. Too fairly, Hubert, for so foul effe< 5 l : 
Must you with hot irons burn out both mine eyes? 
Hub. Young boy, I must. 

A rth. And will you ? 

Htih, And I will. 40 

Arth. Have you the heart? When your head 
did but ache, 

I knit my handkerchcr about your brows. 

The best I had, a princess wrought it me. 

And I did never jisk it you again ; 

And wit# my hand midnight held your head, 
And like»the watchfifl minutes to the hour. 

Still aiul anon cheer a up the heavy time. 

Saying, ‘What lack you V and * Where lies your 
grief ?^ 

Or ‘What good love may I perform for you?’ 

> Many a poor man’s son would have lien still 5c 
And ne’er have .spoke a loving word to you ; 

Rut you at your sick service had a prince. 

Nay, yoivniay ‘think my love was crafty love 
And call it cunning : do, an if you will : 

If heaven be pleased that you must use me ill,^ 
Why then you must. Will you put out mine eyes ? 
These eyes that never did nor never .shall 
So much as frown on you. , ^ 

Huh. I have sworn to do it ; 

And with hot irons must 1 burn them out. 

Arth. Ah, none but in this iron age would 
do it I 60 

The iron of itself, thovigh heat red-hot. 
Approaching near these eyes, would drink my 
tears 

And quench his fiery indignation 
Even in the matter of mine innocence ; 

Nay, after that, consume away in rust, 

But for containing fire to harm mine eye. 

Are you more stubborn-hard than hammer'd iron ? 

An if an angel should have come to me 

And told me Hubert should put out mine eyes, 

1 would not have believed him, — no tongue but 
Hubert’s. 70 

Hub» Come forth. [Stamps. 

Re-enter Executioners, with a cord^ irons, ^c. 
Do as 1 bid you do. 

Arth. O, save me, Hubert, save me ! my eyes 
are out 

Even with the fierce looks of these bloody men. 
Hub, Give me the iron, 1 say, and bifid him 
here. 

Arth. Alas, what need you be so boisterous- 
rough? ♦ 



Hubert: ‘Read here, voung Arthui.’ DraxMng by 
lidward Burney ( 1 760- 1 848 ) 


34 dispiteous,, Pitiless. * 
50 /tew.J^ain 



Arthur: ‘O, save me . . Painting by James Northcote 

(1746-^^3*) 
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Arthur: ‘I will not struggle . . Engraving from a 
painting by William Hamilton (1751-1801) 

117 tarre. Urge. 

123 owes. Owns. 

129 dogged. Cruel. 


I will not struggle, I will stand stone-still. 

For heaven sake, Hubert, let me not be bound ! 
Nay, hear me, Hubert, drive these men away, 
And I will sit as quiet as a lamb ; 8o 

I will not stir, nor wince, nor speak a word. 

Nor look upon the iron angerly : 

Thrust but these men away, and I ’ll forgive you. 
Whatever torment you do put me to. 

Hub, Go, .stand within ; let me alone with him. 
First Exec. I am best pleased to be from such 
a deed. [Exeunt Executioners. 

A rth. Alas, I then have chid away my friend ! 
He hath a stern look, but a gentle heart: 

Let him come back, that his compassion may 
Give life to yours. 

Hub. Come, boy, prepare yourself. 90 

Ari/i. Is there no remedy? 

Hub. None, but to lose your eyes. 

Art/i. O heaven, that there were but a mote 
in yours, 

A grain, a dust, a gnat, a wandering hair, 

Any annoyance in that precious sense ! 

Then feeling what small things are boisterous there. 
Your vile intent must needs .seem horrible. 

Hub. Is this your promise? go to, hold your 
tongue. 

A rth. Hubert, the utter^ce of a brace of 
tongues 

Must needs want pleading for a pair of eyes: 

Let me not hold my tongue, let me not, Hubert ; 
Or, Hubert, if you will, cut out my tongue, loi 
So I may keep mine eyes : O, spare mine eye.s, 
Though to no use but still to look on you 1 
Lo, by my troth, the instrument is cold 
And would not harm me. 

Huh. I can heat it, boy. 

A rth. No, in good sooth ; the fire is dead with 
grief, 

Being create for comfort, to be u.sed 
In undeserved extremes: see else yourself ; 

There is no malice in this burning coal ; 

The breath of heaven hath blown his spirit out ixo 
And strew’d repentant ashes on his head. 

Hub. But with my breath I can revive it, boy. 
A rth. An if you do, you will but make it blush 
And glow with shame of your proceedings, Hu- 
bert : 

Nay, it perchance will sparkle in your eyes; 

And like a dog that is compell’d to fight, 

• Snatch at his master that doth tarre him on. 

All things that you should use to do me wrong 
Deny their office : only you do lack 

That mercy which fierce fire and iron extends, 120 
Creatures ofi^note for mercy-lacking uses. 

Hub. Well, see to live ; I will not touch thine 

eye 

• For all the treasure that thine uncle owes : 

Yet am I sworn and I did purpose, boy. 

With this same very iron to bum them out 

Arth. O, now you look like Hubert 1 all this 
while 

You were disguised. 

Hub. Peace ; no more. Adieu. 

Your uncle must not know but you are dead ; 

• ril fill these dogged spies with false reports: 
And»^^tty chim, sleep doubtless and secure. 130 
That Hubert, for the wealth of all the world, 

Will not olfend thee. 

A rth. O heaven ! I thank you, Hubert. 
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Hub. Silence ; no more : go closely in with me : 
Much danger do I undergo for thee. [Exeunt. 

Scene II. King John’s palace. 

Enter King John, Pembroke, Salisbury, 
and other Lords. 

K. John, Here once again we sit, once again 
crown’d, 

And look’d upon, I hope, with cheerful eyes. 
Pent. This ‘ once again,’ but that your high- 
ness pleased, 

Was once superfluous : you were crown’d before, 
And that high royalty was ne’er pluck’d off, 

The faiths of men ne’er stained with revolt ; 
Fresh expedlation troubled not the land 
With any long’d-for change or better state. 

SaL Therefore, to be possess’d with double 
pomp, 

I To guard a title that was rich before, lo 

To gild refined gold, to paint the lily. 

To throw a perfume on the violet, 

To smooth the ice, or add another hue 
Unto the rainbow, or with taper-light 
To seek the beauteous eye of heaven to garnish, 
Is wasteful and ridiculous excess. 

Pern. But that your royal pleasure must be 
done. 

This a 6 l is as an ancient tale new told, 

And in the last repeating troublesome. 

Being urged at a time unseasonable. 20 

Sal. In this the antique and well noted face 
Of plain old form is much disfigured ; 

And, like a shifted wind unto a sail, 

► It makes the course of thoughts to fetch about, 
Startles and frights consideration, 

Makes sound opinion sick and truth suspe(5led, 
For putting on so new a fashion’d robe. 

Pern, when workmen strive to do better 
than well, 

They do confound their skill in covetousness ; 
And oftentimes excusing of a fault 30 

Doth make the fault the worse by the excuse, 

As patches set upon a little breach 
Discredit more in hiding of the fault 
Than did the fault before it was so patch’d. 

Sal. To this effcdl, before you were new 
crown’d. 

We breathed our counsel: but it pleased your 
highness 

To oveAear it, and we are all well pleased. 

Since all and every part of what we would 
Doth make a stand- at what your highness will. 
K. John. Some reasons of this double coro- 
nation ^ 4^ 

I have possess’d you with and think Aem strong ; 
And more, more strong, then lesser is my fear, 

I shall indue you with : meantime but ask 
What you would have reform’d that is not well. 
And well shall you perceive how willingly 
1 will both hear and grant you your requests. 
Pern. Then I, as one that am the tongue 
of these 

To sound the purposes of all their hearts, 

Both for myself and them, but, chief of all. 

Your safety, for the which myself and them 50 
Bend their best studies, heartily reauest 
The enfranchisement of Arthur; whose restraint 
Doth move the murmuring lips of discontent 



King John: . . once again crown’d . . Engraving of 
the coronation of a king from a 13th century manuscript 

10 guard. Ornament. 

24 fetch about. Alter course. 

39 make a stand. Conform with. 
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55 If what . . . hold. If what you possess, you hold 
lawfully 

61 the time's enemies. The enemies of the present state 
65 weal. Welfare. 



William Marshall, Earl of Pembroke, who became 
protector of John’s son, the boy-king Henry III. 
Engraving from Old England, 1854 

89 here or hence. On earth or in heaven. 

93 apparent. Obvious. 

94 grossly offer it. Flagrantly attempt. 


To break into this dangerous argument, — 

• If what in rest you have in right you hold, 

Why then your fears, which, as they say, attend 
The steps of wrong, should move you to mew up 
Your tender kinsman and to choke his days 
With barbarous ignorance and deny his youth 
I'he rich advantage of good exercise ? 60 

• That the time’s enemies may not have this 
To grace occasions, let it be our suit 
That you have bid us ask his lihierty ; 

Which for our goods we do no further ask 

• Than whereupon our weal, on you depending, 
Counts it your weal he have his liberty. 

Enter Hi bert. 

K. Jokn, Let it be so: I do commit his youth 
To your diredlion. Hubert, what news with you? 

r Takiftg^ him apart. 
Pent. This i.s the man should do the bloody 
deed ; 

He show’d his warrant to a friend of mine : 70 

The image of a wicked heinous fault 
Lives in his eye ; that close aspe< 5 l of his 
Does show the mood of a much troubled breast ; 
And I do fearfully believe 'tis done, 

What we so fear’d he had a charge to do. 

Sal. The colour of the king doth come and go 
Between his purpose and his conscience. 

Like heralds ’twixt two dreadful battles set : 

His passion is so ripe, it needs must break. 

Pern. And when it breaks, 1 fear will issue 
thence 80 

The foul corruption of a .sweet child’s death. 

K. John. We cannot hold mortality’s strong 
hand : 

Good lords, although my will to give is living, 
'I'he suit which you demand is gone and dead: 

He tells us Arthur is deceased to-night. 

SaL Indeed we fear’d his sickness was past 
cure. 

Pern. Indeed we heard how near his death 
he was 

Before the child himself felt he was sick : 

• This must be answer’d either here or hence. 

K. John. Why do you bend such solemn 
brows on me? 90 

Think you I bear the shears of destiny? 

Have 1 commandment on the pulse of life? 

• Sal. It is apparent foul play ; and ’tis shame 

• That greatness should so grossly offer it : 

So thrive it in your game ! and so, farewell. 

Pent. Stay yet. Lord Salisbury; I’ll go with 
thee, 

And find the inheritance of this poor child, 

His little kingdom of a forced grave. 

That blood which owed the breadth of all 
this isle, 

Three foot of it doth hold : bad world the 
while ! 100 

This must not be thus borne ; this will break out 
To all our sorrows, and ere long I doubt. 

[Exeunt Lords* 
K, John. They burn in indignation. I repent : 
There is no .sure foundation set on blood. 

No certain life achieved by others’ death* 

Enter a Messenger. 

A fearful eye thou hast : where is that blood 
That I have seen inhabit in those cheeks ? 
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So foul a sky clears not without a storm : 

Pour down thy weather ; how goes all in France? 
Mess. From France to England. Never such 
a power no 

For any foreign preparation 
Was levied in the body of a land. 

The copy of your speed is learn’d by them ; 

For when you should be told they do prepare, 
'fhe tidings comes that they are all arrived. 

• A. yok 7 i, O, where hath our intelligence been 
drunk? 

Where hath it slept? Where is my mother’s care, 
That such an army could be drawn in France, 
And she not hear of it? 

Mess. My liege, her ear 

Is stopp’d with dust : the first of April died 120 
Your noble mother: and, as I hear, my lord, 

The Lady Constance in a frenzy died 

Three days before : but this from rumour s tongue 

I idly heard ; if true or false I know not. 

A'. John. Withhold thy speed, dreadful occa- 
sion ! 

O, make a league with me, till I have pleased 
My discontented peers! What ! mother dead ! 
How wildly then walks my estate in France ! 
Under whose conducl came those powers of France 
That thou for truth givest out are landed here? 
Mess. Under the Dauphin. 

K. John. Thou hast made me giddy 131 

With the.se ill tidings. 

Enter the Bastard and Prtkr of Poni/ret. 

Now, what says the world 
'J’o your proceedings? do not seek to stuff 
My head with more ill news, for it is full. 

Bast. But if you be afeard to hear the worst, 
'I'hen let the worst unheard fall on your head. 

K. John. Bear with me, cousin ; for I was 
amazed 

Under the tide : but nenv I breathe again 
Aloft the flood, and can give audience 
To any tongue, sj)cak it of wliat it will. 140 

Bast. How I have sped among the (dergy- 
men. 

The sums I have collccb-d shall express 
But as I traveird hither through the land, 

I find the people strangely fantasied ; 

Possess’d with rumours, full of idle dreams, 

Not knowing what they fear, but full of fear; 

And here’s a prophet, that I brought Avith me 
From forth the streets of Pomfret, whom I found 
With many hundreds treading on his heels: 

To whom he sung, in rude harsh-sounding rhymes, 
That, ere the next Ascension-day at noon, 151 
Your highness should deliver up your crown. ^ 

K. John. 'Fhou idle dreamer, wherefore didst 
thou so? 

Peter, Foreknowing that the truth will fall 
out so. 

K, John. Hubert, away with him ; imprison 
him ; 

And on that day at noon, whereon he says^ 

I shall yield up my crown, let him be bang’d. 

> Deliver him to safety : and return, 

For I must use thee. {Exit Hubert with Peter. 

O my gentle cousin, 

Hear’st thou the news abroad, who are arrived? 
Hast. The French, my lord; men’.s mouths 
are full of it : i6i 


Act IV Scene II KING JOHN 
116 intelligence. Spie.s. 



Queen Eleanor of Aquitaine was married to Louis VI I of 
France (1137 1152) and then to Henry II of England 
who imprisoned her for plotting against him. She 
survived him to become a formidable influence over her 
sons, Richard I and John Engraving from Old England. 
1854 

1B8 safety. Safe custody. 
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168 to-mght. Last night. 

170 Ihe better foot before. As quickly as possible 


193-198 I saiv . . contrary feet. Set* inlroductiofi 



A smith, l^ngraving from a 13th century manuscript by 
F'.W. Fairholt from J.O. Halliwell’s edition of Shake- 
speare’s works, 1853 65 

211—214 Winking of . . . respect. If a king so much as 
winks, they think they know his intentions; but his 
frowns could be just moodiness, yet they act on them. 


Opposite: H. Beerbohm IVee as King John. From a 
drawing by C.A. Buchel (d.1950) 


Besides, I met Lord Bigot and Lord Salisbury, 
With eyes as red as new-enkindled fire, 

And others more, going to seek the grave 

• Of Arthur, whom they say is kill'd to-night 
On your suggestion. 

AT. yohn. Gentle kinsman, go. 

And thrust thyself into their companies : 

I have a way to win their loves again ; 

Bring them before me. 

Bast, I will seek them out. 

• A". John, Nay, but make haste ; the better 

foot before. 170 

O, let me have no subjedl enemies. 

When adverse foreigners affright my towns 
With dreadful pomp of stout invasion ! 

Be Mercury, set feathers to thy heels. 

And fly like thought from them to me again. 
Bast, The spirit of the time shall teach me 
speed. [Exit. 

A". John. Spoke like a sprightful noble gentle- 
man. 

Go after him ; for he perhaps shall need 
Some messenger betwixt me and the peers ; 

And be thou he. 

Mess. With all my heart, my liege. 180 

[Exit, 

K. Jokn. My motlier dead ! 

Re-enter Hubert. 

Mtib, My lord, they say five moons were seen 
to-night ; 

Four fixed, and the fifth did whirl about 
The other four in wondrous motion. 

K. John. Five moons! 

Huh, Old men and beldams in the streets 
Do prophesy upon it dangerously : 

Young Arthur's death is common in their mouths : 
And when they talk of him, they shake their heads 
And whisper one another in the ear ; 

And he that .speaks doth gripe the hearer's wrist, 
Whilst he that hears makes fearful a( 5 lion, 191 
With wrinkled brows, with nods, with rolling eyes. 

• I .saw a smith stand with his hammer, thus, 

The whilst his iron did on the anvil cool. 

With open mouth swallowing a tailor’s news ; 
Who, with his shears and measure in his hand, 
Standing on slipp»ers, which his nimble haste 
Had falsely thrust upon contrary feet. 

Told of a many thousand warlike French 

That were enibattailed and rank’d in Kent : 200 

Another lean tin wash’d artificer 

Cuts off his tale and talks of Arthur’s death. 

K, John. Why seek'st thou to possess me with 
these fears? 

Why urgest thou so oft young Arthur’s death? 
Thy hand hath murder d him : I had a mighty 
cause 

To wish him dead, but thou hadst none to kill 
him. 

Hub, No had, my lord ! why, did you not 
provoke me ? 

K, John. It is the curse of kings to be attended 
By slaves that take their humours for a warrant 
To break within the bloody house of life, axo 

• And on the winking of authority 

To understand a law, to know the meaning 
Of dangerous majesty, when perchance it frowns 
More upon humour than advised respeA. 
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King Jt)hn (1167 1216) came to the throne in i ioq and 
after a stormy rci^n <lied in 1216 En^ravin^ from 
Old En^fland, 1K54 

222 Quoted. Noted. 

227 broke with. Hinted. 

266 motion. Impulse. 


J/ud, Here is your hand and seal for what I 
did. 

JC. John, O, when the last account ’twixt 
heaven and earth 

Is to be made, then shall this hand and seal 
Witness against us to damnation ! 

How oft the sight of means to do ill deeds 
Make deeds ill done ! Hadst not thou been by, 
A fellow by the hand of nature mark'd, 221 

• Quoted and sign’d to do a deed of shame, 

This murder had not come into my mind: 

Hut taking note of thy abhorr’d aspect, 

Finding thee fit for bloody villany, 

Apt, liable to be employ’d in danger, 

• I faintly broke with thee of Arthur’s death ; 

And thou, to be endeared to a king, 

Made it no conscience to destroy a prince. 

Hub. My lord, — 230 

K. John. Hadst thou but shook thy head or 
made a pause 

When I spake darkly what I purposed, 

Or turn’d an eye of doubt upon my face, 

As bid me tell my tale in express words, 

Deep shame had struck me dumb, made me 
break off, 

And those thy fears might have wrought fears in 
me : 

Iliit thou didst understand me by my signs 
And didst in signs again parley with sin ; 

Yea, without stop, didst let thy heart consent, 
And consequently thy rude hand to acH 240 

The deed, which both our tongues lield vile to 
name. 

Out of my sight, and never see me more ! 

My nobles leave me ; and my state is braved, 
Even at my gates, with ranks of foreign powers : 
Nay, in the body of this fleshly land. 

This kingdom, this confine of blood and breath, 

Hostility and civil tumult reigns 

Between iny conscience and my cou.sin’s death. 

ffuh. Arm you against your other enemies, 

I ’ll make a peace between your soul and you. 250 
Young Arthur is alive: this hand of mine 
Is yet a maiden and an innocent hand, 

Not painted with the crimson spots of blood. 
Within this bosom never enter’d yet 

• The dreadful motion of a murderous thought; 
And you have slander’d nature in my form, 
Which, howsoever rude exteriorly, 

Is yet the cover of a fairer mind 
Than to be butcher of an innocent child. 

K, John. Doth Arthur live? O, haste thee 
to the peers, 260 

Throw this report on their incensed rage. 

And make them tame to their obedience ! 

Forgive the comment that my passion made 
Upon thy feature ; for my rage was blind, 

And foul imaginary eyes of blood 
Presented thee more hideous than thou art 
O, answer not, but to my clo.set bring 
The angry lords with all expedient haste. 

I conjure thee but slowly ; run more fast. 

\,Exennt, 

Scene III. Before the castle. 

Enter Arthur, on the walls. 

Arth. The wall is high, and yet will I leap 
down: 
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Good ground, be pitiful and hurt me not ! 

There's few or none do know me: if they did. 
This ship-boy’s semblance hath disguised me 
quite. 

I am afraid; and yet Til venture it. 

If I get down, and do not break my limbs, 

Til find a thousand shifts to get away: 

As good to die and go, as die and stay. 

\Leaps down. 

O me ! my uncle’s spirit is in these stones : 
Heaven take my soul, and England keep my 
bones! [Dies. lo 

Eu/er Pembroke, Salisbury, and Bigot. 

Sni. . Lords, I will meet him at Saint Ed- 
miindsbnry : 

It is our safety, and we must embrace 
This gentle ofier of the perilous time. 

PeiH. Who brought that letter from the card- 
inal? 

Sal. The Count Meliin, a noble lord of F ranee ; 
\ Whose private with me of the Dauphin’s love 
► Is much more general than these lines import. 
Big^. To-morrow morning let us meet him then. 
SaL Or rather then set forward ; for ’twill be 
I'wo long days* journey, lords, or ere we meet. 20 

K 7 iier ilte Bastard. 

Bast. Once more to-day well met, distemp- 
er’d lords I 

The king by me requests your presence straight. 

Sal. The king hath dispossess’d him.self of us: 
We will not line his thin bestained cloak 
With our pure honours, nor attend the foot 
'I’hat leaves the print of blood where’er it walks. 
Return and tell luiii so : we know the worst. 
Bast. Whate’er you think, good words, I 
think, were best. 

Sal. Our griefs, and not our manners, rea- 
son now. 2g 

Bast. But there is little reason in your grief; 
J'herefore ’twere reason yon had manners now. 
Pern. .Sir, sir, impatience hath his privilege. 
Bast. ’Tis true, to hurt his master, no man else. 
Sal. This is the prison. What is he lies here? 

{Sceiuf^ Art/iar. 
Pent. O death, made proud with pure and 
princely beauty ! 

The earth had not a hole to hide this deed. 

Sal. Murder, as hating what him.self hath 
done, 

Doth lay it open to urge on revenge. 

Big. Or, when he doom’d this beauty to a 
grave, 

Found it too precious-princely for a grave. 40 
Sal. .Sir Richard, what think you? have you 
beheld, 

Or have you read or heard? or could you think? 
Or do you almost think, although you see, 

That you do see? could thought, without this 
object, 

Form .such another? This is the very top, 

The height, the crest, or cre.st unto the crest, 

Of murder’s arms : this is the bloodiest shame, 
The wildest savagery, the vilest stroke, 

That ever wall-eyed wrath or staring rage 
Presented to the tears of soft remorse. 50 


16 private. Private communication. 

17 general. Wide. 



Richard Pasco as the Bastard, with the body of .Arthur, 
Royal Shakespeare Co, 1974 


46 crest. Device above the shield on a coat of arms. 
49 wall-eyed. Glaring. 
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M times. Future times. 

83 forget yourself. In chivalry it was 
commoner and a noble to Bght. 


Pern. All murders past do stand excused in 
this: 

forbidden for a And this, so sole and so unmatchable, 

Shall give a holiness, a purity, 

• To the yet unbegotten sin of times ; 

And prove a deadly bloodshed but a jest, 
Exampled by this heinous specflacle. 

Bast, It is a damned and a bloody work ; 

The graceless adtion of a heavy hand, 

If that it be the work of any hand. 

SaL If that it be the work of any hand ! Go 
We had a kind of light what would ensue : 

It is the shameful work of Hubert's hand ; 

The practice and the purpose of the king: 

From whose obedience I forbid my soul. 
Kneeling before this ruin of sweet life, 

And breathing to his breathless excellence 
The incense of a vow, a holy vow, 

Never to taste the pleasures of the world. 

Never to be infedled with delight, 

Nor conversant with ease and idleness, 70 

Till I have set a glory to this hand, 

By giving it the worship of revenge. 

Pe///. 1 Our souls religiously confirm thy 
Big^, J words. 

Enter Hubert. 

Hub. Lords, I am hot with haste in seeking 
you : 

Arthur doth live ; the king hath sent for you. 

SaL O, he is bold and blushes not at death. 
Avaunt, thou hateful villain, get thee gone ! 

Hnb, I am no villain. 

SaL Must I rob the law? 

[Drawing his srvarei. 
Bast. Your sword is bright, sir ; put it up 
again. 79 

SaL Not till I sheathe it in a murderer's skin. 
Hub. Stand back. Lord Salisbury, stand back, 
I say; 

By heaven, I think my sword ^s as sharp as yours : 
► I would not have you, lord, forget yourself, 

Nor tempt the danger of my true defence ; 

Lest I, by marking of your rage, forget 
Your worth, your greatness and nobility. 

Big. Out, dunghill ! darest thou brave a noble- 
man? 

Hub. Not for my life : but yet I dare defend 
My innocent life against an emperor. 

SaL Thou art a murderer. 

Hub. Do not prove me so ; 90 

Yet I am none : whose tongue soe'er speaks false, 
Not truly .speaks ; who speaks not truly, lies. 
Pern. Cut him to pieces. 

Bast. Keep the peace, I say. 

SaL Stand by, or I shall gall you, Faulcon- 
bridee. 

Bast. Thou wert better gall the devil, Salis- 
bury : 

If thou but frown on me, or stir thy foot, 

Or teach thy hasty spleen to do me shame, 

I '11 strike thee dead. Put up thy .sword betime ; 
Or I '11 so maul you and your toasting-iron, 

That you shall think the devil is come from 
hell. xoo 

Big. What wilt thou do, renowned Faulcon- 
bridge? 

Second a villain and a murderer? 



Hub, Lord Bigot, I am none. 

Who kill’d this prince? 
Hub, *Tis not an hour since I left him well : 

I honour’d him, I loved him, and will weep 
My date of life out for his sweet life’s loss. 

Sal, Trust not those cunning waters of his 

For villany is not without such rheum; 

And he, long traded in it, makes it seem 
Like rivers of remorse and innocency. no 

Away with me, all you whose souls abhor 
'riie uncleanly savours of a slaughter-house; 

For 1 am stiffed with this smell of sin. 

Big, Away toward Bury, to the Dauphin 
there ! 

Petit. There tell the king he may inquire 
us out. f E xennt L ords. 

Bast. Here’s a good world! Knew you of 
this fair work? 

Beyond the infinite and boundless reach 
( )f mercy, if thou didst this deed of death. 

Art thou damn’d, Hubert. 

// ub. Do but hear me, sir. 

Btist. Ha! I'll tell thee what ; 120 

Thou'rt damn’d as black — nay, nothing is so 
black ; 

Thou art more deep damn’d than Prince Lucifer : 
I'hcre is not yet so ugly a fiend of hell 
As thou shalt be, if thou didst kill this child. 
Hub. Upon my soul — 

Bast. If thou didst but consent 

7 'o this most cruel adl, do but despair ; 

And if thou want’st a cord, the smallest thread 
That ever spider twisted from her womb 
Will serve to strangle thee ; a rush will be a 
beam 

To hang thee on ; or wouldst thou drown thyself, 
Put but a little water in a spoon, 131 

And it shall be as all the ocean, 

Enough to stifle such a villain up. 

I do suspedl thee very grievously. 

Hub, If I in adl, consent, or sin of thought. 
Be guilty of the stealing that sweet breath 
Which was embounded in this beauteous clay. 
Let hell want pains enough to torture me. 

1 left him well. 

Bast. Go, bear him in thine arms. 

I am amazed, methinks, and lose my way 140 
Among the thorns and dangers of this world. 

• How easy dost thou take all England up I 
FVom forth this morsel of dead rovalty, 

I'he life, the right and truth of all this realm 
Is fled to heaven ; and England now is left 
To tug and scamble and to part by the teeth 

• The unowed interest of proud-swelling state. 

Now for the bare-pick’d bone of majesty 
Doth dogged war hristle his angry crest 

And snarleth in the gentle eyes of i^ace : 250 

Now powers from home and discontents at 
home 

Meet in one line ; and vast confusion waits. 

As doth a raven on a sick-fall’n beast, 

The imminent decay of wrested pomp. 

Now happy he whose cloak and cindlure can 
Hold out this tempest. Bear away that child 
And follow me with speed : I ’ll to the king : 

^ A thousand businesses are brief in hand. 

And heaven itself doth frown upon the land. 

[Exeunt, 
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Hubert de Burgh. Engraving from a drawing by 
Matthew Paris, 13th century 

142 England, i.e. Arthur. 

147 unowed. Unowned. 

168 briif in hand. Needing immediate attention. 


393 



KING JOHN Act V Scene I 



John: *'l’hus have I yielded up into your hand 'I'he circle 
of my glory.’ Engraving from Bell’t* edition, 1773 


13 Rests by .. . qualified. Can only be checked by you. 


ACT V. 

Scene I. King John’s palace. 

Enter King John, Pandulph, Attendants. 

K. John. Thus have I yielded up into your 
hand 

The circle of my glory. [Giving the crenvn. 

Pand. Take again 

From this my hand, as holding of the pope 
Your sovereign greatness and authority. 

K. John. Now keep your holy word; go 
meet the French, 

And from his holiness use all your power 
To stop their marches ’fore we are inflamed. 

Our discontented counties do revolt ; 

Our people quarrel with obedience, 

Swearing allegiance and the love of soul 10 

'i*o stranger blood, to foreign royalty. 

This inundation of mistemper’d humour 
• Rests by you only to be qualified : 

Then pause not ; for the pre.sent time’s so sick. 
That present medicine must be minister’d, 

Or overthrow incurable ensues. 

Pand. It was my breath that blew this 
tempest up. 

Upon your stubborn usage of the pope ; 

But since you are a gentle convertite, 

My tongue shall hush again this storm of war 20 
And m^e fair weather in your blustering land. 
On this Ascension-day, remember well, 

Upon your oath of service to the pope, 

Go 1 to make the French lay down their arms. 

[Exit. 

K. John. Is this Ascension-day? Did not the 
prophet 

Say that before Ascension-day at noon 
My crown I should give off? Even so I have : 

I did suppose it should be on constraint ; 

But, heaven be thank’d, it is but voluntary* 

Enter the Bastard. 

Bast. All Kent hath yielded ; nothing there 
holds out 30 

But Dover castle : London hath received. 

Like a kind host, the Dauphin and his powers; 
Your nobles will not hear you, but are gone 
To offer service to your enemy, 

And wild amazement hurries up and down 
The little number of your doubtful friends. 

K. John. Wouldnotmy lords return to me again. 
After they heard young Arthur was alive? 

Bast. They found him dead and cast into the 
streets. 

An empty casket, where the jewel of life 40 
By some damn’d hand was robb’d and ta’en away. 
K. John. That villain Hubert told me he did 
live. 

Bast. So, on my soul, he did, for aught he knew. 
But wherefore do you droop ? why look you sad ? 
Be great in aft, as you have been in thought ; 

Let not the world see fear and sad distrust 
Govern the motion of a kingly eye : 

Be stirring as the time ; be fire with fire ; 
Threaten the threatener and outface the brow 
Of bragging horror ; so shall inferior eyes, 50 
That borrow their behaviours from the great, 
Grow great by your example and put on 
The dauntless spirit of resolution. 
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Away, and glister like the god of war, 

When he intendeth to become the field : 

Show boldness and aspiring confidence. 

What, shall they seek the lion in his den. 

And fright him there? and make him treml;le 
there ? 

• O, let it not be said : forage, and run 

To meet displeasure farther from the doors, 6o 
And grapple with him ere he come so nigh. 

K, John, The legate of the pope hath been 
with me, 

And I have made a happy peace with him ; 

And he hath promised to dismiss the powers 
Led by the Dauphin. 

Bast, O inglorious league ! 

Shall we, upon the footing of our land, 

Send fair-play orders and make compromise, 
Insinuation, parley and base truce 
To arms invasive? shall a beardless boy, 

• A cocker’d silken wanton, brave our fields, 70 

• And flesh his spirit in a warlike soil, 

Mocking the air with colours idly spread. 

And find no check? Let us, my liege, to arms : 
Perchance the cardinal cannot make your peace ; 
Or if he do, let it at least be said 
They saw we had a purpose of defence. 

K. John, Have thou the ordering of this pre- 
sent time. 

Bast, Away, then, with good courage ! yet, I 
know, 

Our party may well meet a prouder foe. ^Exeunt, 

Scene IL The Dauphin's at St 
K dm nndslm ry. 

Enter, in arms, Lewps, Salisbury, Melun, 
Pembroke, Bigot, and Soldiers. 

Lew, My Lord Melun, let this be copied out, 
And keep it safe for our remembrance : 

• Return the precedent to these lords again ; 

That, having our fair order written down. 

Both they and we, perusing o'er these notes, 

May know wherefore we took the sacrament 
And keep our faiths firm and inviolable. 

Sal, Upjon our sides it never shall be broken. 
And, noble Dauphin, albeit we swear 
A voluntary zeal and an unurged faith 10 

To your proceedings ; yet believe me, prince, 

I am not glad that such a sore of time 
Should seek a plaster by contemn'd revolt, 

And heal the inveterate canker of one wound 
By making many. O, it grieves my soul, 

That I must draw this metal from my side 
To be a widow-maker ! O, and there 
Where honourable rescue and defence 
Cries out upon the name of Salisbury ! 

But such is the infedlion of the time, 20 

That, for the health and physic of our right, 

We cannot deal but with the very hand 
Of stern injustice and confused wrong. 

And is 't not pity, O my grieved friends. 

That we, the sons and children of this isle, 

Were born to see so sad an hour as this ; 

Wherein we step after a stranger march 

Upon her gentle bosom, and fill up 

Her enemies' ranks,— I must withdraw and weep 

• Upon the spot of this enforced cause, — 30 

To CTace the gentry of a land remote, 

And follow unacquainted colours here ? 


59 forage. Seek out the prey. 

70 cocker'd silken wanton. Spoiled dandy. 

71 flesh. Initiate into blood-shed. 



Rarl of Salisbury. EngravinK from Old England, 1H54 
3 precedent. First draft. 

30 spot. Disgrace. 
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Gerald Lawrence as Lewis the Dauphin, Her Msyesty’s 
Theatre, London, 1899 


37 Where these . . . combine. If only France and England 
could combine in a crusade against the heathen. 

64 angel spake. Some editors suggest a trumpet sounds, 
but others think this refers back to line 61 *the purse of 
prosperity* and is a pun on coins. 


What, here? O nation, that thou couldst remove ! 
That Neptune’s arms, who clippeth thee about, 
Would bear thee from the knowledge of thyself, 
And grapple thee unto a pagan shore ; 

• Where these two Christian armies might combine 
The blood of malice in a vein of league, 

And not to spend it so unneighbourTy ! 

Lew, A noble temper dost thou show in this ; 
And great afTections wrestling in thy bosom 41 
Doth make an earthquake of nobility. 

O, what a noble combat hast thou fought 
Between compulsion and a brave respcdl ! 

Let me wipe off this honourable dew. 

That silvcrly doth progress on thy cheeks : 

My heart hath melted at a lady > tears, 

Being an ordinary inundation ; 

But this effusion of such manly drops, 

This shower, blown up by tempest of the soul, 50 
Startles mine eyes, and makes me more amazed 
Than had I seen the vaulty top of heaven 
Figured quite o’er with burning meteors. 

Lift up thy brow, renowned Salisbury, 

And with a great heart heave away this storm : 
Commend these waters to those baby eyes 
'i'hat never saw the giant world enraged ; 

Nor met with fortune other than at feasts. 

Full of warm blood, of mirth, of gossiping. 

Come, come ; for thou shalt thrust thy hand as 
deep 60 

Into the purse of rich pro.sperity 
As Lewis himself: so, nobles, shall you all, 

That knit your sinews to the strength of mine. 

• And even there, methinks, an angel spake : 

Enter Pandulph. 

Look, where the holy legate comes apace, 

To give us warrant from the hand of heaven. 

And on our adlions set the name of right 
With holy breath. 

Panel, Hail, noble prince of France ! 

The next is this. King John hath reconciled 
Himself to Rome ; his spirit is come in, 70 

That so stood out against the holy church, 

The great metropolis and see of Rome ; 

'Fherefore thy threatening colours now wind up : 
And tame the savage spirit of wild war, 

That, like a lion foster’d up at hand, 

It may lie gently at the foot of peace, 

And be no further harmful than in show. 

Lew, Your grace shall pardon me, I will noi 
back : 

I am too high-bom to be propertied, 

To be a secondary at control, 80 

Or useful serving-man and instrument. 

To any sovereign state throughout the world. 

Your breath first kindled the dead coal of wars 
Between this chastised kingdom and myself, 

And brought in matter that should feed this fire ; 
And now ’tis far too huge to be blown out 
With that same weak wind which enkindled it. 
You taught me how to know the face of right, 
Acquainted me with interest to this land. 

Yea, thrust this enterprise into my heart; go 
And come ye now to tell me John hath made 
His peace with Rome? What is that peace to me? 
I, by the honour of my marriage-bed, 

After young Arthur, claim this land for mine ; 
And, now it is half-conqueFd, must I back 
Because that John hath made his peace with Rome? 
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Am I Rome’s slave? What penny hath Rome 
borne, 

What men provided, what munition sent, 

To underprop this aclion? Is’t not I 

'rhat undergo this charge? who else but 1, loo 

• And such as to my claim are liable, 

Sweat in this business and maintain this war? 
Have I not heard these islanders shout out 

• ‘ Vive le roi !’ as I have bank’d their towns? 

Have 1 not here the best cards for the game, 

I'o win this easy match play’d for a crown ? 

And shall I now give o’er the yielded set? 

No, no, on my soul, it never shall be said. 

Pami, You look but on the outside of this work. 
Lew. Outside or inside, I will not return no 
Till my attempt so much be glorified 
As to iny ample hope was promised 
Before I drew this gallant head of war, 

And cull’d these fiery spirits from the world, 

I'o outlook conquest and to win renown 
Even in the jaws of danger and of death. 

I Trumpet sounds. 

What lusty trumpet thus doth summon us? 

Enter the Bastard, attended. 

Bast. According to the fair play of the world. 
Let me have audience ; 1 am sent to speak ; 

My holy lord of Milan, from the king 120 

1 come, to learn how you have dealt for him ; 

And, as you answer, 1 do know the scope 
And warrant limited unto my tongue. 

Pand. The Dauphin is too wilful-opposite. 
And will not temporize with my entreaties; 

He flatly says he ’ll not lay down his arms. 

Bast. By all the blood that ever fury breathed. 
The youth says well. Now hear our Pmglish king ; 
For thus his royalty doth speak in me. 

He is prepared, and reason too he should : 130 

This apish and unmannerly approach, 

This harness’d masque and unadvised revel, 

'I'his unhair’d sauciness and boyish troops, 

The king doth smile at ; and is well prepared 
lo whip this dwarfish war, these pigmy anns. 
From out the circle of his territorie.s. 

That hand which had the strength, even at your 
door, 

• To cudgel you and make you take the hatch. 

To dive like buckets in concealed wells, 

• 'ro crouch in litter of your stable planks, 140 

• To lie like pawns lock’d up in chests and trunks. 
To hug with swine, to seek sweet safety out 

In vaults and prisons, and to thrill and shake 
Even at the crying of your nation’s crow, 
Thinking his voice an armed Englishman ; 

Shall that vicflorious hand be feebled here. 

That in your chambers gave you chastisement? 
No : know the gallant monarch is in arms 
And like an eagle o’er his aery towers. 

To souse annoyance that comes near his nest. 150 
And you degenerate, you ingrate revolts, 

You bloody Ncroes, rmping up the womb 
Of your dear mother England, blush for shame ; 
For your own ladies and pale-visaged maids 
Like Amazons come tripping after drums, 

Their thimbles into armed gauntlets change. 
Their needles to lances, and their gentle hearts 
To fierce and bloody inclination. 

Lew. There end thy brave, and turn thy face 
in peace ; 


101 liable. Subject. 
104 hank*d. Coasted. 


A king of France. Engraving from a late 13th century 
manuscript 

1 38 take the hatch. Jump over the lower half of a divided 
door. 

140 litter. Bed straw. 

141 pavms. Objects in pawn. 
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169 braced. Tightened. 

1/2 welkin. Sky. 



King John in battle dress. Engraving from Old England 
iH54 



King John: *. . . to my litter straight.’ Engraving from an 
early 14th century manuscript by F.W. Fai/holt from 
J.O. HalliwelPs edition of Shakespeare’s works, 1853-65 


We erant thou canst oiitscold us : fare thee well ; 
We hold our time too precious to be spent 161 
With such a brabbler. 

Pand, Give me leave to speak. 

Bast, No, I will speak. 

Le 7 v. We will attend to neither. 

Strike up the drums ; and let the tongue of war 
Plead for our interest and our being here. 

East, Indeed, your drums, being beaten, will 
cry out ; 

And so shall you, being beaten : do but start 
An echo with the clamour of thy drum, 

• And even at hand a drum is ready braced 

That shall reverberate all as loud as thine ; 170 

Sound but another, and another shall 

• As loud as thine rattle the welkin’s ear 

And mock the deep-mouth’d thunder : for at hand, 
Not trusting to this halting legate here, 

Whom he hath used rather for .sport than need. 

Is warlike John ; and in his forehead sits 
A bare-ribb’d death, whose office is this day 
To fea.st upon whole thousands of the French. 
Lezv. Strike up our drums, to find this danger 
out. 

Bast. And thou shalt find it, Dauphin, do not 
doubt. ^Exeunt, 180 

Scene III. The field of battle, 

A la ruins, E n ter K i N Cf J o H N rt H u rer t. 

K, John. How goes the day with us? O, tell 
me, Hubert. 

Hub. Dadly, I fear. How fares your majesty? 
K, John. This fever, that hath troubled me 
so long, 

Lies heavy on me ; O, my heart is sick ! 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My lord, your valiant kinsman, Faul- 
conbridge, 

Desires your majesty to leave the field 
And send him word by me which way you go. 

K. John. Tell him, toward Swinstead, to the 
abbey there. 

Mess, Be of good comfort ; for the great supply 
That was e.vpcdted by the Dauphin here, 10 
Are wreck’d three nights ago on Goodwin Sands. 
This news was brought to Richard but even now: 
The French fight coldly, and retire themselves. 

K. John, Ay me ! this tyrant fever burns me 
up, 

And will not let me welcome this good news. 

Set on toward Swinstead : to my litter straight ; 
Weakness possesseth me, and 1 am faint. 

{Exeunt, 

Scene IV. Another pari of the field. 

Salisbury, Pembroke, and Bigot. 
Sal. I did not think the king so stored with 
friends. 

Pern, Up once again ; put spirit in the French ; 
If they miscarry, we miscarry too. 

Sal, That misbegotten devil, Faulconbrldge, 
In spite of spite, alone upholds the day. 

Pern, They say King John sore sick hath left 
the field. 

Enter Melun, wounded, 

Mel, Lead me to the revolts of England here. 
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Sai. When we were happy we had other names. 
Pem, It is the Count Melun. 

Sai. Wounded to death. 

Mei. Fly, noble English, you are bought and 
sold : lo 

Unthread the rude eye of rebellion 
And welcome home again discarded faith. 

Seek out King John and fall before liis feet ; 

For if the F'rench be lords of this loud day, 

He means to recompense the pains you take 
By cutting off your heads: thus hath he sworn 
And 1 with him, and many moe with me. 

Upon the altar at Saint Kdniurulsbiiry ; 

Even on that altar where we swore to you 
Dear amity and everlasting love. 20 

*SVi/. Aiay this be possible? may this be true? 
Have I not hideous death within my view. 
Retaining but a quantity of life, 

Which bleeds away, even as a form of wax 
Resol veth from his figure ’gainst the fire? 

What in the world should make me now deceive, 
Since 1 must lose the use of all deceit? 

Why should I then be false, since it is true 
That I must die here and live hence by truth? 

I say again, if Lewis do win the day, 30 

He is forsworn, if e’er those eyes of yours 
Behold another day break in the east: 

But even this night, whose black contagious breath 
Already smokes about the burning crest 
Of the old, feeble and day- wearied sun, 

Even this ill night, your breathing shall expire, 

' Paying the fine of rated treachery 
Even with a treacherous fine of all your lives, 

If Lewis by your assistance win the day. 
Lomrnend me to one Hubert with your king: 40 
The love of him, and this respe< 5 l besides, 

For that my grandsire was an Englishman, 
Awakes my conscience to confess all this. 

In lieu whereof, I pray you, bear me hence 
From forth the noise and rumour of the field, 
Where 1 may think the remnant of my thoughts 
In peace, and part this body and my soul 
With contemplation and devout desires. 

Sai. We do believe thee : and beslirew my soul 
But I do love the favour and the form 50 

Of this most fair occasion, by the which 
We will untread the steps of damned flight, 

And like a bated and retired flood. 

Leaving our rankness and irregular course, 

Stoop low within those bounds we have o’erlook’d 

And calmly run on in obedience 

Even to our ocean, to our great King John. 

My arm shall give thee help to bear thee hence ; 
For T do see the cruel pangs of death 
Right in thine eye. Away, my friends ! New 
flight ; ^ 60 

And happy newness, that intends old right, 

^Exeunt^ leading off Melun. 

Scene V. The French camp. 

Enter Lewi.s and his train. 

Lnv. The sun of heaven methought was loath 
to set. 

But stay’d and made the western welkin blush, 
When Engli.sh measure backward their own 
ground 

In faint retire. O, bravely came we off. 

When with a volley of our needless shot, 


37 rated. Appraised. 

54 rankness. Excessiveness. 



'Phe battle scene from Beerbohm IVee’s lavish produc 
tion at Her Majesty’s 'I’heatre, London, 1^09 
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14 shrewd. Bitter. 
20 quarter. Watch. 



Franklyn McLeary as Hubert, Her Majesty’s Theatre, 
Ivondon, 1899 

11 one way. One side of my parentage. 

28 taste. Act as caster. 


After such bloody toil, we bid good night ; 

And wound our tattering colours clearly up, 

Last in the field, and almost lords of it I 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. Where is my prince, the Dauphin f 
Lew. Here: what news? 

Mess. The Count Melun is slain ; the English 
lords zo 

By his persuasion are again fall*n off, 

And your supply, which you have wish’d so long, 
Are cast away and sunk on Goodwin Sands. 
Lew. Ah, foul shrewd news ! beshrew thy 
very heart I 

I did not think to be so sad to-night 
As this hath made me. Who was he that said 
King John did fly an hour or two before 
The stumbling night did part our weary powers? 
Mess. Whoever spoke it, it is true, my lord. 

• Lew. Well ; keep good quarter and good care 

to-night : 20 

The day shall not be up so soon as I, 

To try the fair adventure of to-morrow. [Exeunt. 

Scene VI. An open place in the neighbourhood 
of Swinstead Abbey. 

Enter the Bastard and Hubert, severally. 

Hub. Who’s there? speak, ho ! speak quickly, 
or I shoot. 

Bast. A friend. What art thou ? 

Hub. Of the part of England. 

Bast. Whither do.st thou go? 

Hub. What’s that to thee? why may not I 
demand 

Of thine affairs, as well as thou of mine? 

Bast. Hubert, I think? 

Hub. Thou hast a perfecfl thought : 

I will upon all hazards well believe 
Thou art my friend, that know’st my tongue so 
well. 

Who art thou? 

Bast. Who thou wilt : and if thou plea.se, 
Thou mayst befriend me so much as to think 10 

• I come one way of the Plantagenets. 

Huh. Unkind remembrance ! thou and eyeless 
night 

Have done me shame : brave soldier, pardon me. 
That any accent breaking from thy tongue 
Should ’scape the true acquaintance of mine ear. 
Bast. Come, come; sans compliment, what 
news abroad ? 

Hub. Why, here walk I in the black brow 
of night, 

To find you out. 

Bast. Brief, then: and what’s the news? 

Hub. O, my sweet sir, news fitting to the 
night, 

Black, fearful, comfortless and horrible. 20 

Bast. Show me the very wound of this ill 
news : 

I am no woman, I ’ll not swoon at it. 

Hub. The king, I fear, is poison’d by a monk : 

I left him almost sf>eechless ; and broke out 
'J*o acquaint you with this evil, that you might 
I'he better arm you to the sudden time. 

Than if you had at leisure known of this, 

• Bast How did he take it? who did taste to 

him? 
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Hub. A monk. I tell you ; a resolved villain. 
Whose bowels suddenly burst out : the king 30 
Yet speaks and Mradventure may recover. 

Bast. Who didst thou leave to tend his ma- 
jesty? 

Hub. Why, know you not? the lords are all 
come back. 

And brought Prince Henry in their company ; 

At whose request the king hath pardon’d them. 
And they are all about his majesty. 

Bast. Withhold thine indignation, mighty 
heaven, 

And tempt us not to bear above our power ! 

I ’ll tell thee, Hubert, half my power this night, 
Passing these flats, are taken by the tide ; 40 

These Lincoln Washes have devoured them ; 
Myself, well mounted, hardly have escaped. 
Away before : condu< 5 l me to the king ; 

I doubt he will be dead or ere I come. [Exsun . 

Scene VII. The ordiard in Swinstead Abbey. 

Enter Prince Henry, Salisbury, and Bigot. 

P. Hen. It is too late : the life of all his 
blood 

Is touch’d corruptibly, and his pure brain. 

Which some suppose the soul’s frail dwelling- 
house, 

Doth by the idle comments that it makes 
Foretell the ending of mortality. 

Enter Pembroke. 

Pern. His highness yet doth speak, and holds 
belief 

That, being brought into the open air. 

It would aUay the burning quality 
Of that fell poison which assaileth him. 

Hen. Let him be brought into the orchard 
here. 10 

Doth he still rage? [Exit Bigot. 

Pern. He is more patient 

Than when you left him ; even now he sung. 

• P. Hen. O vanity of sickness! fierce ex- 

tremes 

In their continuance will not feel themselves. 
Death, having prey’d upon the outward parts. 
Leaves them invisible, and his siege is now 
Against the mind, the which he pricks and 
wounds 

With many legions of strange fantasies. 

Which, in their throng and press to that last hold. 
Confound themselves. ’Tis strange that death 
should sing. 20 

T am the cygnet to this pale faint swan. 

Who chants a doleful hymn to his own death, 
And from the organ-pipe of frailty sings 
His soul and bodiy to their lasting rest. 

Sal. Be of good comfort, prince ; for you are 
born 

• To set a form upon that indigest 

Which he hath left so shapeless and so rude. 

Attendants, and Bigot, carrying King 
John in a chair. 

K. yokn. Ay, marry, now my soul hath elbow- 
room ; 

It would not out at windows nor at doors. 

There is so hot a summer in my bosom, 30 
That all my bowels crumble up to dust : 



.Set for King John, Stratford-upon-Avon, 1940 


13-14 fierce extremes . . . themselves Sometimes pain is 
so intense that the sick person is no longer aware of it. 

26 indigest. Shapeless confusion. 



William Marshall, Earl of Pembroke. Engraving from 
his tomb 
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42 sl4ait. Narrow, mfan. 

51 set Close. 

53 shrouds. Sail ropes. 

58 module. Image. 



Death of King John. Drawing hv Anthony Walker 
(1726- 1765) 

74 you stars . . . spheres. The nobles who are now back in 
their proper stations. 


I am a scribbled form, drawn with a pen 
Upon a parchment, and against this fire 
Do I shrink up. 

/^ Hen, How fiires your majesty ? 

K, John, Poison’d, — ill fare — dead, forsook, 
cast off: 

And none of you will bid the winter come 
To thrust his icy fingers in iny maw, 

Nor let my kingdom’s rivers take their course 
Through my burn’d bosom, nor entreat the north 
To make his bleak winds kiss my parched lips 40 
And comfort me with cold. 1 do not ask you 
much, 

► T beg Cold comfort ; and you arc so strait 
And so ingrateful, you deny me that. 

F. Hc/i. (.) that there were some virtue in 
my tears. 

That might relieve you ! 

A'. John. The salt in them is hot. 

Within me is a hell ; and there the poison 
Is as a fiend confined to tyrannize 
On unreprievable condemned blood. 

Enter the Bastard. 

Bast. O, I am scalded with my violent motion, 
And spleen of speed to .see your majesty! 50 

► A'. John, O cousin, thou art come to set mine 

eye : 

The tackle of my heart is crack’d and bnrn’d, 

> And all the shrouds wherewith my life shouKl sail 
Are turned to one thread, one little hair; 

My heart hath one poor string to stay it by, 
Which holds but till thy news be uttered ; 

And then all this thou seest is but a clod 

> And module of confounded royalty. 

Bast, The Dauphin is preparing hitherward. 
Where heaven He knows how w^e shall answer 
him ; Go 

For in a night the best part of my power, 

As I upon advantage did remove, 

Were in the Washes all unwarily 
Devoured by the unexpcdled flood. 

f Fhr kin^ dies. 

Sat. You breathe these dead news in as dead 
an car. 

My liege ! my lord ! but now a king, now' thus. 
F. Hen. Even so must 1 run on, and even so 
stop. 

What surety of the world, what hope, what stay, 
When this was now a king, and now is clay? 
Bast, Art thou gone so? I do but stay be- 
hind 70 

To do the office for thee of revenge, 

And then my soul shall wait on thee to heaven, 
As it on earth hath been thy servant still. 

‘ Now, now, you stars that move in your right 
spheres, 

Where be your powers ? show now your mended 
faiths, 

And instantly return with me again, 

To push destruction and perpetual shame 
Out of the weak door of our fainting land. 
Straight let us .seek, or straight we shall be sought ; 
The Dauphin rages at our very heels. 80 

Sal, It seems you know not, then, so much 
as we : 

The Cardinal Pandulph is within at rest, 

Who half an hour since came from the Dauphin, 
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And brings from him such offers of our peace 
As we with honour and respedl may take, 

With purpose presently to leave this war. 

Basf. He will the rather do it when he sees 
Ourselves well sinewed to our defence. 

SnL Nay, it is in a manner done already ; 

For many carriages he hath dispatch'd 90 

I'o the sea-side, and put his cause and quarrel 
To the disposing of the cardinal : 

With whom yourself, myself and other lords, 

If you think meet, this afternoon will post 
To consummate this business happily. 

Bast. Let it be so: and you, my noble prince. 
With other princes that may best be spared. 

Shall wait ujx^n your father's funeral. 

Hen, At Worcester must his body be in- 
terr'd ; 

For so he will'd it. 

Bast. Thither shall it then : 100 

And happily may your sweet self put on 
The lineal state and glory of the land ! 

To whom, with all submission, on my knee 
I do bequeath my faithful services 
And true subjection everlastingly. 

Sal. And the like tender of our love we make. 
To rest without a spot for evermore. 

P. Hen. 1 have a kind soul that would give 
you thanks 

And knows not how to do it but with tears. 

Bast. O, let us pay the time but needful woe. 
Since it hath been beforehand with our griefs. 1 1 x 
This England never did, nor never shall. 

Lie at the proud foot of a conqueror. 

Hut when it first did help to wound itself. 

Now these her princes arc come home again, 
Come the three corners of the world in arms, 

And we shall shock them. Nought shall make 
us nie. 

If England to itself do rest but true. \^E.xeun(. 


Effigy of John. Engraving from his tomb in Worcester 
Cathedral 



112—118 This England . . . true. See introduction 


403 



THE FIRST PART OF 


King Henry IV 

597 


The two parts of Henry IV are commonly regarded as the apogee of Shakespeare’s 
English history plays; yet they differ from all the others in being almost equally 
chronicle-plays and comedies. As such, in their mixture of history with Action they are 
the effective ancestor of the historical novel; while Falstaff, their grand comic creation, 
is the progenitor of the humorous types who abound in English literature. 

We must note the continuity provided by the dramatist’s provident, planning mind. 
The action of Henry IV springs from Richard II’s historic deposition; but even before 
becoming king Bolingbroke laments the ‘unthrifty’ course of his son and heir Prince 
Hal. Hal is sowing his wild oats with the old reprobate Falstaff and his boon com- 
panions; even so, at his first appearance with them, his regal future is foreshadowed and 
his dignity saved : 


I know you all, and will awhile uphold 
The unyoked humour of your idleness . . . 

So when this loose behaviour I throw off. 

And pay the debt I never promised, 

By how much better than my word lam... 

My reformation, glittering o’er my fault, 

Shall show more goodly, and attract more eyes 
Than that which hath no foil to set it off. 

In the event, he will ‘redeem the time when men think least I will’ - a striking contrast 
with his successor, the late Duke of Windsor, who showed no capacity for redeeming 
his time as king. But Hal, underneath his escapades, is not joyous like Falstaff ; though 
engaging in their pranks, he is really detached from them, cool, controlled and con- 
temptuous. He is really a political type like his father and unlike his cousin Richard 
(whom, in real life, he was fond of as a boy - to add to the tragedy); the Prince is quite 
consistent with the hero-king he became - he shows his quality already on the battlefield 
of Shrewsbury. 

Though the Prince in his salad days can rival Fajl^aff in the virtuosity of his abuse - 
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Portrait believed 
to be that pf 
Henry IV, who 
reigned 
^ 399 -T 41 3 


Falstaff was his butt, as Marie Sykes was Edward VITs butt as Prince of Wales - after 
the comic exploit of robbing the King’s receivers upon Gadshill, he of course restores 
the money, and wit^ interest. There is something deeply touching in the interview 
between the troubled father and his disappointing son, between the King with all his 
anxieties and cares and the carefree Prince, when one sees it enacted. The Prince 
answers his father’s searching reproaches : 

Do not think so, you shall not find it so ; 

And God forgive them that so much have swayed 
Your Majesty’s good thoughts away from me! 

He promises; 

I will redeem all this on Percy’s head, 

And in the closing of some glorious day 
^ Be bold to tell you that I am your son. , 

He kept his word. 

Hotapur and GlendoWer. It usual to regard Hotspur (Percy) with favour, as a 
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gallant English fellow. His nickname tells us that he is in truth a hot-head, all for action 
regardless of consequences, ready to risk everything on a single throw. Though not one 
of the meek, he will inherit six feet of English earth. Nor is he one to take telling or 
learn from experience : 

By heaven, methinks it were an easy leap 
To pluck bright Honour from the pale-faced moon. 

Or dive into the bottom of the deep. 

Where fathom-line could never touch the ground. 

And pluck up drowned Honour by the locks. 

So he that doth redeem her thence might wear 
Without co-rival all her dignities. 

He is most insensitive and rude to Glendower, as the English are apt to be to Celts - 
and it is most impolitic of him, for Glendower is his chief ally; he is dependent upon the 
support of the Welsh in the rebellion against Henry IV. Glendower claims, with the 
psychic sense of the Celts : 

at my nativity 

The front of heaven was full of fiery shapes. 

Of burning cressets, and at my birth 
The frame and huge foundation of the earth 
Shaked like a coward. 

Hotspur replies, with English common sense : 

Why, so it would have done at the same season if your mother’s cat had but 
kittened, though yourself had never been born. 

And he goes on at the leader of the Welsh resistance like that. Glendower boasts : 

Three times hath Henry Bolingbroke made head 
Against my power ; thrice from the banks of Wye 
And sandy-bottomed Severn have I sent him 
Bootless home, and weather-beaten back. 

Hotspur laughs at him : 

Home without boots, and in foul weather too ! 

How scapes he agues, in the devil’s name ? 

Now the strange thing is that, in historic fact, Henry IV three times mounted power- 
ful invasions of Wales and each time was thwarted by exceptional bad weather. No 
wonder Glendower fancied that the elements fought for him - and actually there seem 
to have been some portents around the time of the birth of this leader with his authentic 
charisma. Moreover, the Welsh belief in his legend, or aura, was a fighting factor not to 
be disregarded; Hotspur had not the political sense to see that. The Welsh resistance 
went on for years, and the English never captured its leader; he died, no-one knows 
where, as strangely as he had lived. ^ 

He is a legend in Wales. He was a Welsh mage-, Hotlpur win a fool. 
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Falstaff with 
Hotspur's dead 
body. Painting by 
Robert Smirke 
in ^2- 1H4S) 


Falstaff is at the Antipodes from Hotspur: he is a coward, but he is certainly no fool. 
Take the point of Honour, for which Hotspur would throw away his life. On the battle- 
field Falstaff catechises the concept thus: 

Can honour set to a leg ? No. Or an arm ? No. Or take away the grief of a 
wound ? No. Honour hath no skill in surgery then } No. What is honour? A 
word. What is that word honour? Air. A trim reckoning! Who hath it? He that 
died a-Wednesday. Doth he feel it ? No. Doth he hear it ? No. *Tis insensible 
then? Yea, to the dead. But will it not live with the living? No. . . . Therefore 
ril none of it. Honour is a mere scutcheon . . . 

Falstaff encounters a dead body: 

Soft I Who are you iSir W1||ter Blunt - there’s Honour for you. 
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FalstaflF*s option is : 'Give me life, which if I can save, so; if not. Honour comes unlooked 
for, and there’s an end.* When he found himself attacked by a 'termagant Scot*, he 
counterfeited death. ‘To counterfeit dying, when a man thereby liveth, is to be no 
counterfeit, but the true and perfect image of life indeed. The better part of valour is 
discretion, in the which better part I have saved my life.* 

Can one doubt that his creation spoke for his creator, that prudent non-combatant ? 
No blame attaches to Henry IV and his sons on that score, for they fought for self- 
preservation. Falstaff preserved himself by not fighting. 

Themes. The main theme is the rebellion against Henry IV by the Percies, who had 
helped him to the throne and now thought themselves insufficiently regarded. They 
linked up with the Welsh and the Mortimers to make a dangerous combination, which 
only Henry’s rapid march to Shrewsbury succeeded in forestalling before they could 
unite their forces. It is not usual to appreciate the politic types in Shakespeare : they 
have less popular appeal. A more sophisticated judgment can appreciate Henry IV 
better: he was the right man to occupy the throne. He was an appealing contrast to 
Richard : 


The skipping King, he ambled up and down. 

With shallow jesters and rash bavin wits . . . 

Mingled his royalty with capering fools. 

Had his great name profaned with their scorns . . . 

While he, when only Bolingbroke, knew how to make himself scarce and the more 
valued ; 


And then I stole all courtesy from heaven. 

And dressed myself in such humility 

That I did pluck allegiance from men’s hearts. 

It is the subsidiary subject of Falstaff, however, which has captured the world’s heart. 
We do not need to academicise him - ludicrous to add to his weight with ‘critical* 
argy-bargy : far better to let him speak for himself. 

Background. True, however, that the contemporary background could do with some 
elucidation. Falstaff ’s is that of Elizabethan social life, never more recognisable than in 
the scenes from low life at the Boar’s Head in East Cheap or on the highway, as readers 
of Simon Forman will know. Shakespeare renders it all with extreme virtuosity and 
absolute veracity: he must have known it well, not only from observing its humours. 
Impossible to surpass the depiction of the carriers in the inn-yard at Rochester - quite 
Dickensian, but Elizabethan: ‘An it be not four by the day I’ll be hanged - Charles’s 
wain [i.e. the Plough] is over the new chimney, and yet our horse not packed.* That is 
how they told the time. We hear of criminals packed off to Newgate, two by two. 

Hotspur describes, with contempt, a foppish young aristocrat, but of Shakespeare’s 
time, who had plenty of opportunity of observing such fantastics at Court : 

He was perfumed like a milliner. 

And twixt his finger and his thumb he held 
A pouncet-box, which ever and anon 
He gave his nose and took’t away J|;ain 
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in short, a popinjay, like the Earl of Oxford or Sir Edward Hoby. 

Personal. We come closer still to Shakespeare with ‘any alderman’s thumb-ring’ - 
wasn’t his father Alderman Shakespeare ? We see the son who has gone up in the world 
in Hotspur’s reproof to his wife for saying ‘in good sooth’ : 

Not yours, in good sooth! Heart, you swear like a comfit-maker’s wife - ‘Not 
you, in good sooth’ I, and ‘As true as I live’ I, and ‘As God shall mend me’ !, and 
‘As sure as day’ ! 

These were all middle-class expressions, not suitable for a Lady Percy. 

In addition to the historical reading that went into the play we have a laugh at 
Euphuism in FalstafiP’s ‘though the camomile, the more it is trodden on the faster it 
grows, yet youth, the more it is wasted the sooner it wears.’ And so on. FalstafF and 
Prince Hal put on an act of the King examining the Prince on the particulars of his life - 
greatly to the admiration of the hostess of the Boar’s Head : 

O Jesu, he doth it as like one of these harlotry players as ever I see! 

More endearing is the phrase ‘new reaped showed like a stubble-land at harvest-home’ 
- as one has seen the stubbles on the slopes above Stratford. 

Warwickshire is given a good show again - as Cotswold occurred in Richard II with 
no particular necessity. Falstaff, making for Coventry: ‘we’ll to Sutton Co’fil’ tonight’, 
evidently the way Sutton Coldfield was pronounced. But he would not march his 
mouldy recruits through the city, they would make such a bad impression, with only 
one shirt among them, and that ‘stolen from my host at St. Albans, or the red-nose 
innkeeper of Daintry’ (Daventry). 

Sequel. The immense popularity of Falstaff appears in contemporary references, as 
well as in the demand for printed versions of the play. A quarto of the First Part 
appeared in 1598, and altogether six printings - equalled only by Richard ///-before 
the great Folio of 1623. It is well known that for Falstaff Shakespeare originally used the 
historic name of Sir John Oldcastle, the famous Lollard who died for his religious faith 
and had married into the Cobham family. The portrayal of their family precursor as 
the drunken, thieving old reprobate of the play gave offence to Lord Cobham. Shake- 
speare changed the names of Oldcastle, Harvey and Russell to Falstaff, Bardolph and 
Peto. Lord Cobham lived in Blackfriars, so did Lady Russell, Robert Cecil’s termagant 
aunt, who disapproved of players, especially those playing within the precincts. 

Jokes about Falstaff circulated in the Essex-Southampton circle - evidently they bore 
some relevance to the Cobhams that is lost to us. The immense success of the play 
meant that it was shortly followed by imitations. Shakespeare already had his sequel in 
mind. 

Text and Date offer no problems, since the quartos printed good texts, though a few 
relics of the original names remained. It is obvious that The Merry Wives of Windsor 
came after the second part of Henry IV, since it assumes that the audience is already 
familiar with Justice Shallow. 
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King Henry the Fourth. 
Henry, Prince of Wales, I 
John of Lancaster, i 
Earl of Westmoreland. 
Sir Walter Blunt- 


sons to the King. 


J'homas Percy, Earl of Worcester. 

Henry Percy, Earl of Northumberland. 
Henry J^ekcy, surnamed Hotspur, his son. 
Edmund Mortimpik, Earl of March. 
Richard Scroop, Archbishop of York. 
Archibald, Earl of Douglas- 
OwEN Glendower. 


Sir Richard Vernon. 


Sir John Falstaff. 

Sir Michael, a friend to the Archbishop of 
York. 


POIN.S. 

Gadshill. 

P’El'O. 

Bardolph. 

Lady PercyJ wife to Hotspur, and sister to 
Mortimer. 

Lady Mor timer, daughter to Glendower, 
and wife to Mortimer. 

Mistress Quickly, hostess of a tavern in 
Ea.stcheap. 

Lords, Officers, Sheriff, Vintner, Chamberlain, 
Drawers, two Carriers, Travellers, and At- 
tendants. 

Scene: England. 


ACT I. 

Scene L London, The palace. 

Enter Kin(; Henry, Lord John of Lancas- 
ter, the Earl of Westmoreland, Sir Wal- 
ter Blunt, and others. 

King, So shaken as wc arc, so wan with care, 
Find we a time for frighted peace to pant, 

And breathe short-winded accents of new broiLs 
'Po be commenced in strands afar remote. 
tNo more the thirsty ciunmce of this soil 
Shall daub her lips with her own children’s blood ; 
No more shall trenching war channel her fields, 
Nor bruise her flowerets with the armed hoofs 
Of hostile paces: those opposed eyes, 

Which, like the meteors of a troubled heaven, lo 
All of one nature, ot one substance bred, 

Did lately meet in the intestine shock 
And furious close of civil butchery 

> Shall now, in mutual well-beseeming ranks, 

March all one way and be no more opposed 
Against acquaintance, kindred and allies: 

The edge of war, like an ill-sheathed knife, 

No more shall cut his master. Therefore, friends, 
As far as to the sepulchre of Christ, 

Whose .soldier now, under whose blessed cross 20 
We are impressed and engaged to fight, 

' Forthwith a power of English shall wc levy; 
Whose arms were moulded in their mothers’ womb 
To chase these pagans in those holy fields 
Over whose acres walk’d those blessed feet 
Which fourteen hundred years ago were nail’d 
F or our advantage on the bitter cross. 

But this our purpose now is twelve month old, 

> And bootless ’tis to tell you we will go : 

Therefore we meet not now. Then let me hear 30 
Of you, my gentle cousin Westmoreland, 

What yesternight our council did decree 


• A bullet beside a text line tndicates an annotation in the 
opposite, column 

14 mutual well-beseeming. Well-ordered. 

22 power. Army. 

29 bootless. Useless. 

Opposite: Falstaff: ‘Let him kill the next*. Drawing by 
Anthony Walker (1726-65) 
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Coronation of Henr>^ IV. Engraving from a medieval 
manuscript 

39 limits of the charge. Assignments of duty. 

40 irregular and wild. i.e. engaging in guerrilla tactics. 
55 Holmedon. Humbleton in Northumberland. 

58 shape of likelihood. The likely outcome. 

66 smooth. Soothing. 


In forwarding this dear expedience. 

IVest. Aly liege, this haste was hot in question, 

• And many limits of the charge set down 

But yesternight: when all athwart there came 
A post from Wales loaden with heavy news ; 
Whose worst was, that the noble Mortimer, 
Leading the men of Herefordshire to fight 

• Against the irregular and wild Glendower, 40 
Was by the rude hands of that Welshman taken, 
A thousand of his p>eople butchered ; 

Upon whose dead corpse there was such misuse, 
Such beastly shameless transformation, 

By those Welshwomen done as may not be 
Without much shame retold or spoken of. 

King. It seems then that the tidings of this 
broil 

Drake off our business for the Holy Land. 

West. I’his match’d with other did, my gra- 
cious lord ; 

For more uneven and unwelcome news 50 

Came from the north and thus it did import : 

On Holy-rood day, the gallant Hotspur there. 
Young Harry Percy and brave Archibald, 

That ever-valiant and approved Scot, 

• At Holmedon met, 

Where they did spend a sad and bloody hour; 

As by discharge of their artillery, 

• And shape of likelihood, the news was told ; 

For he that brought them, in the very heat 
And pride of their contention did take horse, 60 
Uncertain of the issue any way. 

King. Here is a dear^ a true industrious friend, 
Sir Walter Blunt, new lighted from his horse, 
Stain’d with the variation of each soil 
Betwixt that Holmedon and this seat of ours ; 

• And he hath brought us smooth and welcome news. 
The Earl of Douglas is discomfited : 

Ten thousand bold Scots, two and twenty knights. 
Balk’d in their own blood did Sir Walter see 
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On Holmedon*s plains. Of prisoners, Hotspur 
took 70 

Mordake the Earl of Fife, and eldest son 
To beaten Douglas ; and the Earl of Athol, 

Of Murray, Angus, and Menteith : 

And is not this an honourable spoil? 

A gallant prize? ha, cousin, is it not? 

IVest, In faith. 

It is a conquest for a prince to boast of. 

King. Yea, there thou makest me sad and 
makest me sin 

In envy that my Lord Northumberland 
Should be the father to so blest a son, 80 

A son who is the theme of honour’s tongue ; 
Amongst a grove, the very straightest plant ; 
Who is sweet Fortune’s minion and her pride: 
Whilst I, by looking on the praise of him, 

See riot and dishonour stain the brow 
Of my youn^ Harry. O that it could be proved 
That some night-tripping fairy had exchanged 
In cradle-clothes our children where they lay, 
And call’d mine Percy, his Plantagenet ! 

Then would I have his Harry, and he mine. 90 
But let him from my thoughts. What think you, 
coz. 

Of this young Percy’s pride ? the prisoners. 
Which he in this adventure hath surprised, 

• To his own use he keeps ; and sends me word, 

I shall have none but Mordake Earl of Fife. 

West. This is his uncle's teaching: this is 
Worcester, 

Malevolent to you in all aspe<5ls; 

• Which makes him prune himself, and bristle up 
The crest of youth against your dignity. 

King, But I have sent for him to answer this ; 
And for this cause awhile we must negledi 101 
Our holy purpose to Jerusalem. 

Cousin, on Wednesday next our council we 
Will hold at Windsor ; so inform the lords : 

But come yourself with speed to us again ; 

For more is to be said and to be done 
Than out of anger can be uttered. 

[Vest, I will, my liege. [Exeunt, 

Scene II. London, An apartment of the 
Prince's. 

Enter the Prince of Wales and Falstaff. 

Fal, Now. Hal, what time of day is it, lad? 
Prince, Thou art so fat-witted, with drinking 

• of old sack and unbuttoning thee after supper 
and sleeping upon benches after noon, that thou 
hast forgotten to demand that truly which thou 
wouldst truly know. What a devil hast thou to 
do with the time of the day? Unless hours were 
cups of sack and minutes capons and clocks the 

• tongues of bawds and dials the signs of leaping- 
houses and the blessed sun himself a fair hot 
wench in flame-coloured taffeta, I see no reason 
why thou shouldst be so superfluous to demand 
the time of the day. 

Fal, Indeed, you come near me now, Hal ; 
for we that take purses to by the moon and the 

• seven stars, and not by rhceou^ he, ^ that wan- 
dering knight so fair.' And, 1 prithee, sweet 
wagy when thou art king, as, God save thy 

race,— majesty I should say, for grace thou wilt 
ave none, — 20 

Prince, What, none? 


94 To his own use he keeps, i.e. for ransom. 

98 prune. As in falconry when a bird trims its feathers; 
preen. 



William Thomas Lewis, the i8th century English actor, 
as Prince Hal, Covent Garden Theatre, London, 1775 

3 sack. Spanish white wine. 

9-10 leaping- houses. Brothels. 

16—17 Phoebus . . .fair. i.e. not by day like the ‘wander- 
ing knight’ of a popular ballad. 
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23 efifi and butter. Friday or Lenten fare, not worthy of 
much f?race. 

24 roundly. To the point. 

29 Diana. The f^oddess of huntinR. 

40 'Lay by'. ‘Hands up’, ‘pull over’. 

41 'Brinfi in', i.e. the fare the inn has to offer. 

47-48 Hybla. A well-known source of honey in Sicily. 
old lad of the castle. An allusion to Sir John Oldcastle. 

51 quiddities. Subtleties. 

55 reckoning. Settlement of the bill. 

82 no lean wardrobe. The hangman had the right to the 
clothes of the condemned. 

83 gib cat or a lugged bear. Tom cat or a baited bear. 

88 Moor-ditch. The narrow and filthy town ditch of 
London, associated with misery. 



Moorditch and Moorfield. Detail from Ralph Agas’s 
map of London c. 1560-70 


90 comparative. Imaginative. 


Fal. No, by my troth, not so much as will 

• serve to be prologue to an egg and butter. 

• Prince. Well, how then ? come, roundly, 
roundly. 

Fal. Marry, then, sweet wag, when thou art 
king, let not us that are squires of the night’s 
body be called thieves of the day’s beauty : let 

• us be Diana’s foresters, gentlemen of the shade, 
minions of the moon ; and let men say we be men 
of good government, being governed, as the sea 
is, by our noble and chaste mistress the moon, 
under whose countenance we steal. 

Prince, Thou sayest well, and it holds well 
too ; for the fortune of us that are the moon’s 
men doth ebb and flow like the sea, being govern- 
ed, as the sea is, by the moon. As, lor proof, 
now: a purse of gold most resolutely snatched 
on Monday night and most dissolutely .spent on 

• Tuesday morning: got with swearing ‘Lay by' 

• and spent with crying ‘ Bring in now in as low 
an ebb as the foot of the ladder and by and by 
in as high a flow as the ridge of the gallows. 

Fal. By the Lord, thou sayest true, lad. 
And is not my hostess of the tavern a most sweet 
wench ? 

• Prince, As the honey of Hybla, my old lad 

of the castle. And is not a buff jerkin a most 
sweet robe of durance ? 49 

Fal, How now, how now, mad wag! what, in 

• thy quips and thy quiddities? what a plague 
have 1 to do with a buff jerkin? 

Prince. Why, what a pox have I to do with 
my hostess of the tavern ? 

• Fal. Well, thou hast called her to a reckoning 
many a time and oft. 

Prince, Did I ever call for thee to pay thy 
part ? 

Fal. No; I’ll give thee thy due, thou hast 
paid all there. 60 

Prince. Yea, and elsewhere, so far as my coin 
would stretch : and where it would not, 1 have 
used my credit. 

Fal. Yea, and so used it that, were it not 
here apparent that thou art heir apparent — But, 

I prithee, sweet w^ag, shall there be gallows stand- 
ing in England when thou art king? and re.solu- 
tion thus fobbed as it is with the rusty curb of 
old father antic the law? Do not thou, when 
thou art king, hang a thief. 70 

Prince. No ; thou shall. 

Fal. Shall 1 ? O rare ! By the Lord, I ’ll be 
a brave judge. 

Prince. Thou judgest false already : T mean, 
thou .shalt have the hanging of the thieves and so 
become a rare hangman. 

Fal. Well, Hal, well ; and in .some sort it 
jumps with my humour as well as waiting in the 
court, I can tell you. 

Prince. For obtaining of suits? 80 

Fal. Yea, for obtaining of suits, whereof the 

• hangman hath no lean wardrobe. ’Sblood, I am 

• as melancholy as a gib cat or a lugged bear. 

Prince. Or an old lion, or a lover’s lute. 

Fal. Yea, or the drone of a Lincolnshire 
bagpipe. 

Prifice. What sayest thou to a hare, or the 

• melancholy of Moor-ditch? 

Fal, Thou hast the most unsavoury similes 

• and art indeed the most comparative, rascalliest, 
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sweet young prince. But, Hal, I prithee, trou- 
ble me no more with vanity. I would to God 
thou and I knew where a commodity of good 
names were to be bought. An old lord of the 
council rated me the other day in the .street 
about you, sir, but I marked him not ; and yet 
he talked very wisely, but I regarded him not; 
and yet he talked wisely, and in the street too. 

• Prince. Thou didst well; for w'isdoin cries 
out in the streets, and no man regards it. loo 

FaL (_), thou hast damnable iteration and art 
indeed able to corrufjt a saint. Thou hast done 
much harm upon me, Hal; God forgive thee 
for it I Before I knew thee, Hal, I knew 
nothing; and now am I, if a man should speak 
truly, little better than one of the wicked. I 
must give over this life, and I will give it over : 
by the Lord, an I do not, I am a villain: 1*11 
be damned for never a king’s son in Christendom. 

Prince. Where shall we take a purse to-mor- 
row. Jack? Ill 

FaL ’Zounds, where thou wilt, lad ; I ’ll make 

• one ; an I do not, call me villain and baffle me. 

Prince. I see a good amendment of life in 
thee ; from praying to purse- taking. 

Fal. Why, Hal, ’tis my vocation, Hal; *tis 
no sin for a man to labour in his vocation. 

Enter PoiNS. 

Poins ! Now shall we know if Gadshill have 

• set a match. O, if men were to be saved by 
merit, what hole in hell were hot enough for 
him? This is the most omnipotent villain that 
ever cried * Stand’ to a true man. 

Prince, (iood morrow, Ned. 

Poins. Good morrow, sweet Hal. What says 
Monsieur Remorse? what says Sir John Sack 
and Sugar? Jack! how agrees the devil and 
thee about thy soul, that thou soldest him on 
(lood- Friday last for a cup of Madeira and a cold 
capon’s leg? 129 

Prince. Sir John stands to his word, the 
devil .shall have his bargain ; for he was never 
yet a breaker of proverbs: he will give the devil 
his due. 

J*oins. Then art thou damned for keeping thy 
word with the devil. 

• Prince. Else he had been damned for cozening 
the devil. 

Pohis^ But, my lads, my lads, to-morrow 

• morning, by four o’clock, early at Gadshill I 
there are pilgrims going to Canterbury with rich 
offerings, and traders riding to London with fat 

• x>urses : I have vizards for you all ; you have 
horses for yourselves: Gadshill lies to-night in 
Rochester: I have bespoke supper to-morrow 
night in Eastcheap : we may do it as secure as 
sleep. If you will go, I will stuff your purses 
full of crowns ; if you will not, tarry at home and 
be hanged. 

Fat. Hear ye, Yedward; if I tarry at home 
and go not, I ’ll hang you for going. 150 

• Poins. You will, chops? 

FnL Hal, wilt thou make one? 

Prince. Who, I rob? I a thief? not I, by my 
faith. 

FnL There's neither honesty, manhood, nor 
good fellowship in thee, nor thou earnest not of 


M-100 for wisdom . . . regards it. Biblical allusion 
(Proverbs i, 20- 24). 

113 baffle. Disgrace, degrade. 

119 set a match. Planned a robbery. 

136 cozening. Cheating. 

139 Gadshill. Hill on the road to Canterbury notorious 
for its robberies. 

142 vizards. Masks. 

1B1 chops. Fat chetks. 
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178 All‘halloum summer. Fine weather in late autumn. 



Prince Henry, Poins and FalstafT. Engraving from a 
painting by W.Q. Orchardson (1835-1910) 


201 cases of buckram. Rough outer garments. 


the blood royal, if thou darest not stand for ten 
shillings. 

Prince, ,Well then, once in my days I '11 be a 
madcap. x 6 o 

Fal, Why, that ’s well said. 

Prince, Well, come what will, I'll tanry at 
home. 

Fal, By the Lord, I '11 be a traitor then, when 
thou art king. 

Prince, 1 care not. 

Poins, Sir John, I prithee, leave the prince 
and me alone : 1 will lay him down such reasons 
for this adventure that he shall go. ^ 169 

Fal, Well, God give thee the spirit of per- 
suasion and him the ears of profiting, that what 
thou speakest may move and what he hears may 
be believed, that the true prince may, for recrea- 
tion sake, prove a false thief; for the poor abuses 
of the time want countenance. Farewell: you 
shall hnd me in Eastcheap. 

Prince, Farewell, thou latter spring! farewell, 

• All-hallown summer ! [Ejcil Falstajff', 

Poins, Now, my good sweet honey lord, ride 
with us to-morrow : 1 have a jest to execute that 
I cannot manage alone. Falstaff, Bardolph, 
Peto and Gadshill shall rob those men that we 
have already waylaid ; yourself and I will not 
be there ; and when they have the booty, if you 
and I do not rob them, cut this head off from my 
shoulders. 

Prince, How shall we part with them in set- 
ting forth ? 

Poins, Why, we will set forth before or after 
them, and appoint them a place of meeting, 
wherein it is at our pleasure to fail, and then will 
they adventure upon the exploit themselves; 
which they shall have no sooner achieved, but 
we'll set upon them. 

Prince. Yea, but 'tis like that they will know 
us by our horses, by our habits and by every 
other appointment, to be ourselves. 

Poins, Tut! our horses they shall not see; 
I'll tie them in the wood; our vizards we will 
change after we leave them : and, sirrah, I have 

• cases of buckram for the nonce, to immask our 
noted outward garments. 

Prince, Yea, but I doubt they will be too 
hard for us. 

Poins, Well, for two of them, I know them to 
be as true-bred cowards as ever turned back ; and 
for the third, if he fight longer than he sees rea- 
son, 1 '11 forswear arms. The virtue of this jest 
will be, the incomprehensible lies that this same 
fat rogue will tell us when we meet at supper : 
how thirty, at least, he fought with ; what wards, 
what blows, what extremities he endured; and 
in the reproof of this lies the jest. 

Prince, Well, I '11 go with thee : provide us 
all things necessary and meet me to-morrow night 
in Eastchew; there I'll sup. Farewell. 

Poins, Farewell, my lord. [Exit, 

Prince, I know you all, and will awhile up- 
hold 

The unyoked humour of your idleness : 

Yet herein will I imitate the sun, 220 

Who doth permit the base contarious douds 
To smother up his beauty from the world* 

That, when he please again to be himself, 

Being wanted, he may be more wonder'd at. 
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By breaking through the foul and ugly mists IS hdp. Helped. 

Of vapours that did seem to strangle him. 

If all the year were playing holidays, 27 msprition. MisundewtendinR. 

To sport would be as tedious as to work ; 

But when they seldom come, they wish'd for 
come, 

And nothing; pleaseth but rare accidents, 230 
So, when this loose behaviour I throw off 
And pay the debt I never promised, 

By how much better than my word I am, 

By so much shall I falsify men's hopes ; 

And like bright me^ on a sullen ground, 

My reformation, glittering o’er my fault, 

SKall show more aoodly and attradl more eyes 
Than that which rath no foil to set it off. 

I’ll so offend, to make offence a skill ; 

Redeeming time when men think least I will. 240 

[Exit 

Scene III. London. The palace. 

Enter the King, Northumberland, Worces- 
ter, Hotspur, Sir Walter Blunt, with 
others. 

King, My blood hath been too cold and 
temperate. 

Unapt to stir at these indimities. 

And you have found me ; tor accordingly 
You tread upon my patience : but be sure 
I will from henceforth rather be myself, 

Mighty and to be fear’d, than my condition ; 

Wluch hath been smooth as oil, soft as young 
down. 

And therefore lost that title of respedl 
Which the proud soul ne’er pays but to the proud. 

Wor, Our house, my sovereign liege, little 
deserves 10 

The scourge of greatness to be used on it ; 

And that same greatness too which our own 
hands 

• Have holp to make so portly. 

North. My lord, — 

King, Worcester, get thee gone; for I do 
see 

Danger and disobedience in thine eye : 

O, sir, your presence is too bold and peremptory, 

And majesty might never yet endure 
The moody frontier of a servant brow. 

You have good leave to leave us : when we need 
Your use and counsel, we shall send for you. 21 

[Exit IVor, 

You were about to speak. f To North, 

North. ^ Yea, my good lord. 

Those prisoners in your highness’ name de- 
manded, 

Which Harry Percy here at Holmedon took, 

Were, as he says, not with such strength denied 
As is deliver’d to your majesty : 

• Either envy, therefore, or misprision 
Is wilty 01 this fault and not my son. 

Hot. My liege, I did deny no prisoners. 

But I remember, when the fight was done, 30 
When I ¥fai dry with rage and extreme toil, 

Breadiless and faint, leaning upon my sword, 

Came there a certain lord, neat, and trimly 
dress’d, 

Fresh as a bndegroom ; and his chin new reap’d 
Show’d like a stubble-land at harvest-home ; 

He was perfumed like a milliner ; 
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38 pouncet-box. Scent-box. 

58 parmaceti. An ointment: spermaceti, a white waxy 
substance from the head of the sperm whale. 

87 indent. Make barf^ains. 

84 fall off. Break his allej^iance. 

101 changing hardiment. Equal courage. 


Hotspur; ‘And 'twixt his finger and his thumb he held A 
pouncet-box . . .' Painting of Hotspur and the Fop by 
S.J.E. Jones, 1828 


And ’twixt his hneer and his thumb he held 

• A pouncet-box, >^ich ever and anon 

He gave his nose and took’t away again ; 39 

Who therewith angry, when it next came there. 
Took it in snufT ; and still he smiled and talk'd, 
And as the soldiers bore dead bodies by, 

He call'd them untaught knaves, unmannerly, 

To bring a slovenly unhandsome corse 
Betwixt the wind and his nobility. 

With many holiday and lady terms 
He question'd me ; amongst the rest, demanded 
My prisoners in your majesty's behalf. 

I then, all smarting with my wounds being cold. 
To be so pester'd with a popinjay, 50 

Out of my grief and my impatience, 

Answer'd negledlingly I know not what. 

He should, or he should not; for he made me 
mad 

To see him shine so brisk and smell so sweet 
And talk so like a waiting-gentlewoman 
Of guns and drums and wounds, — God save the 
mark ! — 

And telling me the sovereign'st thing on earth 

• Was parmaceti for an inward bruise ; 

And that it was great pity, so it was, 

I'his villanous salt-petre should be digg'd 60 
Out of the bowels of the harmless earthy 
Which many a good tall fellow had destroy’d 
So cowardly; and but for these vile guns, 

He would himself have been a soldier. 

This bald unjointed chat of his, my lord, 

I answer'd indiredlly, as I said ; 

And I beseech you, let not his rep>ort 
Come current for an accusation 
Betwixt my love and your high majesty. 

Blunt, The circumstance consider'd, good my 
lord, 70 

Whate'er Lord Harry Percy then had said 
Po such a pierson and in such a place, 

At such a time, with all the rest retold, 

May reasonably die and never rise 
To do him wron^ or any way impeach 
What then he said, so he unsay it now. 

Kinf, Why, yet he doth deny his prisoners, 
But with proviso and exception. 

That we at our own charge shall ransom straight 
His brother-in-law, the foolish Mortimer ; 80 

Who, on my soul, hath wilfully betray’d 
The lives of those that he did lead to fight 
Against that great magician, damn’d Glendower, 
Whose daughter, as we hear, the Earl of March 
Hath lately married. Shall our coffers, then. 

Be emptied to redeem a traitor home ? 

» Shall we buy treason ? and indent with fears, 
When they have lost and forfeited themselves? 
No, on the barren mountains let him starve ; 

For I shall never hold that man my friend 90 
Whose tongue shall ask me for one penny cost 
To ransom home revolted Mortimer. 

Hot, Revolted Mortimer ! 

He never did fall off, my sovereign liege, 

But by the chance of war : to prove that true 
Needs no more but one tongue for all those 
wounds, 

Those mouthed wounds, which valiantly he took, 
When on the gentle Severn’s sed^ bank. 

In single opposition, hand to hand, 

He did contend the best part of an hour too 
In changing hardiment with great Glendower: 
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Three times they breathed and three times did 
they drink. 

Upon agreement, of swift Severn’s flood ; 

Who then, affrighted with their bloody looks, 
Ran fearfidly among the trembling reeds, 

And hid his crisp head in the hollow lumk 
Bloodstained with these valiant combatants. 

• Never did base and rotten policy 
Colour her working with such deadly wounds ; 
Nor never could the noble Mortimer no 

Receive so many, and all willingly : 

Then let not him be slander’d with revolt. 

Kiftf;, Thou dost belie him, Percy, thou dost 
belie him; 

He never did encounter with Glendover: 

I tell thee, 

He durst as well have met the devil alone 
As Owen Glendower for an enemy. 

Art thou not ashamed? But, sirrah, henceforth 
Let me not hear you speak of Mortimer: 

Send me your prisoners with the speediest means. 
Or you shall hear in such a kind from me i2x 
As will displease you. My Lord Northumber- 
land, 

We license your departure with your son. 

Send us your prisoners, or you will hear of it. 

\Exeunt King Henry ^ Blunt ^ and train, 
Hotn ^An if the devil come and roar for them, 
I will not send them : I will after straight 
And tell him so ; for I will ease my heart. 

Albeit I make a hazard of my head. 

North. What, drunk with choler? stay and 
pause awhile: 

Here comes your uncle. 

Re-enter Worcester. 

Hot, Si^ak of Mortimer ! 130 

’Zounds, I will speak of him ; and let my soul 
Want mercy, if 1 do not join with him : 

Yea, on his part I’ll empty all these veins, 

And shed my dear blood drop by drop in the dust, 
But I will lift the down-trod Mortimer 
As hi^h in the air as this unthankful king. 

As this ingrate and canker’d Bolingbroke. 

North, Brother, the king hath made your 
nephew mad. 

Wor, Who struck this heat up after I was 
gone? 

Hot, He will, forsooth, have all my pri- 
soners ; 140 

And when I urged the ransom once again 
Of my wife’s brother, then his dieek look’d pale, 
And on my face he turn’d an eye of death. 
Trembling even at the name of Mortimer. 

Wor, I cannot blame him : was not he pro- 
claim’d 

By Richard that dead is the next of blood? 

North, He was ; I heard the proclamation : 
And then it was when the unhappy king, — 
Whose wrongs in us God pardon I— did set forth 
Upon his Irish expedition ; 250 

From whence he intercepted did return 
To be deposed and shortly murdered. 

Wor, And for whose death we in the world’s 
wide mouth 

Live scandalized and foully spoken of. 

Hot, But, soft, I pray you ; did King Richard 
then 

Proclaim my brother Edmund Mortimer 


108 policy. Cunning. 



King: ‘'^rhou dost belie him, Percy, thou dost belie him’. 
Hotspur with the King. Drawing by Anthony Walker 
(1726-65) 
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168 predicament. Category. 

207 corrivaL Associate. 

208 half-faced fellowship. Sharing of honours. 

209 figures. Figments of the imagination. 


Heir to the crown? 

North, He did ; myself did hear k. 

Hot, Nay, then I cannot blaxne his couian 
kina, 

That wish’d him on the barren mountains starve. 
But shall it be, that you, that set the crovm z6o 
Upon the head of this forgetful man 
And for his sake wear the detested blot 
Of murderous subornation, shall it be. 

That you a world of curses undeigo, 

Being the agents, or base second means. 

The cords, the ladder, or the hangman rather? 
O, pardon me that I descend so low, 

• To show the line and the predicament 
Wherein you range under this subtle king ; 

Shall it for shame be spoken in these days, zjo 
Or fill up chronicles in time to come, 

That men of your nobility and power 
Did gage them both in an unjust behalf. 

As both of you— God pardon it ! — ^have done. 

To put down Richard, that sweet lovely rose. 
And plant this thorn, this canker, Bolingbroke? 
And shall it in more sl^mc be further spoken. 
That you are fool’d, discarded and shook off 
By him for whom these diiames ye underwent? 
No ; yet time serves wherein you may redeem z8o 
Your banish’d honours and restore yout^ves 
Into the good thoughts of the world again. 
Revenge the j^ring and disdain’d contempt 
Of this proud Inng, who studies day and night 
To answer all the debt he owes to you 
Even with the bloody payment of your deaths : 
Therefore, I say, — 

OK Peace, cousin, say no more : 

And now I will unclasp a secret book. 

And to your quick-conceiving discontents 
1 ’ll read you matter deep and dangerous, Z90 
As full of peril and adventurous spirit 
As to o’er-walk a current roaring loud 
On the unsteadfast footing of a spear. 

Hot^ If he fall in, good night ! or sink or 
swim: 

Send danger from the east unto the west. 

So honour cross it from the north to south. 

And let them grapple : O, the blood more stirs 
To rouse a lion than to start a hare ! 

North, Imagination of some ^at exploit 
Drives him beyond the bounds of patience. 900 
Hot, By heaven, methinks it were an easy 
leap, 

To pluck bright honour from the pale-faced moon. 
Or dive into the bottom of the deep. 

Where fathom-line could never touch the mtmnd. 
And pludc up drowned honour by the loc^ ; 

So he that doth redeem her thence might wear 

• Without corrival all her dignities: 

• But out upon this half-facra fellowship! 

• IVoK He apprehends a world of figures here. 
But not the form of what he should attend. 2x0 
Good cousin, give me audience for a while. 

Hot, I c^ you mercy. 

}Vor, Those same noble Soots 

That are your prisonexs,— • 

Hoi, I *il keep them all; 

By God, he diall not have a Scot of them ; 

No, if a Scot would save his soul, he shall not : 

1*11 keep thmn, by this hand. 

IVor, You start away 

And lend no ear unto my purposes. 


480 





Act I Scene III KING HENRY IV Part I 


Those prisoners you shall keep. 

Hot, Nay, I will ; that’s flat : 

He said he would not ransom Mortimer ; 

Forbad my tonaw to speak of Mortimer ; aao 
But I will find him when he lies asleep^ 

And in his ear I’ll holla * Mortimer 1’ 

Nay, 

I’ll have a starling shall be taught to speak 
Nothing but ^Mortimer,’ and it hnn. 

To keep his anger still in motion. 

Wor^ Hear tou, cousin ; a word. 

Hot. All studies here I solemnly defy, 

Save how to gall and pinch this Bolingbroke : 

• And that same sword-and-buckler Prince of 

Wales, 230 

But that I think his father loves him not 
And would be glad he met with some mis- 
chance, 

I would have him poison’d with a pot of ale. 

Wor. Farewell, kinsman : I’ll talk to you 
When you are better temper’d to attend. 

North. Why, what a wasp-stung and impa- 
tient fool 

Art thou to break into this woman’s mood. 

Tying thine ear to no tongue but thine own ! 

Hot. Why, look you, 1 am whipp’d and 
scourged with rc^, 

• Nettled and stung with pismires, when I hear 

Of this vile politician, Bolingbroke. 241 

In Richard’s time, — ^what do you call the place ? — 
A plague upon it, it is in Gloucestershire ; 

• ’Twas where the madcap duke his uncle kept, 
His uncle York ; where I first bow’d my knee 
Unto this king of smiles, this Bolingbroke, — 
’SUoodl- 

When you and he came bade firom Ravenspurgh. 
North* At Berkley casde. 

Hoi* You say true : 250 

Why, what a cai^v deal of courtesy 
This fawning greynound then did proffer me ! 
Look, *when his infant fortune came to age,’ 

And * gentle Harry Percy,’ and *kind cousin 
O, the devil take such cozeners ! God forgive me 1 
Good uncle, tell your tale : I have done. 

Wor. Nay, if you have not, to it again ; 

We wfll stay your leisure. 

Hot. I have done, i’ faith. 

WoTm Then once more to your Scottish pri- 
soners. 

Deliver them up without their ransom straight. 
And make the Dou^as’ son your only mean a6x 
For powers in Soouand ; which, for divers rea- 

Which I shall send you written, be aasured, 

Will easily be grantM. You, my lord, 

[To Ifortkmmierland. 
Your son in Scotland being thus employ’d. 

Shall secretly into the bosom cree p 
Of Aat same noble prelate, well bdoved. 

The ardibidipp. 

Hot. OfYork,isitnotf 
Wrr. True: whobearshard 270 

Hia brother’s death at Bri^, the Lord Scroop. 

1 smt in 

wlMt I think mii^t hat iriwt I know 
Is nunbnlnd. plottM and Mt down, 

And onljr Mm but to bsludd dm Acs 
Of dato cenMo n dint shall bring it on. 

IML Isasdllt: npoanqrlwtb itwOl dowdL 


2M sword^and-lmckler. Ruffianly, swashbuckling. 




Winiam Creswick, the Victorian actor, as Hotspur, 
Sadler’s Wells Theatre, London, 1846 


240 pismires. Ants. 
244 kept. Resided. 
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284 ratstrtfi of a head. Raising a force. 

285 et'en. Carefully. 

288 pay us home. Pay us out. 



Rochester in Shakespeare’s time. Engraving from John 
Speed’s Theatre of the Empire of Great Britaine, 
1611-12 

2 Charles* wain. The Great Bear. 

S— 8 beat Cufs saddle . . . out of all cess. Beat the saddle to 
soften it, put some wool in; the poor nag has a badly 
galled back. 

11 bots. Worms. 

17 tench. A fish with red spots. 

22 Jordan. Chamber pot. 

23 chamber-lie. Urine. 

27 razes. Roots. 


North. Before the game is afoot, thou still 
let’st slip. 

Hot. Why, it cannot choose but be a noble 
plot: 

And then the power of Scotland and of York, 280 
To join with Mortimer, ha? 

War. And so they shall. 

Hot. In faith, it is exceedingly well aim’d. 

Wor, And ’tis no little reason bids us speed, 

• To save our heads by raising of a head ; 

• For, bear ourselves as even as we can. 

The king will always think him in our debt. 

And think we think ourselves unsatisfied, 

• Till he hath found a time to pay us home : 

And see already how he doth begin 

To make us strangers to his looks of love. 290 

Hot. He does, he does : we’ll be revenged on 
him. 

Wor. Cousin, farewell : no further go in this 
Than I by letters shall diredl your course. 

When time is ripe, which will be suddenly, 

I *11 steal to Glendower and Lord Mortimer ; 
Where you and Douglas and our powers at once, 
As I will fashion it, shall happily meet. 

To bear our fortunes in our own strong arms. 
Which now we hold at much uncertainty. 

North. Farewell, good brother: we shall 
thrive, 1 trust. 300 

Hot. Uncle, adieu ; O, let the hours be short 
Till fields and blows and groans applaud, our 
sport ! \_Exeunt. 

ACT II. 

Scene I. Rochester. Anmnyesrd. 

Enter a Carrier with a lantern in his Imnd. 

First Car. Heigh-ho 1 an it be not four by 

• the day, Til be hanged: Charles* wain is over 
the new chimney, and yet our horse not packed. 
What, ostler ! 

Ost. f Within] Anon, anon. 

• First Car. I prithee, Tom, beat Cut’s saddle, 
put a few flocks in the point; poor jade, is wrung 
m the withers out of all cess. 

Enter another Carrier. 

Sec. Car. Peas and beans are as dank here 
as a dog, and that is the next way to ^ve poor 

• jades the bots : this house is turned upside down 
since Robin Ostler died. 

First Car. Poor fellow, never joyed since the 
price of oats rose ; it was the death of him. 

Sec. Car. I think this be the most villanous 
house in all London road for fleas : I am. stung 

• like a tench. 

First Car. Like a tench ! by the massi there 
is ne’er a king christen could be belter hit than I 
have been since the first cock. ao 

Sec. Car. Why, they will allow us ncTer a 

• jordan. and then we leak in your chimney; and 

• your cnamber-lie breeds fleas like a loach. 

First Car. What, ostler ! come away and be 
hanged ! come away. 

Sec. Car. I have a gaaamon of bacon and two 

• rases of ginger, to be delivered as far as Charing* 
cross. 

First Car. God’s body! the turkeys in mv 
pannier are quite starved. What, ostler 1 A 
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plague on thee ! hast thou never an eye in thy 
head? canst not hear? An 'twcre not as good 
deed as drink, to break the pate on thee, I am a 
very villain. Come, and m hanged 1 hast no 
faith in thee? 


Enter Gadshill. 

Gads, Good morrow, carriers. What 's o’clock ? 

First Car. I think it be two o'clock. 

Gads. I prithee, lend me thy lantern, to see 
my gelding in the stable. 

First Car. Nay, by God, soft; I know a 
trick worth two of that, i’ faith. 41 

G{uis. I pray thee, lend me thine. 

Sec. Car, Ay, when? canst tell? Lend me 
ihy lantern, quoth he ? marry, I '11 see thee hanged 
hrst. 

Gads. Sirrah carrier, what time do you mean 
to come to London ? 

Sec. Car. Time enough to go to bed with a 
candle, I warrant thee. Come, neighbour Mugs, 

• we’ll call up the gentlemen : they will along with 

• company, for they have great charge. 51 

[Exeunt Carriers. 

Gads. What, ho ! chamberlain ! 

Cham. [IVithin] At hand, quoth pick-purse. 

Gads. That’s even as fair as — at hand, quoth 
the chamberlain ; for thou variest no more from 
picking of purses than giving diredlion doth from 
iabounng ; thou layest the ^ot how. 


Enter Chamberlain. 

Cham. Good morrow, Master Gadshill. It 
holds current that I told you yesternight : there 's 

• a franklin in the wild of Kent hath brought three 
hundred marks with him in gold : I heard him 
tell it to one of his company last night at supper ; 
a kind of auditor; one that hath abundance of 
charge too, God knows what. They are up 
already, and call for eggs and butter : they will 
away presently. 

• Gads. Sirrah, if they meet not with Saint 
Nicholas’ clerks. I’ll give thee this neck. 

Cham. No, I’ll none of it: I pray thee, keep 
that for the hangman ; for I know thou worship- 
pest Saint Nichenas as truly as a man of falsehood 
ms^. 

uads. What talkest thou to me of the hang- 
man ? if I hang, I ’ll make a fat pair of gallows ; 
for if 1 hang, old Sir John hangs with me, and 
thou knowest he is no starveling. Tut! there 
are other Trojans that thou dreamest not of, the 
which for sport sake are content to do the pro- 
fession some grace ; that would, if matters should 
be looked into, for their own credit sake* make 

• all whole. I am joined with no foot land«rakers, 
no long-staff sixpenny strikers, none of these mad 

• mustachio purple-hued malt-worms; but with 
nobility and tranquillity, burgomasters and great 

• oneyers, such as can hold in, such as will .strike 

sooner man speak, and speak sooner than drink, 
and drink sooner than pray : and yet, ’zounds, I 
li^ ; for they pray continually to their saint, the 
commonwealtn ; or rather, not pray to her, but 
prey on her, for they ride up and down on her 
ua make her their hoots. 91 

Cham. What, the commonwealth their boots? 
will she hold out water in foul way? 

• Cads. She will, she will ; justice hath liquored 



The Inn Yard with Gadshill and the Carriers. Painting 
by Robert Smirke (1752-1845) 


50 will along with. Wish to go along with. 

51 charge. Baggage. 

60 franklin. Freeholder, yeoman. 

67—68 Saint Nicholas' clerks. Robbers. 

81—82 foot land-rakers . . . long-staff sixpenny strikers. 
Foot-pads, robbers. 

83 mustachio . . . worms. Bewhiskered purple-faced 
soakers. 

85 oneyers. Officers. 

94 liquored. A quibble on ‘greased’ and ‘bribed’. 
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KING HENRY IV Part I Act II Scene II 
96 receipt of fem-seed. The power of invisibility. 

2 gummed velvet. Velvet was treated against wear with 
gum. 

13 sguier. A measuring instrument; a carpenter’s square. 
39 colt. Trick. 



Coatume design for FalstafT by Tanya Moisewitch, 
Stratford-upon-Avon, 1951 


her. We steal as in a castle, cock-sure : we have 

• the receipt of fem-seed, we walk invisible. 

CAam, Nay, by my^ faith, I think you are 
more beholding to the night than to fem-seed for 
your walking invisible. 

Gads, Give me thy hand : thou shalt have a 
share in our purchase, as I am a tme man. loi 

Cham, Nay, rather let me have it, as you are 
a false thief. 

Gads, Goto; 'homo' is a common name to 
all men. Bid the ostler bring my gelding out of 
the stable. Farewell, you muddy knave. 

\Exennt, 

Scene II. The highway ^ near GadshilL 

Enter Prince Henry and PoiNS. 

Pains. Come, shelter, shelter : I have removed 

• FalstafT's horse, and he frets like a gummed velvet. 

Prince. Stand close. 

Enter Falstaff. 

Fal, Poins ! Poins, and be hanaed ! Poins ! 

Prince, Peace, ye fat-kidneyea ra.scal ! what 
a brawling dost thou keep ! 

Fal, Whereas Poins, Half 

Prince. He is walked up to the top of the 
hill : I 'll eo seek him. 9 

Fal, I am accursed to rob in that thief s com- 
ply: the rascal hath removed my horse, and 
tied him I know not where. If I travel but four 

• foot by the squier further afoot, I shall break mv 
wind. Well, I doubt not but to die a fair death 
for all this, if I 'scape hanging for killing that 
rogue. ^ I have forsworn his company houiiy any 
time this two and twenty years, and yet I am 
bewitched with the rogue's company. If the 
rascal have not given me medicines to make me 
love him, I 'll be hanged ; it could not be else ; I 
have drunk medicines. Poins! Hal! a plague 
upon voii both ! Bardolph ! Peto ! 1 11 starve 
ere 1 11 rob a foot further. An 'twere not as good 
a deed a.s drink, to turn true man and to leave 
these rogues, 1 am the veriest varlet that ever 
chewed with a tooth. Eight yards of uneven 
ground is threescore and ten miles afoot with me ; 
and the stony-hearted villains know it well 
enough : a pla^e upon it when thieves cannot be 
true one to another! [They whistle,] Whew! 
A plague upon you all ! Give me my horse, you 
rogues ; give me my horse, and be hanged ! 

Prince. Peace, ye fat-rats! lie down; lay 
thine ear close to the ground and list if thoucanst 
hear the tread of travellers. 

Fal. Have you any levers to lift me up anin, 
being down? 'SUood, I'll not bear mine own flesh 
so far afoot aa^ for all the coin in thy bther^s 

e exchequer, what a pbgue mean ye to colt me 
thus? 40 

Prince. Thou liest; thou art not colted, thou 
art uncolted. 

FaL I prithee, good Prince Hel# help me to 
my horse, good kinf s son. 

Prince. Out, ye rogue ! dudl I be your ostler f 

Fed. Go hum thmif in thine own heir-ap- 
parent garters! If I be ta'en, PII peadi for this. 
An I have not ballads made on you all and sung 
to filthy tu nes, let a cup of sack be my poison: 
when a Jest is so forward!, and afoot too I Inateit. 
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Enitr Gad8HILL» Baroolph and Pbto with 
him. 

Gads. Stand. 

FaL So I do» against my will 

Point. O, *tis our setter: 1 know his voice. 
Bardolidi, what news? 

Bard. Case ye. case ve ; on with your vizards : 
there^s money of the king’s coming down the 
hill ; ’ds going to the king’s exchequer. 

Fal. You lie, ye rogue ; ’tis going to the king’s 
tavern. 

Gadsn There’s enough to make us all. 6o 

Fal. To be hanged. 

Prince. Sirs, you four shall front them in the 
narrow lane; Ned Poins and I will walk lower: 
if they ’scape from your encounter, then they 
light on us. 

Peto. How muy be there of them? 

Gads. Some eight or ten. 

Fal. ’Zounds, will they not rob us? 

Prince. What, a coward, Sir John Paunch? 

Fal. Indeed, I am not John of Gaunt, your 
grandfather ; but yet no coward, Hal. 71 

Prince. Well, we leave that to the proof. 

Point. Sirrah Jack, thy horse stands behind 
the hedge : when thou needest him, there thou 
shall find him. Farewell, and stand fast. 

Fal. Now cannot I strike him, if I should be 
hanged. 

Prince. Ned, where are our disguises ? 

Point. Here, hard by : stand close. 

[Exeunt Prince and Point. 

Fal. Now, my masters, happy man be his 
» dole, say I : every man to his business. 

Enter the Travellers. 

First Trap. Come, neighbour : the boy shall 
lead our horses down the hill ; we ’ll walk afoot 
awhile, and ease our legs. 

Thieves. Stand ! 

Travellers. Jesus bless us f 

Fal. Strike; down with them; cut the vil- 
lains’ throats : ah I whoreson caterpillars ! bacon- 
fed knaves I they hate us youth : down with them ; 
fleece them. 90 

Travellers. O, we are undone, both we and 
ours for ever ! 

Fal. Hang ye, gorbellied knaves, are ye un- 
^done? No, ye fat chuffs; I would your store 
were here ! On, bacons, on ! What, ye knaves I 
young men must live. You are grancQurors, are 
ye? we’ll jure ye, ’faith. 

[Here they rob them a$ul bind them. Exeunt. 

Re-enter Prince Henry and Poins. 

Prince. The thieves have bound the true men. 
Now could thou and I rob the thieves and go 
merrily to London, it would be aigument for a 
week, laughter for a month and a good jest for 
ever. 

Point. Stand close ; I hear them coming. 

Enter the Thieves again. 

Fal. Come, my masters^ let us share, and then 
to harm before my. An the Prince and Poins 
be not two arrant cowards, there’s no equity stir- 
ring : there’s no more valour in that Poins than 
in a wildnludt. 

Pri$$ce. Your money t 


g 1 dole. Lot. 


94 chuffs. Misers. 



Falstaff : 'Come, my masters, let us^share . . Engraving 
from a painting by Robert Smirke ( 1755*” 1845) 
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KING HKNHY IV Part I Act II Scene III 


13 unsorted. Unsuitable. 

16 htnd. Peasant. 

35 fto to buffets. Fall to blows. 



Lewis Waller, the English Edwardian actor, as Hotspur, 
Haymarket Theatre, London, 1 896 


44 stomach. Appetite. 


Fains, Villains ! x 10 

[As they are sharings the Prince and 
Pains set u^n tium ; they all mn 
away; ana Falstaffy after a blaiv 
ar twa, runs aiuay taa, leaving the 
boaty behind them.} 

Prince, Got with much ease. Now merrily 
to horse : 

The thieves are all scatter’d and possess’d with 
fear 

So strongly that they dare not meet each other ; 
Each takes his fellow for an officer. 

Away, good Ned. Falstaff sweats to death, 

And lards the lean earth as he walks along : 

Were ’t not for laughing, I should pity him. 

Pains. How the rogue roar’d ! [Exeunt. 

Scene III. Warkwarth castle. 

Enter Hotspur, solus ^ reading a letter. 

Hot. ‘ But, for mine own part, my lord, I could 
be well contented to be there, in respect of the 
love 1 bear your house.’ He could be contented: 
why is he not, then? In respedl of the love he 
bears our house : he shows in this, he loves his 
own barn better than he loves our house. Let me 
see some more. ‘The purpose you undertake is 
dangerous;* — why, that ’s certain : ’tis dangerous 
to take a cold, to sleep, to drink ; but I tell you, 
my lord fool, out of this nettle, danger, we pluck 
this flower, safety. ‘ The purpose you undertake 
is dangerous; the friends you have named tin- 

• certain ; the time itself unsorted ; and your whole 
plot too light for the counterpoise of so great an 
opposition.’ Say you so, say you so? I say unto 

• you again, you are a shallow cowardly hind, and 
you lie. What a lack-brain is this ! By the Lord, 
our plot is a good plot as ever was laid ; our 
friends true and constant; a good plot, good 
friends, and full of expedlation ; an excellent plot, 
very good friends. What a frosty-spirited rogue 
is this! Why, my lord of York commends the 
plot and the gener^ course of the adlion. ’Zounds, 
an I were now by this rascal, I could brain him 
with his lady’s fan. Is there not my father, my 
uncle and myself? lord Edmund Mortimer, my 
lord of York and Owen Glendower? is there not 
besides the Douglas? have I not all their letters 
to meet me in arms by the ninth of the next 
month? and are they not some of them set for- 
ward already? What a pagan rascal is this! an 
infidel I Ha ! you shall see now in very sincerity 
of fear and cold heart, will he to the king and 
lay omn all our proceedings. O,^ I could divide 

• myself and go to buffets, for moving such a dish 
of skim milk with so honourable an acflion ! Hang 
him ! let him tell the king : we are prepared. I 
will set forward to-night. 

Enter LalDY Percv. 

How now, Kate I 1 must leave you within these 
two hours. 

Lady. O, my good lord, why are you thus 
alone ? 40 

For what offence have I this fortnight been 
A banish’d woman from my Han^s bed? 

Tell me, sweet lord, what is’t that takes from thee 

e Thy stomach, pleasure and thy golden sleep? 
Why dost thou bend thine eyes upon the earth. 
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And start so often when thou sit’st alone? 

Why hast thou lost the fresh blood in thy cheeks; 
And given my treasures and my rights of thee 
To thick-eyed musing and cursed melancholy? 

In thy faint slumbers 1 by thee have watch’d, 50 
And heard thee murmur tales of iron wars ; 

• Speak terms of manage to thy bounding steed ; 
Cry ‘ Courage ! to the field !* And thou hast talk’d 
Of sallies and retires, of trenches, tents, 

• Of palisadoes, frontiers, parapets, 

• Of oasilisks, of cannon, culverin, 

Of prisoners’ ransom and of soldiers slain. 

And all the currents of a heady fight. 

Thy spirit within thee hath been so at war 
And thus hath so bestirr’d thee in thy sleep, 60 
That beads of sweat have stood upon thy brow, 
Like bubbles in a late-disturbed stream ; 

And in thy face strange motions have appear’d. 
Such as we see when men restrain their oreath 
On some great sudden best. O, what portents 
are these? 

Some heavy business hath my lord in hand. 

And 1 must know it, else he loves me not. 

Hot. What, ho! 

E^iter Servant. 

Is Gilliams with the packet gone? 
SerT). He is, my lord, an hour ago. 

Hot. Hath Butler brought those horses from 
the sheriff? 70 

Serv. One horse, my lord, he brought even 
now. 

Hot. What horse ? a roan, a crop-ear, is it not? 
Serv. It is, my lord. 

Hot. That roan shall be my throne. 

• Well, I will back him straight : O esperance ! 

Bid Butler lead him forth into the park. 

[Exit Servant. 

Lady. But hear you, my lord. 

Hot. What say’st thou, my lady? 

Eady. What is it carries you away ? 

Hot. Why, my horse, my love, my horse. 
Lady. Out, you mad-headed ape ! 80 

A weasel hath not such a deal of spleen 
As you are toss’d with. In faith, 

I ’ll know your business, Harry, that 1 will. 

I fear my brother Mortimer doth stir 
About his title, and hath sent for you 
To line his enterprize : but if you go,— 

Hot. So far afoot, I shall be weary, love. 

• Lady. Come, come, you paraquito, answer me 
Diredlly unto this question that I a.sk : 

In faith, I ’ll break thy little finger, Harry, 90 
An if thou wilt not tell me all things true. 

Hot. Away, 

Away, you trifler ! Love ! I love thee not, 

I care not for thee, Kate : this is no world 
•To play with mammets and to tilt with lips: 

We must have bloody noses and crack’d crowns, 

• And pass them current too, God’s me, my horse ! 
What say’st thou, Kate ? what would’st thou have 

with me? 

Lady. Do you not love me ? do you not, indeed? 
Well, do not then ; for since you love me not, 100 
I will not love myself. Do you not love me? 
Nay, tell me if you speak in jest or no. 

Hot* Come, wilt thou see me ride? 

And when I am o’ horseback, I will swear 
I love thee infinitely. But hark you, Kate ; 
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62 manage. Horsemanship. 

66 palisadoes. Stakes in the ground to stop a charge. 
66 basilisks . . . culverin. Small and large cannon. 

74 esperance. Hope (the Percy battle-cry). 

88 paraquito. Parrot. 

96 mammets. Dolls. 

97 pass them current, i.e. 'deal them out’ and ‘circulate* 
(the coins). 



Hotspur: ‘Come, wilt thou see me ride?* Hotspur and 
Lady Percy. Drawing by J.M. Wright (1776-1866) 
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KING HENRY IV Part I Act II Scene IV 



An inn yard, London. Engraving from Old England, 

1854 

7 leash of drawers, i.e. three waiters. 

12 Jack. Fellow, knave. 

13 Corinthian. Splendid fellow. 

18 play. Toss. 

28 under -skinker. Tapster's assistant. 

30 bastard in the Half -moon. Sweet Spanish wine in one 
of the tavern's rooms. 

42 Pomgarnet. i.e. Pomegranate, a room in the inn. 


I must not have you henceforth question me 
Whither I go, nor reason whereaoout ; 

Whither I must, I must; and, to conclude^ 

This evening must 1 leave you, gentle Kate. 

I know you wise, but yet no farther wise xxo 
Than Iiarry Percy’s wife : constant you are. 

But yet a woman : and for secrecy, 

No lady closer; for I well Wieve 

Thou wilt not utter what thou dost not know ; 

And so far will 1 trust thee, gentle Kate. 

Lady, How ! so far? 

HoL Not an inch further. But hark you, 
Kate : 

Whither I go, thither shall you go too ; 

I'o-day will I set forth, to-morrow you. 

Will this content you, Kate? 

Lady. It must of force. \Exeuni, x2o 

Scene IV. The Boar^s-Head Tavern^ 
Bas/chea/, 

Enter the Prince, and PoiNS. 

Prince. Ned, prithee, come out of that fat 
room, and lend me thy hand to laugh a little. 

Pains, Where hast been, Hal? 

Prince. With three or four loggerheads 
amongst three or four score hogsheads. I have 
sounded the very base-string of humility. Sirrah, 

• I am sworn brother to a leash of drawers ; and 
can call them all by their christen names, as 
Tom, Dick, and Francis. They take it already 
upon their salvation, that though I be but Prince 
of Wales, yet I am the king of courtesy ; and 

• tell me flatly I am no proud Jack, like Falstaff, 

• but a Corinthian, a lad of mettle, a good boy, by 
the Lord, so they call me, and when I am king 
of England, I shall command all the good lads in 
Eastcheap. They call drinking deep, dyeing 
scarlet ; and when you breathe in your wateri^, 

• they cry ^heml’ and bid you play it off. To 
conclude, I am so good a proficient in one quarter 
of an hour, that I can drink with any tinker in 
hi.s own language during my life. I tell thee, 
Ned, thou hast lost much honour, that thou wert 
not with me in this aiflion. But, sweet Ned,— -to 
sweeten which name of Ned, I give thee this 
pennyworth of sugar, clapped even now into my 

• hand an under-skinker, one that never spake 
other English in his life than * Eight shillin|[s 
and sixpence,’ and * You are welcome,’ with this 
shrill addition, ’Anon, anon, sirl Score a pint 

• of bastard in the Half-moon,’ or so. But, Ned, 
to drive away the time till Falstaff come. ^ I 

F rithee, do thou stand in some by-room, while 
question my puny drawer to what end he ^ve 
me the sugar; and do thou never leave calling 
’ Francis,’ that his tale to me may be nothing 
but ’Anon.’ Step aside, and I’ll show thee a 
precedent 
Pains, Francis ! 

Prince, Thou art perfedL 

Pains, Francis! [Exit Pains, 40 

EnUr Francis. 

Fran. Anom anon, sir. Look down into the 
e Pomgarnet, BUdph. 

Prince, Come hither, Francis. 

Fran, My lord? 

Prince. How long hast thou to server Fxandsf 
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Fran. Forsooth, five years, and as much 
as to— 

Poins, [IViiJUni Francis! 

Fran. Anon, anon, sir. 49 

Princt. Five year! by’r lady, a loof lease 
for the clinking of pewter. But, Francis, darest 
Aou be SO valiant as to play the coward with thy 

• indenture and show it a fair pair of heels and run 
from it? 

Fran. O Lord, sir, 1^11 be sworn upon all 
the books in England, I could find in my heart. 
Point. [ IVitMin] F rancis ! 

Fran. Anon, sir. 

Princt. How old art thou, Francis? 

Fran. Let me see — about Michaelmas next I 
shall be — 6i 

Poins. \Within\ Francis! 

Fran. Anon, sir. Pray stay a little, my lord. 
Prince. Nay, but hark you, Francis: for the 
sugar thou gavest me, ^twas a penn3rworth, 
wast*t not? 

Fran. O Lord, I would it had been two ! 
Prince. I will give thee for it a thousand 
und: ask me when thou wilt, and thou shalt 
ve it. 70 

Point, [ lVithin\ F rands ! 

Fran. Anon, anon. 

Prince, Anon, Francis? No, Frauds; but to- 
morrow, Francis; or Frands, o’ Thursday; or 
indeed, Frands, when thou wilt But, Francis ! 
Fran. Myloixi? 

Prince. Wilt thou rob this leathern jerkin, 

• crystal-button, not-pated, agate-ring, puke-stock- 

ing, caddis-garter, smooth-tongue, Spanish- 
pouch, — 80 

Fran. O Lord, sir, who do you mean? 

Prince, Why, then, your brown bastard is your 
only drink ; for look you, Francis, your white 

• canvas doublet will sully: in Barbsiry, sir, it 
cannot come to so much. 

Fran. What, sir? 

Poins. [ Wiihif^ Frands I 
Prince. Away, you rogue ! dost thou not hear 
them call? [Here they both call hint; the drofwer 
stands amneed, not hnowing which way to go. 

Enter Vintner. 

Vint. What, standest thou still, and heamt 
such a calling? Look to the guests within. 
[Exit Francis, \ My lord, old Sir John, with 
half-a-dosen more, are at the door: shall I let 
them in? 

Prince. Let them alone awhile,^ and then 
open the door. [Exit Vintner,^ Poins ! 

Re-enter Poins. 

Poins. Anon, anon, sir. 

Prince. Sirrah, FalstafF and the rest of the 
Aieves are at the door: shall we be merry ? 99 

Pobts. As merry as cridcets, my lad. But 
hark ye ; what cunning match have you made 
with tnis jest of the drawer? come, what’s the 
issue? 

Prince. I am now of all humours that have 
showed themselves humours since the old days 
of goodman Adam to die pupil age of this present 
twelve o’dock at midnight 


83 indenture. Deed of apprenticeship. 

78-79 not’^pated. Short-haired, puke-stocking. Woollen 
stocking, caddis-garter. Garter of worsted tape. 

84 it. i.e. sugar, grown in Barbary. 
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123—12B brawn . . . ribs . . . tallow. Typical products uf 
Eastcheap. 

130 nether stocks. StockinKS. 



Roy Byford as Falstaff, Stratford-upon-Avon, 1932 

137 lime. Added to wine to make it sparkle. 

143 shotten herring. A thin person; literally, a herring 
that has shot its roc. 

147 weaver. Weavers sang at their work; also many were 
Puritans and given to psalm singing. 


Sectarian preachers and weavers. Woodcut from a tract 
of 1636 


Re-enter Francis. 

What's o’clock, Francis? 

Fran. Anon, anon, sir. \Exit. 109 

Prince, That ever this fellow should have 
fewer words than a parrot, and yet the son of 
a woman ! His industry is up-stairs and down- 
stairs ; his eloquence the parcel of a reckoning. 
I am not yet of Percy’s mind, the Hotspur of 
the north ; he that kills me some six or seven 
dozen of ^ots at a breakfast, washes his hands, 
and say.s to his wife * Fie upon this quiet life 1 I 
want work.' ‘O my sweet Harry,’ says she, 
‘ how many hast thou killed to-day?' ‘ Give my 
roan horse a drench,' says he ; and answers 
^Some fourteen,’ an hour after; ‘a trifle, a 
trifle.' I prithee, call in Falstaff: I'll play 

• Percy, and that damned brawn shall play Dame 
Mortimer his wife. ' Rivo ! ' says the drunkard. 
Cali in ribs, call in tallow. 

Enter Falstaff, Gadshill, Bardolph, and 
Peto ; Y'RK^zx^follcnving with wine. 

Poins. Welcome, Jack : where hast thou been? 
Fal. A plague of all cowards, I say, and 
a vengeance too ! mariy, and amen ! Give me 
a cup of sack, boy. £re I lead this life long, 

• I'll sew nether stocks and mend them and foot 
them too. A plague of all cowards ! Give me a 
cup of sack, rogue. Is there no virtue extant? 

[He drinks* 

Prince, Didst thou never see Titan kiss a 
dish of butter? pitiful-hearted Titan, that melted 
at the sweet tale of the sun's ! if thou didst, then 
behold that compound. 

• Fal, You rogue, here's lime in this sack too: 
there is nothing but roguery to be found in vil- 
lanous man : yet a coward is worse than a cup of 
sack with lime in it. A villanous coward! Go 
thy ways, old Jack ; die when thou wilt, if man- 
hood, good manhood, be not forgot upon the face 

• of the earth, then am I a shotten herring There 
live not three good men unhanged in England ; 
and one of them is fat and grows old : God help 
the while ! a bad world, I say. I would I were 

e a weaver: I could sing psalms or any thing. A 
plague of all cowards, I say still. 

Prince* How now, wool-sack ! what mutter 
you ? Z49 

Fal. A king's son! If I do not beat thee out 
of thy kingdom with a dagger of lath, and drive 
all thy subjedts afore thee like a flock of wild- 
geese, I'll never wear hair on my face more. 
You Prince of Wales ! 

Prince. Why, you whoreson round man, whatfs 
the matter? 

Fal. Are not you a coward? answer me to 
that: and Poins there? 

Poins, 'Zounds, ye fat paunch, an ye call me 
coward, by the Lord, I ’ll sub thee. 160 

Fal, I call thee coward ! I '11 see thee damned 
ere I call thee coward : but I would give a thou- 
sand pound I could run as fast as thou ransfc 
You are straight enough in the shoulders, you 
care not who sees your back: call you that 
backing of your friends? A plane upon such 
backing I give me them that will moe me. Give 
me a cup of sack: I am a rogue, if 1 drunk 
to-day. 
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^ Prifue. O villain ! thy lips are scarce wiped 
since thou drunkest last. 171 

FaL All's one for that. \He drinks,^ A 
plague of all cowards, still say 1. 

Prince. What's the matter? 

FaL What's the matter! there be four of us 
here have ta'en a thousand pound this day morn- 
ing. 

Prince. Where is it, Jack? where is it? 

Fal. Where is it ! taken from us it is : a hun- 
dred upon poor four of us. 180 

Prince. What, a hundred, man? 

Fal. I am a rogue, if I were not at half-sword 
with a dozen of them two hours together. I have 
'.scaped bv miracle. I am eight times thrust 
through the doublet, four through the hose ; my 
buckler cut through and through; my sword 

• hacked like a hand-saw — ecce signum ! I never 

dealt better .since I was a man : all would not do. 
A plague of all cowards ! Let them .speak ; if 
they speak more or less than truth, tney are 
villains and the .sons of darkness. 191 

Prince. Speak, sirs ; how was it? 

Gads. We four set upon some dozen— 

Fal. Sixteen at least, my lord. 

Gads. And bound them. 

Pete. No, no, they were not bound. 

FaL You rogue, they were bound, every man 
of them; or I am a Jew else, an Ebrew Jew. 

Gads. As we were sharing, some six or seven 
fresh men set upon us — 200 

Fal. And unbound the rest, and then come in 
the other. 

Prince. What, fought you with them all? 

Fal. All ! I know not what you call all ; but 
if I fought not with fifty of them, I am a bunch 
of radi^: if there were not two or three and 
fifty upon poor old Jack, then am I no two-legged 
creature. 

Prince. Pray God you have not murdered 
some of them. 210 

Fal. Nay, that's past prayii.g for: I have 
peppered two of them ; two I am sure I have 

• paiQ, two rogues in buckram suits. I tell thee 
what, Hal, if I ^ tell thee a lie, spit in my face, 

• call me horse. Thou knowest my old ward ; here 
I lay, and thus I bore my point. Four rogues 
in buckram let drive at me — 

Prince. What, four? thou saidst but two even 
now. 

Fal. Four, Hal ; I told thee four. 220 

Pains. Ay, ay, he said four. 

Fal. I'hese four came all a-front, and mainlv 
thrust at me. I made me no more ado but took 
all their seven points in my target, thus. 

Prince. Seven ? why, there were but four even 
now. 

Fal. In buckram? 

Pains. Ay, four, in buckram suits. 

Fal. Seven, by these hilts, or 1 am a villain 
else. 230 

Prince. Prithee, let him alone ; we shall have 
more anon. 

Fal Dost thou hear me, Hal? 

Prince. Ay, and mark thee too, Jack. ^ 

Fal. Do so, for it is worth the listening to. 
These nine in buderam that I told thee of — 
Prince. So, two more already. 

• Fal. Their points being broken, — 


187 ecce signum. Behold the evidence. 
213 paid. Killed. 

215 tvard. Defensive stand. 



I'alstaff. . here I lay, and thus ! bore my point’. 
Drawing by Anthony Walker (1726-65) 


238 p(ftnts. i.e of their swords, with a pun on the laces 
which hold up garments 
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262—263 tallow-catch. Pan of dripping. 

262 strappado. Instrument of torture. 

268 sanguine. Daring. 

271—272 neat*s tongue. Ox tongue, pizzle. Penis, some- 
times used for flogging, stock- fish. Dried cod. 

274 standing-tuck. Up-ended and useless rapier. 


Pains. Down fell their hose. 339 

FaL Began to ^ive me groimd : but I followed 
me close, came in foot and hand; and with a 
thought seven of the eleven I paid. 

Prince. O monstrous! eleven buckram men 
grown out of two ! 

Fai. But, as the devil would have it, three 
misbegotten knaves in Kendal £^een came at mv 
back and let drive at me ; for it was so dark, Hal, 
that thou couldst not see thy hand. 

Prince. These lies are like their father that 
begets them ; gross as a mountain, open, palpa- 
ble. Why, thou clay-brained guts, thou knotty- 

• pated fool, thou whoreson, obscene, greasy tallow- 
catch, — 

Fal. What, art thou mad? art thou mad? is 
not the truth the truth? 

Prince. Why, how couldst thou know these 
men in Kendal green, when it wa^ so dark thou 
couldst not see thy hand? come, tell us your 
reason: what sayest thou to this? 259 

Pains. Come, your reason, Jack, your reason. 

Fal. What, upon compulsion? ^Zounds, an 

• 1 were at the strappado, or all the racks in the 
world, 1 would not tell you on compulsion. Give 
you a reason on compulsion ! if reasons were as 
plentiful as blackberries, I would give no man a 
reason upon compulsion, I. 

Prince. I ’ll oe no longer guilty of this sin ; 

• this sanguine coward, this bed-presser, this horse- 
back-breaker, this huge hill of flesh, — 269 

Fal. ’Sblood, you starveling, you elf-skin, you 

• dried neat’s tongue, you bull’s pizzle, you stock- 
fish ! O for breath to utter what is like thee ! you 
tailor’ s-yard, you sheath, you bow-case, you vile 

• standing-tuck, — 

Prince. Well, breathe awhile, and then to it 
again : and when thou hast tired thyself in base 
comparisons, hear me speak but this. 

Pains. Mark, Jack. 

Prince. We two saw you four set on four and 
bound them, and were masters of their wealth. 
Mark now, how a plain tale shall put you down. 
Then did we two set on you four; and, with a 
word, out-faced you from your prize, and have it; 
yea, and can show it you here in the house : and, 
Falstaflf, you carried your guts away as nimbly, 
with as quick dexterity, and roared for mercy 
and still run and roared, as ever I heard bull- 
calf. What a slave art thou, to hack thy sword 
as diou hast done, and then say it was in fight ! 
What trick, what device, what starting-hole, 
canst thou now find out to hide thee from this 
open and apparent shame? 

Poim. Come, let’s hear. Jack; what trick 
hast thou now? 

Fal. By the Lord, I knew ye as well as he 
that made ye. Why, hear you, my masters : was 
it for me to kill the heir-apparent? should I turn 
upon the true prince? why, thou knowest I am 
as valiant as Hercules : but beware instindl ; the 
lion vrill Hot touch the true prince. Instinft is a 
mat matter; I was now a coward on instindt 
T shall think the better of myself and thee during 
my life ; I for a valiant lion, and thou for a true 
pnnce. But, by the Lord, lads, I am glad you 
have the money. Hostess, ddp to the doors: 
watch to-nigh^ pray to-morrow* GallantiL lads, 
bovB. hearts 01 srold. all the titles of aood fellow* 
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ship come to you ! What, shall we be merry ? 
shml we have a play extempore? 

Prince, Content ; and the argument shall be 
thy running away. 3x1 

FaL Ah, no more of that, Hal, an thou lovest 
me I 

Enter Hostess. 

Hoet, O Jesu, my lord the prince ! 

Prince, How now, my lady the hostess ! what 
sayest thou to me? 

Hast. Marry, my lord, there is a nobleman of 
the court at door would speak with you : he says 
he comes from your father. 319 

Prince, Give him as much as will nmke him 

• a royal man, and send him back again to my 
mother. 

Fal, What manner of man is he ? 

Host, An old man. 

Fal. What doth gravity out of his bed at mid- 
night? Shall I give him his answer? 

Prince, Prithee, do. Jack. 

Fal. ’Faith, and I ’ll send him packing. [Exit. 

Prince. Now, sirs : by*r lady, you fought fair ; 
so did you, Peto ; so did you, Bardolph : you are 
lions too, you ran away upon instindl, you will 
not touch the true prince ; ne, fie ! 

Bard, ’Faith, 1 ran when I saw others run. 

Prince, ’Faith, tell me now in earnest, how 
came FalstafTs sword so hacked? 

Peto, Why, he hacked it with his dagger, and 
said he woula swear truth out of England but he 
would make you believe it was done in fight, and 
persuaded us to do the like. 339 

Bard. Yea, and to tickle our noses with spear- 
grass to make them bleed, and then to beslubber 
our garments with it and swear it was the blood 
of true men. I did that I did not this seven year 
before, I blushed to hear his monstrous devices. 

Prince. O villain, thou stolest a cup of sack 

• eighteen years ago, and wert taken with the 

manner, and ever since thou hast blushed extem- 
pore. Thou hadst &e and sword on thy side, 
and yet thou rannest away : what instindl hadst 
thou for it? 350 

• Bard. My lord, do you see these meteors? 
do you l^hold these exhalations? 

Prince. I do. 

Bard. What think you they portend? 

Prince. Hot livers and cold purses. 

Bard. Choler, ray lord, if rightly taken. 

• Prince. No, if rightly taken, halter. 


Renter Falstaff. 

Here comes lean Jack, here comes bare-bone. 
How now, my sweet creature of bombast ! How 
long is’t ago. Jack, since thou sawest thine own 
knee? 3^^ 

Fal. My own knee ! when I was about thy 
years, Hal, I was not an eagle’s talon in the 
waist : I could have crept into any aldej^n’s 
thumb-ring: a plague of sighiM and grief I it 
blows a man up like a bladder. There’s villanous 
news abroad : fimre was Sir John Bracy from your 
father: you must to the court in the morning. 
That same mad fellow of the north, Percy, and 
e he of Wales, that gave Amamon the basti^o 
• and made Lucifer cudtold and swore the devil 


Falstaff and the Prince, with companions, in the Boar's 
Head. Painting 'The Happiest Land* by Sir John 
Gilbert, 1862 


321 royal. A pun on Tudor coinage: the royal was 
worth ten shillings, the noble six shillings and eight- 
pence. 

346—347 taken with the mmner. Caught with the goods. 

351 meteors. Red blotches on his face. 

357 halter. A pun on 'choler* and 'collar* (the hang- 
man’s noose). 

370 Amamon. A demon, bastinado. Beating (on the soles 
of the feet). 

371 made Lucifer cuckold, i.e. gave him his horns. 
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425 King Cambyses. King of Persia and title of a florid 
verse drama. 

427 leg. Curtsy. 

437 harlotry. Scurvy. 



Falstaff plays the King. Drawing by Anthony Walker 
(1726-65) 


his true liegeman upon the cross of a Welsh 
hook — ^what a plague call you him ? 

Foifis. Op Glendowcr. 

Fai. Owen, Owen, the same ; and his son-in- 
law Mortimer, and old Northuml^rland, and that 
sprightly Scot of Scots, Douglas, that runs 
o’ horseback up a hill perpendicular, — 

Prince, He that rides at high speed and with 
his pistol kills a sparrow flying. 380 

FaL You have hit it. 

Prince. So did he never the sparrow. 

Fal. Well, that rascal hath good mettle in 
him ; he will not run. 

Prince. Why, what a rascal art thou then, to 
praise him so for running ! 

FaL O' horseback, ye cuckoo; but afoot he 
will not budge a foot. 

Prince. Yes, Jack, upon instincfl. 3^ 

Fal. I grant ye, upon instin(5l. Well, he is 
there too, and one Mordake, and a thousand 
blue-caps more : Worcester is stolen away to- 
night ; thy father’s beard is turned white with the 
news ; you may buy land now as cheap as stinking 
mackerel. 

Prince. Why, then, it is like, if there come a 
hot June and tnis civil buffeting hold, we shall 
buy maidenheads as they buy hob-nails, by the 
hundreds. 399 

Fal. By the mass, lad, thou sayest true ; it is 
like we shall have good trading that way. But 
tell me, Hal, art not thou horrible afeardf thou 
being heir-apparent, could the world pick thee 
out three such enemies again as that fiend Dou- 
glas, that spirit Percy, and that devil Glendower? 
Art thou not horribly afraid? doth not thy blood 
thrill at it? 

Prince. Not a whit, i’ faith; I lack some of 
thy instinA. 409 

Fal. Well, thou wilt be horribly chid to-mor- 
row when thou comest to thy father : if thou love 
me, pradlise an answer. 

Prince. Do thou stand for my father, and ex- 
amine me upon the particulars of my life. 

Fal. Sludl I ? content : this chair shall be my 
state; this dagger my sceptre, and this cushion 
my crown. 

Prince. Thy state is taken for a joined-stool, 
thy golden sceptre for a leaden dagger, and thy 
precious rich crown for a pitiful bald crown ! 420 
Fal. Well, an the Are of grace be not quite 
out of thee, now shalt thou be moved. Give me 
a cup of sack to make my eyes look red, that it 
may be^ thought I have wept ; for 1 must speak 
in passion, and 1 will do it in King Cambyses’ 
vein. 

Prince* Well, here is my leg. 

Fal. And here is my speech. Stand aside, 
nobility. 429 

Host. O Je.su, this is excellent sport, i’ faith ! 
Fal. Weep not» sweet queen; for trickling 
tears are vain. 

Host* O, the father, how he holds his counte- 
nance! 

Fal. For God’s sake, lords, convey my tristful 
queen ; 

For tears do stop the flood-^tes of her eyes. 

Host. O Jesu, he doth it as like one of these 
harlotry olayers as ever I see ! 

Fal. nace, good pint-pot ; peace, good ddde- 
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brain. Harry, I do not only marvel where thou 
spendest thy time, but also how thou art accom- 
panied: for though the camomile, the more it is 
trodden^ on the faster it grows, yet youth, the 
more it is wasted the sooner it wears. That thou 
art my son, I have partly thy mother's word, 
partly my own opinion, bat chiefly a villanous 
trick of thine eye and a foolish hanging of thy 
nether lip, that doth warrant me. If then thou 
be son to me, here lies the point ; why, being son 
to me, art thou so pointed at? Shall the blessed sun 

• of heaven prove a micher and eat blackberries ? a 
question not to be asked. Shall the son of England 
prove a thief and take purses? a question to be 
asked. There is a thing, Harry, which thou hast 
often heard of and it is known to many in our land 
by the name of pitch : this pitch, as ancient writers 
do report, doth defile ; so doth the company thou 
keepest : for, Harry, now I do not speak to thee 
in drink but in tears, not in pleasure but in pas- 
sion, not in words only, but in woes also : and yet 
there is a virtuous man whom I have often noted 
in thy company, but I know not his name. 461 

Prince. What manner of man, an it like your 
majesty? 

FaL A goodly portly man, i' faith, and a cor- 
pulent ; of a cheerful look, a pleasing eye and a 
most noble carriage ; and, as I think, his age 
some fifty, or, by'r lady, inclining to three score ; 
and now I remember me, his name is Falstaff: if 
that man should be lewdly ^ven, he decciveth 
me; for, Harry, I see virtue in his looks. If then 
the tree may be known by the fruit, as the fruit 
by the tree, then, peremptorily I speak it, there 
is virtue in that Falstaff: him keep with, the rest 
banish. And tell me now, thou naughty varlet, 
tell me, where hast thou been this month? 

Prince^ Dost thou speak like a king? Do thou 
stand for me, and I '11 play my father. 

Fal. Depose me? if thou dost it half so gravely, 
so majestically, both in word and matter, hang 
me up by the heels for a rabbit-sucker or a poulter s 
hare. 481 

Prince. Well, here I am set. 

FaL And here I stand: judge, my masters. 

Prince. Now, Harry, whence come you? 

FaL My noble lord, from Eastcheap. 

Prince. TTie com^^ints I hear ot thee are 
grievous. 

FaL 'Sblood, my lord, they are false: nay, I'll 
dckle ye for a young prince, i’ faith. 489 

Prince. Swearest thou, ungpracious boy? hence- 
forth ne’er look on me. Thou art violently car- 
ried away from grace : there is a devil haunts 
thee in the likeness of an old fat man ; a tun of 
man is thy companion. Why dost thou converse 

• with that trunk of humours, that bolting-hutch of 
beastliness, that swollen parcel of dropsies, that 
huge lx>mlMrd of sack, that stuffed cloak-bag of 

o ^ts, that roasted Manningtree ox with the pud- 

• ding in his belly, that reverend vice, that grey 
iniquity, that father ruffian, that vanity in years? 
Wherein is he good, but to taste .sack and drink 
it? wherein neat and cleanly, but to carve a capon 
and eat it? wherein cunning, but in craft? wherein 
craftyi but in villany? wherein villanous, but in 
all things? wherein worthy, but in nothing? 

• FaL I would your grace would take me with 
you: whom means your grace? 


4#0 micher. Truant. 

495 holtinfi-hutch. Sifting-bin. 

498 Manninj^tree ox. Famous for its size. 

499 vice. Chief comic character and villain in Morality 
plays. 

506-507 take me with you. Make yourself clear. 
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544 major. Major premise, but quibbling on ‘mayor’. 

546 cart. In which criminals were carried to the 
((allows. 



Cart used to carry criminals. Woodcut from Thomas 
Harman’s A Caveat on Warening, 1567 


Prince. That villanous abominable misleader 
of youth, FalstafT, that old white-bearded Satan. 
FaL My lord, the man I know. 510 

Prince, I know thou dost. 

FaL But to say I know more harm in him 
than in myself, were to say more than I know. 
That he is old, the more the pity, his white hairs 
do witness it ; but that he is, saving your rever- 
ence, a whoremaster, that I utterly deny. If sack 
and sugar be a fault, God help the wicked ! if to 
be old and merry be a sin, then many an old host 
that I know is damned ; if to be fat be to be hated, 
then Pharaoh^s lean kine arc to be loved. No, my 

f ood lord ; banish Peto, banish Bardolph, banish 
*oins: but for sweet Jack Falstaff, kind Jack 
FalstafT, true Jack Falstaff, valiant Jack Falstaff, 
and therefore more valiant, being, as he is, old 
Jack Falstaff, banish not him thy Harry’s com- 
piny, banish not him thy Harry’s company: 
banish plump Jack, and banish all the world. 
Prince. I do, I will. \A knocking heard, 
[Exeunt Hostess^ Francis^ and Bardolph, 

Re-enter Bardolph, running, 

Bard, O, my lord, my lord ! the sheriff with 
a most monstrous watch is at the door. 530 

FaL Out, ye rogue I Play out the play : I have 
much to say in the behalf of that Faastaff. 


Re-enter the Hostess. 

Host, O Jesu. my lord, my lord ! 

Prince. Heigh, height the devil rides upon 
a fiddlestick: what’s the matter? 

Host. The sheriff and all the watch are at the 
door : they are come to search the house. Shall 
I let them in? 

Fat. Dost thou hear, Hal? never call a true 
piece of gold a counterfeit : thou art essentially 
mad, without seeming so. 541 

Prince. And thou a natural coward, without 
instindt 

• Fal. I deny your major: if you will deny the 
sheriff, so ; if not, let him enter : if I become not 

• a cart as well as another man, a plague on my 
bringing up ! I hope I shall as soon he strangled 
with a halter as another. 

Prince, Go, hide thee behind the arras : the 
rest walk up above. Now, my masters, for a true 
face and good conscience. 551 

Fal, Both which I have had : but their date 
is out, and therefore I 'll hide me. 

Prince. Call in the sheriff. 

[Exeunt all except the Prince and Peto, 

Enter Sheriff and the Carrier. 

Now, master sheriff, what is your will with met 
Sher, First, pardon me, my lord. A hue and 
cry 

Hath follow’d certain men unto this house. 
Prince, What men? 

Sher, One of them is well known, mygradoos 
lord, 

A gross fat man. 

Cer. As &t as butter. 

Prmee. Theman, I do assure you, is not here; 
For I myself at this time have employ'd him. 

And, sheriff, I will engage my word to thee 
That I will, by to-morrow dinnertime, 

Send him to answer thee, or any man, 
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For any thing he shall be charged withal : 

And so let me entreat you leave the house. 

Sker. I will, my lord. There are two gentle- 
men 

Have in this robbery lost three hundred marks. 
Prince. It may be so : if he have robb'd these 
mea, 570 

He shall be answerable ; and so farewell. 

Sher. Good night, my noble lord. 

Prince. I think it is good morrow, is it not? 
Sher* Indeed, my lord, I think it be two o’clock. 

{Exeunt Sheriff and Carrier. 
Prince. This oily rascal is known as well as 

• Paul’s. Go, call him forth. 

Peto. Fals^!— Fast asleep behind the arras, 
and snortina like a horse. 

Prince* Hark, how hard he fetches breath. 
Search his pockets. {He eearcheth his pockets^ 
and Jindetk certain papers*^ What h^t thou 
found? 

Peto. Nothing but mpers, my lord. 

Prince* Let’s see what they ^ : read them. 
Peto. {Reads\ Item, A capon, . . 2s. 2d. 

Item, Sauce, . • 4d. 

Item, Sack, t^ gallons, 5s. 8d. 

I tern. Anchovies and sack 

after supper, . 2s. 6d. 

Item, Bread, • ob. 

Prince. O monstrous ! but one half-penny- 
worth of bread to this intolerable deal of sack ! 
What there is else, keep close ; we ’ll read it at 
more advantage: there let him sleep till day. 
I ’ll to the court in the morning. We must all to 
the wars, and thy place shall be honourable. I’ll 

• procure this fat rogue a charge of foot ; and I 

• Know his death will be a march of twelve-score. 

The money shall be paid back again with advan- 
tage. Be with me betimes in the morning ; and 
so, good morrow, Peto. 6oz 

Peto. Good morrow, good my lord {Exeunt. 


ACT III. 

Scene I. Bangor. The Archdeacon^ s house. 

Enter Hotspur, Worcester, Mortimer, and 
Glendower. 

Mort. These promises are fair, the parties sure. 
And our indudUon full of prosperous hope. 

Hot* Lord Mortimer, and cousin Glendower, 
Will you sit doMm ? 

And uncle Worcester : a plague upon it ! 

I have forgot the map. 

Glend.^ No, here it is. 

Sit, cousin Percy ; sit, go^ cousin Hotspur, 

For by that name as oft as Lancaster 
Doth speak of you, his cheek looks pale and with 
A rising sigh he wisheth you in heaven. xo 
Hot* And you in hell, as oft as he hears Owen 
Glendower spoke of. 

Gleftd* I cannot blame him : at my nativity 
The front of heaven was full of fiery shapes, 

^ Of burning cressets ; and at my birth 
The franm and huge foundation of the earth 
Shaked a coward. 

Hot. Why, so it would have done at tte same 
season, if your mother’s cat had but kittened, 
though yourself had never been bom. 20 


STB PcmVs. St. Paul's Cathedral. 



St Paul's Cathedral at the time of Shakespeare. This 
building was destroyed in the Great Fire and replaced by 
Sir Christopher Wren’s St. Paul's (completed 1710). 
From John Speed’s Theatre of the Empire of Great 
Britaine, 1611-12 


597 charge of foot. Command of a company of infantry. 
B88 twelve-score, i.e. 240 yards. 


16 cressets. Stars, burninK like fire baskets or beacons. 
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Owen Glendower. Engraving from his Great Seal in 
Old England, 1854 

32 beldam. Grandmother. 

48 trace me . . . art. Follow me in the laborious practices 
of magic. 

49 deep. Occult. 

69 agues. Fever. 


GUfid, I say the earth did shake when I was 
born. 

Hot, And 1 say the earth was not of my mind. 
If you suppose as fearing you it shook. 

Glend. The heavens were all on fiiep the earth 
did tremble. 

H ot. O, then the earth shook to see the heavens 
on fire, 

And not in fear of your nativity. 

Diseased nature oftentimes breaks forth 
In strange eruptions ; oft the teeming earth 
Is with a kind of colic pinch’d and vex’d 
By the imprisoning of unruly wind 30 

Within her womb ; which, for enlargement striving, 

• Shakes the old beldam earth and topples down 
Steeples and moss-grown towers. At your birth 
Our grandam earth, having this distemperature, 
In passion shook. 

Glend. Cousin, of many men 

I do not bear these crossings. Give me leave 
To tell you once again that at my birth 
The front of heaven was full of fiery shapes, 

The goats ran from the mountains, and the herds 
Were strangely clamorous to the frighted fields. 
These signs have mark’d me extraordinary; 41 
And all the courses of my life do show 
1 am notin the roll of common men. 

Where is he living, clipp’d in with the sea 
That chides the banl^ of England, Scotland, 
Wales, 

Which calLs me pupil, or hath read to me? 

And bring him out that is but woman’s son 

• Can trace me in the tedious ways of art 

• And hold me pace in deep experiments. 

Hot. I think there’s no man speaks better 
Welsh. I ’ll to dinner. 5^ 

Mort. Peace, cousin Percy; you will make 
him mad. 

Glend. I can call spirits from the vasty deep. 
Hot. Why, so can I, or so can any man ; 

But will they come when you do call for them? 
Glend. Why, I can teach you, cousin, to 
command 
The devil. 

Hot. ^d 1 can teach thee, coz, to shame the 
devil 

By telling truth : tell truth and shame the devil. 
If thou have power to raise him, bring him 
hither. 

And I ’ll be sworn I have power to shame him 
hence. 6z 

O, while you live, tell truth and shame the devil I 
Mort. Come, come, no more of this unprofit- 
able chat. 

Glend. Three times hath Henry Bolingbroke 
made head 

Against my power ; thrice from the banks of Wye 
And sandy-bottom’d Severn have I sent him 
Bootless home and weather-beaten back. 

Hot. Home without boots, and in foul weather 
too ! 

• How ’scapes hea^ues, in the devil’s name? 

Glend. Come, here’s the map ; shall we divide 
our right 70 

According to our threefold order u’en? 

Mort. The archdeacon hath divided it 
Into three limits very equally: 

England, from Trent and Severn hitherto, 

By south and east is to my part assign’d : 
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All westward, Wales beyond the Severn shore, 
And all the fertile land within that bound, 

To Owen Glendower : and, dear coz, to you 
The remnant northward, lying off from Trent. 
And our indentures tripartite are drawn ; 8o 
Which bcine sealed interchangeably, 

A business niat this night may execute. 
To-morrow, cousin Percy, you and I 
And my good Lord of Worcester will set forth 
To meet your father and the Scottish power. 

As is appointed us, at Shrewsbury. 

My fatner Glendower is not ready yet. 

Nor shall we need his help these fourteen days. 
Within that space you may have drawn together 
Your tenants, friends and neighbouring gentle- 
men. 90 

GUnd, A shorter time shall send me to you, 
lords : 

And in my condudl shall your ladies come ; 

From whom you now must steal and take no leave, 
For there will be a world of water shed 
Upon the parting of your wives and you. 

• Hot. Methinks my moiety, north from Burton 

here. 

In quantity equals not one of yours : 

See how this river comes me cranking in, 

And cuts me from the best of all my land 

• A huge half-moon, a monstrous cantle out. 100 
I *11 have the current in this place damm’d up ; 
And here the smug and silver Trent shall run 

In a new channel, fair and evenly; 

It shall not wind with such a deep indent, 

To rob me of so rich a bottom here. 

GUnd. Not wind? it shall, it must; you see it 
doth. 

Mart, Yea, but 

Mark how he ^ars his course, and runs me up 
With like advantage on the other side ; 

• Gelding the opposed continent as much z 10 
As on the other side it takes from you. 

War. Yea, but a little charge will trench him 
here 

And on this north side win this cape of land ; 

And then he runs straight and even. 

• Hot. I ’ll have it so ; a little charge will do it. 
Glend. I ’ll not have it alter’d. 

Hot. Will not you? 

GUnd. No, nor you shall not. 

Hot. Who shall say me nay? 

GUnd. Why, that will 1 . 

Hot. Let me not understand you, then ; speak 
it in Welsh. 120 

GUnd* 1 can speak English, lord, as well as 
you ; 

For 1 was train’d up in the English court ; 
Where, being but young, I framed to the harp 
Many an English ditty lovelv well 

• And gave the tongue a helpful ornament, 

A virtue that was never seen in you. 

Hot. Marry, 

And I am glad of it with all my heart : 

I had rather be a kitten and crs mew 
Than one of these same metre ballad-mongers ; 

• I had rather hear a brazen canstick turn’d, 131 
Or a dry wheel grate on the axle-tree ; 

And that would set my teeth nothing on edge, 
Nothing so much as mincing poetiy' : 

’Tis like the forced gait of a shuffling nag. 

GUnd. Come, you shall have Trent turn’d. 


96 moiety. Share. 

100 cantle. Segment. 

110 continent. Bank, shore. 



Worcester: ‘Yea, but a little charge will trench him 
here . . Worcester, Glendower, Mortimer and 
Hotspur. Engraving from a painting by Richard 
Westall (1765-1836) 

115 charge. Expenditure. 

125 tongue, i.e. words. 

131 canstick. Candlestick. 
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148 moldwarp. Mole. 

163 cates. Delicacies. 


Hot, I do not care : 1 11 give thrice so much 
land 

To any well-deserving friend ; 

But in the way of bargain, mark me, 

1 11 cavil on the ninth part of a hair. 140 

Are the indentures drawn? shall we be gone? 
Glend. The moon shines fair; you may away 
by ni^t : 

I'll haste me writer and withal 

Break with your wives of your departure hence : 

I am afraid my daughter will run mad, 

So much she doteth on her Mortimer. [Exit, 
Mart, Fie, cousin Percy ! how you cross my 
father! 

Hot, I cannot choose : sometime he angers me 

• With telling me of the moldwarp and the ant, 

Of the dreamer Merlin and his prophecies, 150 
And of a dragon and a finless fish, 

A clip-wing’d griffin and a moulten raven, 

A couching lion and a ramping cat, 

And such a deal of skimble-skamble stuff 
As puts me from my faith. I tell you what ; 

He held me last night at least nine hours 
In reckoning up the several devils' names 
That were his lackeys: I cried * hum,’ and Veil, 
go to,’ 

But mark’d him not a word. O, he is as tedious 
As a tired horse, a railing wife ; x6o 

Worse than a smoky house ; I had rather live 
With cheese and garlic in a windmill, far, 

• Than feed on cates and have him talk to me 
In any summer-house in Christendom. 

MorU In faith, he is a worthy gentleman, 
Exceedingly well read, and profited 
In strange concealments, valiant as a lion 
And wondrous affable and as bountiful 
As mines of India. Shall I tell you, cousin? 

He holds your temper in a high respedl 170 
And curbs himself even of his natunJ scope 
When you come ’cross his humour; faith, he 
does : 

I warrant you, that man is not alive 
Might so have tempted him as you have done. 
Without the taste of danger and reproof : 

But do not use it oft, let me entreat you. 

IVor. In faith, my lord, you are too wilful- 
blame ; 

And since your coming hither have done enough 
To put him quite beside his patience. 

You must needs learn, lord, to amend this fault: 
Thoughf^metimes it show greatness, courage. 

And ^at’s the dearest grace it renders you,— 
Yet oftentimes it doth present harsh rage, 

Defedt of manners, want of government. 

Pride, haughtiness, opinion and disdain : 

The least of which haunting a nobleman 
Loseth men’s hearts and leaves behind a stain 
Upon the beauty of all parts besides, 

Beguiling them of commendation. 

Hot. Well, I amschooFd: good manners be 
your speed L 190 

Here come our wives, and let us take our leave. 

Roster Glbndowbr with the ladie$. 

Mort. This is the deadly spite chat aiigm me; 
My wife can speak no English, I no Wei^ 
Glend. My daughter weeps: die will not part 
with you; 
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Shell be a soldier too, shell to the wars. 

Mort. Good father, tell her that she and my 
aunt Percy 

Shall follow in your condudl spj^ily. 

\GUndowtr s^ak$ to her in IVelsA^ and the 
antwert him in the same. 
Glend. She is desperate here; a peevish self- 
will’d harlotry, one that no persuasion can do 
good upon. \The ladv sj^aks in Welsh. 

Mori. I understand thy lows: that pretty 
Welsh 201 

Which thou pour’st down from these swelling 
heavens 

I am too perfedl in ; and, but for shame. 

In such a parley should I answer thee. 

\The lady speaks again in Welsh. 
I understand thy kisses and thou mine, 

And that’s a feeling disputation : 

But I will never be a truant, love, 

Till I have leam’d thy langwjg;e ; for thy tonne 
Makes Welsh as sweet as ditties highly penn’d, 
Sung by a fair queen in a summer’s bower, axo 

• With ravishing division, to her lute. 

Glend. Nay, if you melt, then will she run 
mad. [The lady speaks aoain in Welsh, 
Mort. O, 1 am ignorance itself in this ! 

Glend. She bids you on the wanton rushes 
lay you down 

And rest your gentle head upon her lap, 

And she will sing the song that pleaseth you 
And on your eydids crown the god of sleep, 
Charming your Uood with pieasmg heaviness. 
Making such difference ’twixt wake and sleep 
As is the difference betwixt dav and night 220 
The hour before the heavenly-harness’d team 
Begins his golden progress in the east. 

Mort. With all my heart I ’ll sit and hear her 
sing: 

• By that time will our book, I think, be drawn. 

Glend. Do so ; 

And those musicians that shall play to you 
Hang in the air a thousand leagues from hence, 
And straight they shall be here : sit, and attend. 

Hot. Come, Kate, thou art perfeA in lying 
down: come, quick, quick, that I may lay my 
head in thy Iw. 231 

Lady P. Go, ye giddy goose. 

[The music plays. 
Hot. Now I perceive the devil understands 
Welsh; 

And ’tis no marvel he is so humorous. 

B/r lady, he is a good musician. 

Lady P. Then should vou be nothing but 
musical, for you are altogether governed by hu- 
mours. Lie still, ye thief, and hear the lady 
lunar in Welsh. 

• Hot. I had rather hear Lady, my brach, howl 

in Irish. 241 

LadyP. Wouldst thou have thy head broken? 
Hot. No. 

LadyP. ThenbesdlL 

Hot. Neither: ’ds a woman’s fault. 

Le^y P. Now God help thee I 
Hot. To the Welsh lady’s bed. 

LadyP. What’s that? 

Hot. Ftaoe 1 she sings. 

[Hero tketadysmgsa Welsh song. 
Hot. Come, Kate, I’ll have your song too. 
Lady P. Not mine, in good sooth. 251 


211 division. Passage of short notes. 
224 book, i.e. the indenture. 

240 brach. Bitch-hound. 



Ann Todd as Lady Percy and John Neville as Hotspur, 
Old Vic Theatre, London, 1955 
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263 comfit -maker's. Confectioner’s. 

266 sarcenet. Thin silk; therefore, insubstantial. 

267 Finsbury. Field near London, archery ground and 
favourite resort of citizens. 



Archers and onlookers in Finsbury Field. Detail from 
Ralph Agas's map of London r. 1560-70 


261 velvet-guards. IVimmed with velvet. Hotspur 
refers to citizens’ Sunday finery. 

264^266 next way . . . teacher, i.e. the easiest way to 
become a singer and teach birds to sing. 


23 reproof. Disproof. 

26 pick-thanks. Flatterers. 


Opposite : Prince Hal reprimanded by the King. 
Drawing by Anthony Walker (1726-65) 


Hot* Not yours, in good sooth 1 Heart! you 

• swear like a comfit'niaker’s wife. *Not you, in 
good sooth,' and 'as true as 1 live/ and 'as God 
shall mend me,’ and 'as sure as day,' 

• And givest such sarcenet surety for tl^ oaths, 

• As if thou never walk'st further than Finsbury. 
Swear me, Kate, like a lady as thou art, 

A good mouth-filling oath, and leave ' in sooth,’ 
And such protest of praper-gingerbread, 260 

• I'o velvet-guards and Sunday-citizens. 

Come, sing. 

Lady P, I will not sing. 

• Hot. 'Tis the next way to turn tailor, or be 

red-breast teacher. An the indentures be drawn, 
1 '11 away within these two hours ; and so, come 
in when ye will. [Exit, 

Glend, Come, come, Lord Mortimer; you are 
as slow 

As hot Lord Percy is on fire to go. 

By this our book is drawn ; we'll but seal, 270 
And then to horse immediately. 

Mort, With all my heart. [Exeunt. 


Scene 1 1 . London, The paUue, 

Enter t/ie King, Prince of Wales, and others. 

King. Lords, give us leave; the Prince of 
Wales and 1 

Must have some private conference : but be near 
at hand, 

For we shall presently have need of you. 

[Exeunt Lords. 

I know not whether God will have it so, 

For some displeasing service I have done, 

That, in his secret doom, out of my blood 
He 'll breed revengement and a scourge for me ; 
But thou dost in thy passages of life 
Make me believe that thou art only mark'd 
For the hot vengeance wd the rod of heaven 10 
To punish my mistreadings. Tell me else, 

Could such inordinate and low desires, 

Such poor, such bare, such lewd, such mean 
attempts, 

Such barren pleasures, rude society, 

As thou art match'd withal and grated to, 
Accompany the greatness of thy blood 
And hold their level with thy princely heart T 
Prince. So please your majesty, 1 would I 
could 

Quit all offences with as clear excuse 

As well as I am doubtless I can purge 20 

Myself of many I am charged withid : 

Yet such extenuation let me beg, 

• As, in reproof of many tales devised. 

Which oft the ear of matness needs must hear, 

• By smiling pick-thwks and base newsmongers, 

I may, for some things true, wherein my youth 
Hath faulty wander'd and irregular, 

Find pardon on my true submis.sion. 

Kifyr. God pardon thee ! yet let me wonder, 
Harry, 

At thy affmions, which do hold a wing 30 
Quite from the flight of all thy ancestors. 

'Thy place in council thou hast rudely lost, 

Whiw by thy younger brother is supplied. 

And art almost an alien to the hearts 
Of all the court and princes of my blood: 

The hope and expedtation of thy time 
Is ruin’d, tuid the soul of every man 
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60 skipping. Flighty. 

61 rash baunn. Quick burning. 

62 carded. Degraded himself. 

66 stand the push. Serve as a butt. 

69 Enfeoff'd. Surrendered. 

77 community. Commonness. 

98 interest. Title. 


Prophetically doth forethink thy fall. 

Had I so lavish of mv presence been. 

So common-hackney*d in the eyes of men, 40 
So st^e and ch^p to vulgar company, 

Opinion, that did help me to the crown. 

Had still kep^ loyal to possession 
And left me in reputeless banishment, 

A fellow of no mark nor likelihood. 

By being seldom seen, I could not stir 
But like a comet I was wonder’d at ; 

That men would tell their children ‘This is he 
Others would say ‘ Where, which is Bolingbroke 
And then I stole all courtesy from heaven, 50 
And dre^’d myself in such humility 
That I did pluck allegiance from men’s hearts. 
Loud shouts and salutations from their mouths. 
Even in the presence of the crowned king. 

Thus did I keep my person fresh and new ; 

My presence, like a robe pontifical. 

Ne’er seen but wonder’d at : and so my state. 
Seldom but sumptuous, showed like a feast 
And won by rareness such solemnity. 

• The skipping king, he ambled up and down 60 

• With s^low jesters and rash bavin wits, 

• Soon kindled and soon burnt ; carded his state, 
Mingled his royalty with capering fools. 

Had his great name profaned wi£ their scorns 
And gave his countenance, against his name, 

• To laugh at gibing boys and stand the push 
Of every beardless vain comparative, 

Grew a coinpanion to the common streets, 

• EnfeoB’d himself to popularity ; 

That, being daily swwow’d by men’s eyes, 70 
They surfeited with honey and began 
To loathe the taste of sweetness, whereof a little 
More than a little is by much too much. 

So when he had occasion to be seen. 

He was but as the cuckoo is in June, 

Heard, not regarded ; seen, but with such eyes 

• As, side and Munted with oommunity, 

Afford no extraordinary gaze. 

Such as is bent on sun-like majesty 
When it shines seldom in admirinp^ eyes ; 80 

But rather drowsed and hung their eyelids down, 
Slept in his face and render’d such aspedb 
As cloudy men use to their adversaries, 

Bein^ with his presence glutted, gorged and full. 
And in that very line, Harry, standest thou ; 

For thou hast lost thy princely privilege 
With vile parddpation : not an eye 
But is a-weary of thy common sight. 

Save mme, which hath desired to see thee more ; 
Which now doth that I would not have it do, 90 
Make blind itself with foolidi tenderness. 

Frutce, 1 shall hereafter, my thrice gracious 
lord. 

Be more myself. 

King. For all the world 

As thou art to this hour was Ridiaxd then 
When I from France set foot at Ravenspurgh, 
And even as I was then is Percy now. 

Now, my sceptre and my soul to boot, 

• He hath more worthy interest to the stale 
Than thou die shadow of suooeanim ; 

Ford* no righu nor colour like to ri^t, 100 
He doth fill fields with harness in tne realm. 
Turns head egainst the lkm*s ann^d jaw^ 

And, being no more in debt to years than thou. 
Leads ancient lords and reverend bishops on 
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To bloody battles and to bruising arms* 

What never-dying honour hath he got 
Against renowned Douglas ! whose hi^h deeds. 
Whose hot incursions and great name m arms 
Holds from all soldiers chief majority 
And military title capital izo 

Throu^ all the kingdoms that acknowledge 
Christ: 

Thrice hadi this Hotspur, Mars in swathling 
clothes. 

This infant warrior in his enterprizes 
Discomfited great Douglas, U*en him once, 

^ Enlarged him and made a friend of him. 

To fill the mouth of deep defiance up 
And shake the peace and safety of our throne. 
And what say you to this? Percy, Northumber- 
land, 

The Archbishop’s grace of York, Douglas, Mor- 
timer, 

• Capitulate against us and are up. rao 

But wherefore do I tell these news to thceS 
Why, Harry, do I tell thee of my foes, 

Which art my nearest and dearest enemy f 
Thou that art like enough, through vas^ fear, 

• Base indination and the start of spleen. 

To fight i^ainst me under Perc/s pay, 

To dog his heels and curtsy at his frowns. 

To show how much thou art degenerate. 

Prince. Do not think so ; you shall not find 
it so: 

And God forgive them that so much have swayed 
Your majesty’s good thoughts away from me ! 131 
I will redeem all this on Percy’s head 
And in the closing of some glorious day 
Be bold to tell you that I am your son ; 

When I will wear a garment all of blood 

• And stain my favours in a bloody marie, 

Which, wash’d away, shall scour my shame with 

it: 

And that shall be the day, whene’er it lights. 
That this same child of honour and renown, 

This gallant Hot^;mr, this all-praised knight, 140 
And your unthought-of Harry chance to meet 
For every honour sitting on his helm, 

Would they were multitudes, and on my head 
My shames redoubled ! for the time Mrill come. 
That I shall make this northern youth exchange 
His glorious deeds for my indignities. 

• Percy is but my fadtor, good my lord. 

To engross up glorious deeds on my behalf; 

And 1 will call him to so stridl account. 

That he shall render every glory up, 150 

Yea, even the slightest wordiip of his time. 

Or I will tear the reckoning from his heart 
Ihis, in the name of God, I promise here : 

The which if He be pleased 1 shall perform, 

I do beseech your majesty may salve 

The long-grown wounds of my intenmenuioe: 

If not, the end of life cancels all bands ; 

And I will die a hundred thousand deaths 
Ere break the smallest parcel of this vow.^ 

King. A hundred thousand rebeb £e in this: 
Thou shalt have charge and sovereign trust 
herein. i6x 



Henry IV (i 367 -i 4 * 3 )» first Lancastrian king of 
England, who deposed Richard 11 in 1399. Engraving 
from John Speed’s Theatre of the Empire of Great 
Britaine^ 1611-12 

115 Enlarged. Released. 

120 Capitulate. Draw a contract up. In revolt. 

125 spleen. Perversity. 

196 favours. Features. 

147 factor. Agent. 


EmUr Btimr. 

How now, food Bhvatt diy looks ars fitU of 
q>eea. 
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176 account. Arrangement. 

5 apple-john. An apple, though withered, still edible. 

23 compass, i.e. both 'limit* and ‘girth*. 

34 Death's-head. Skull and cross bones. 

36 Dives. Biblical figure and symbol of wealth and 
gluttony. 



FalstafT and Bardolph. Drawing by J.M. Wright 
(1777-1866) 


Blunt* So hath the business that 1 come to 



That Douglas and the English rebels met 
The eleventh of this month at Shrewsbury : 

A mighty and a fearful head they are. 

If promises be kept on every hand, 

As ever offer’d foul plw in a state. 

King. The Earl of Westmoreland set forth 
to-day ; 170 

With him my son, Lord John of Lancaster ; 

For this advertisement is five days old ; 

On Wednesday next, Harry, you shall set for- 
ward ; 

On Thursday we ourselves will march : our meeting 
Is Bridgenorth : and, Harry, you shall march 

• Througn Gloucestershire ; by which account, 
Our business valued, some twelve days hence 
Our general forces at Bridgenorth shall meet. 
Our hands are full of business : let’s away ; 
Advantage feeds him fat, while men delay. 180 

[^Exeunt, 

Scene III. Eastckeap. The Boar^s-Head 
Tavern* 

Enter Falstaff and Bardolph. 

FaL Bardolph. am I not fallen away vilely 
since this last adlion? do I not bate? do I not 
dwindle? Why, my skin hang^s about me like an 
old lady’s loose gown ; 1 am withered like an old 

• api>le-john. Well, I ’ll repent, and that suddenly, 
while I am in some liking ; I shall be out of heart 
shortly, and then I shall have no strength to 
repent An I have not forgotten what the inside 
of a church is made of, 1 am a peppercorn, a 
brewer’s horse: the inside of a church! Com- 
pany, villanous company, hath been the spoil of 
me. 

Bard. Sir John, you are so fretful, you can- 
not live long. 

FaL Why, there is it : come sing me a bawdy 
song; make me merry. I was as virtuously given 
as a gentleman need to be; virtuous enough; 
swore little ; diced not above seven times a week ; 
went to a bawdy-house not above once in a 
quarter— of an hour; ]jaid money that I bor- 
rowed, three or four times; lived well and in 
good compass : and now 1 live out of all order, 

• out of all compass. 

Bard* Why, you are so fat. Sir John, that 
you must needs he out of all compass, out of all 
reasonable compass. Sir John. 

FaL Do thou amend thy face, and I’ll amend 
my life : thou art our admiral, thou bearest the 
lantern in the poop, but ’tis in the nose of thee ; 
thou art the Knight of the Btiming Lamp. 30 

Bard, Why, Sir John, my face does you no 
harm. 

FaL No, I’ll be sworn ; I make as good use 

• of it as many a man doth of a Death’s-head or a 
memento mori : I never see thy face but I think 

• upon hell-fire and Dives that lived in purple ; 
for there he is in his robes, burning, burning* If 
thou wert any way given to virtue, I would swear 
by thy face; my oath should be ‘By this fire, 
that’s God’s angel but thou art altogether given 
over; and wert indeed, but for the light in thy 
face, the son of utter darkness. When thou 


446 


Act III Scene III KING HENRY IV Part I 


rannest up Gadshill in the night to catch my 
horse, if X did not think thou hadst been an 

• ignis fatuus or a ball of wildfire, there’s no pur- 
chase in money. O, thou art a peipetual tri- 
umph, an everlasting bonfire-light! Thou hast 
saved me a thousand marks in links and torches, 
walking with thee in the night betwixt tavern 
and tavern: but the sack that thou hast drunk 
me would have bought me lights as good cheap 
at the dearest chandler’s in Europe. I have 

• maintained that salamander of yours with fire 
any time this two and thirty years ; God reward 
me for it ! 

Bard^ ’Sblood, 1 would my face were in your 
belly I 

FaL God-a-mercy ! so should 1 be sure to be 
heart-burned. 


Enter Hostess. 

How now. Dame Partlet the henl have you 
inquired yet who picked my pocket? 6i 

Host* Why, Sir John, what do you think, 
Sir John? do you think 1 keep thieves in my 
house? 1 have searched, I have inquired, so 
has my husband, man by man, boy by boy, 
servant by servant : the tithe of a hair was never 
lost in my house before. 

FcU. Ve lie, hostess: Bardolph was shaved 
and lost many a hair; and I’ll be sworn my 
pocket was pi<^ed. Go to, you are a woman, go* 
Host, Who, I ? no ; I defy thee : God’s lig^ 
I was never called so in mine own house before^ 
FaL Go to, I know you well enough. 

Host* No, Sir John; you do not know me. 
Sir John. I know you, Sir John: you owe me 
money. Sir John ; and now you pick a quarrel to 
beguile me of it :* 1 bought you a dozen of shirts 
to your back. 

• FaL Dowlas, filthy dowlas: 1 have given 
them away to bakers’ wive^ and they have made 

• bolters of them* 8 l 

• Host. Now, as 1 am a true woman, holland 

• of eight shillings an ell. You owe money here 
besides, Sir Jmin, for your diet and by-drink- 
ings, and money lent you, four and twenty 
pound. 

FaL He had his part of it ; let him pay. 

HosU He ? alas, he is poor ; he hath nothing. 
FaL Howl poor? look upon his face; what 
call you rich? let them coin his nose, let them 
coin his cheeks: I'll not pay a denier. What, 

• will you make a younker of me ? shall I not take 
mine ease in mine inn but I shall have my pocket 
picked? I have lost a seal-ring of my grand.- 
father’s worth forty mark. 

Host, O Jesu, I have heard the prince tell 
him, I know not how oft, that that ring was 
copper ! 

Fal. How ! the prince is a Jack, a sneak-cup : 
’sblood, an he were here, I would cudgel him 
like a dog, if he would say so. zoz 

Enter the Prince and Peto, marchings and 
Falstaff meets them playiugon his truncheon 
like a fife* 

How now, lad ! is the wind in that door, i’ faith? 
must we all march? 

• Bard. YesL two and two, Newgate fashion. 
Host. My lord, 1 pray you, hear me. 


45 ignis fatuus. Will-o’-the-wisp. 

53 salamander. Lizard said to live in fire. 
79 Dowlas. Coarse linen. 

81 halters. Cloth for sieving corn. 

82 holland. Fine linen. 

83 ell. A measure of yards. 

92 younker. Novice. 



FalstafT and Mistress Quickly. This engraving (r.1662) 
used as the frontispiece to Thomas Kirkman's The Wits, 
or Sport upon Sport, 1672, is the earliest published 
illustration of these Shakespearean characters 


104 Newgate fashion. Prisoners were shackled two by 
two to be led to Newgate prison. 
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129 Maid Marian. Disreputable woman in morris 
dances. 


130 deputy* s wife. i.e. very respectable. 


162 ought. Owed. 



FalstafT: ‘A thousand pound, Hal! . . . thy love is 
worth a million’. Engraving from a painting by Robert 
Smirke (1752-1845) 


Prince. What sayest thou. Mistress Ouickl)rt 
How doth thy husbud! I love him well; he is 
an honest man. 

Hast. Good my lord, hear me. 

Fal. Prithee, let her alone, and list to me. 

Prifice. What sayest thoi^ Jack } x x 1 

Fal. The other night I fell asleep here be- 
hind the arras and had my pocket picked : this 
house is turned bawdy-house ; they pick pockets. 

Prince. What didst thou lose. Jack T 

Fal. Wilt thou believe me, Hal? three or 
four bonds of forty pound a-piece, and a seal-ring 
of my grandfather’s. 

Prince. A trifle, some eight-penny matter. 

Host. So 1 told him, my lord; and 1 said 
I heard your fprace say so: and, my lord, he 
speaks most vilely of you, like a foul-mouthed 
man as he is ; and said he would cudgel you. 

Prince. What I he did not? 

Host. There’s neither faith, truth, nor woman- 
hood in me else. 

Fal. There’s no more faith in thee than in a 
stewed prune ; nor no more truth in thee than in 

• a drawn fox ; and for womanhood, Maid Marian 

• may be the deputy’s wife of the ward to thee. 

Go, you thing, go. 131 

Host. Say, what thing? what thing? 

Fal. What thing! why, a thing to thank 
God on. 

Host. I am no thing to thank God on, I 
would thou shouldst know it ; I am an honest 
man’s wife: and, setting thy knighthood aside, 
thou art a knave to call me so. 

Fal. Setting thy womanhood aside, thou art a 
beast to say otherwise. 140 

Host. Say, what l>east, thou knave, thou? 

Fal. What beast ! why, an otter. 

Prince. An otter, Sir John ! why an otter? 

Fal. Why, she's neither fish nor flesh ; a man 
knows not where to have her. 

Host. Thou art an uniust man in saying so : 
thou or any man knows where to have me, thou 
knave, thou ! 

Prince. Thou sayest true, hostess; and he 
slanders thee most grossly. 150 

Host. So he doth you, my lord; and said 

• this other d^ you ought him a thousand pound. 

Prince. Sirrah, do I owe you a thousand 
pound? 

Fal. A thousand pound, Hal ! a million : 
thy love is worth a million; thou owest me 
thy love. 

Host. Nav, my lord, he called you Jack, and 
said he would cudgel you. 

Fal. Did I, Bardolph? 160 

Bard. Indeed, Sir John, you said so. 

Fal. Yea, if he said my ring was copper. 

Prince. I say ’tis copper: darest thou be as 
good as thy wora now? 

Fal. Why, Hal, thou knowest, as thou art 
but man, I dare: but as thou art prince, I 
fear thee as I fear the roaring of the lion’s whelp. 

Prince. And why not as the lion? 

Fal. The king himself is to be feared as the 
lion : dost thou think I ’ll fear thee as I fear thy 
father? nay, an I do, I pray God my girdle break. 

Prince. O, if it should, how would thy guts 
faU about thy knees! But, sirrah, there's no 
room for faith, truth, nor honesty in this bosmi 
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of thine ; it is all filled up with gats and midrUF. 
Charge an honest woman with pitting thy pocket ! 

• why, thou whoreson, impudent, emTOssed rascal, 
if there were anything in thy pocket but tavern- 
reckonings, memorandums of bawdy-houses, and 
one poor penny-worth of sugar-candy to make 
thee long-winded, if thv podeet were enriched 
with any other injuries but these, I am a villain : 
and yet you will stand to it ; you will not podeet 
up wron^ art thou not ashamed? 

/^a/. Dost thou hear, Hal? thou knowest in 
the state of innocency Adam fell ; and what should 
poor Jack FalstafT do in the days of villany? 
Thou seest I have more flesh than another man, 
and therefore more frailty. You confess then, 
you picked my pocket? 190 

Prince. It appears so by the story. 

Palm Hostess, I fornve thee : go, make ready 
breakfast ; love thy hu^and, look to thy servants, 
cherish thy guests : thou shalt find me tradable 
to any honest reason : thou seest I am pacified 
still. Nay, prithee, be gone. [Exit Hostess.^ 
Now, Hal, to the news at court : for the robbery, 
lad, how is that answered ? 

Prince. O, my sweet beef, I must still be good 
angel to thee : the money is paid back again. 200 

Pal. O, 1 do not like that paying back ; ’tis a 
double labour. 

Prince. I am |^ood friends with my father 
and may do any thing. 

Fal. Rob me the exchequer the first thing 

• thou doest, and do it with unwashed hands too. 

Bard. Do, my lord. 

Prince. I have procured thee, Jack, a charge 
of foot. 209 

Fal. I would it had been of horse. Where 
shall I find one that can steal well? O for a fine 
thief, of the age of two and twenty or there- 
abouts ! I am heinously unprovided. Well, God 
be thanked for these rebels, they offend none but 
the virtuous : I laud them, I praise them. 

Prince. Bardolph 1 

Bard, yiy lord? 

Prince. Go bear this letter to Lord John of 
Lancaster, to my brother John ; this to my Lord 
of Westmoreland. [Exit BardolphJ\ Go, Peto, 
to horse, to horse ; for thou and 1 have thirty 
miles to ride yet ere dinner time. [Exit Peto.] 
Jack, meet me to-morrow in the Temple hall at 
two o’clock in the afternoon. 

There shalt thou know thy charge; and there 
receive 

Money and order for their furniture. 

The land is burning ; Percy stands on high ; 

And either we or they must lower lie. [Exit. 

Fal. Rare words ! brave world ! Hostess, my 
breakfast, come ! 

O, I could wish this tavern were my drum ! [Exit. 
ACT IV. 

SCKKB i. Tie rebel camp near Shrenvsbury. 

Enter Hotspur, Worcester, attd Douglas. 

Hot. Well said, my noble Scot : if q>eaking 
truth 

In this fine an were not thought flattery, 

Such attribution should the Douglas have. 

As not a soldier of this season's stamp 


177 embossed. Swollen. 



Costume design for Mistress Quickly by Ann Curtis, 
Royal Shakespeare Co, 1^64 


206 with unwashed hands. Without delay. 
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33 drawn. Assembled. 
47 main. Stake. 

61 hair. Nature. 


Should go so general current through the world. 
Bv God, I cannot flatter ; I do defy 
The tongues of soothers ; but a braver place 
In my heart’s love hath no man than yourself : 
Ns^, task me to my word ; approve me, lord. 

Doug, Thou art the king of honour : xo 

No man so potent breathes upon the ground 
But I will beard him. 

Hot, Do so, and ’tis well. 

Enter a Messenger with letters. 

What letters hast thou there ? — I can but thank you. 
Mess, These letters come from your father. 
Hot, Letters from him! why comes he not 
himself? 

Mess. He cannot come, my lord ; he is griev- 
ous sick. 

Hot, ’Zounds I how has he the leisure to be sick 
In such a justling time? Who leads his power? 
Under whose government come they along? 19 
Mess. His letters bear his mind, not I, my lord. 
Wor. I prithee, tell me, doth he keep his bed? 
Mess, He did, my lord, four days ere I set forth ; 
And at the time of my departure thence 
He was much fear’d by his physicians. 

Wor. I would the state of time had first been 
whole 

Ere he by sickness had been visited : 

His health was never better worth than now. 

Hot, Sick now ! droop now ! this sickness doth 
infe< 5 t 

The very life-blood of our enterprise ; 

•Tis catching hither, even to our camp. 30 

fHe writes me here, that inward sickness — 

And that his friends by deputation could not 

• So soon be drawn, nor did he think it meet 
To lay so dangerous and dear a trust 

On any soul removed but on his own. 

Yet doth he give us bold advertisement, 

That with our small conjundUon we should on. 

To see how fortune is disposed to us ; 

For, as he writes, there is no quailing now. 
Because the king is certainly possess’d 40 

Of all our purposes. What say you to it? 

Wor, Your father’s sickness is a maim to us. 
Hot. A perilous gash, a very limb lopp’d off : 
And yet, in faith, it is not; his present want 
Seems more than we shall find it : were it good 
To set the exaA wealth of all our states 

• All at one cast? to set so rich a main 
On the nice ha^eard of one doubtful hour? 

It were not good ; ffor therein should we read 
The very bottom and the soul of hope, 50 

The very list, the very utmost bound 
Of all our fortunes. 

Doug. ’Faith, and so we should ; 

Where now remains a sweet reversion : 
fWe may boldly spend upon the hope of what 
Is to come in : ^ 

A comfort of retirement lives in this. 

Hot. A rendezvous, a home to fly unto, 

If that the devil and mischance look big 
Upon the maidenhead of our affairs. 

Wor, But yet I would your father had been 
here. 60 

• The quality and hair of our attempt 
Brooks no division: it will be thought 
By some, that know not why he is away, 

Tnat wisdom, loyalty and mere dislike 
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Of our proceedings kept the earl from hence : 
And think how such an apprehension 
May turn the tide of feamtl fadlion 
And breed a kind of question in our cause ; 

For well you know we of the offering side 

• Must keep aloof from stridl arbitrement, 70 
And stop all sight-holes, every loop from whence 
The eye of reason may pry in upon us : 

This absence of your father’s draws a curtain, 
That shows the ignorant a kind of fear 
Before not dreamt of. 

Hot, You strain too far. 

I rather of his absence make this use : 

It lends a lustre and more great opinion, 

A larger dare to our great enterprise, 

Than if the earl were here ; for men must think, 
If we without his help can make a head 80 

To push against a kingdom, with his help 
We shall o’erturn it topsy-turvy down. 

Yet all goes well, yet all our joints are whole, 
Doug. As heart can think : there is not such 
a word 

Spoke of in Scotland as this term of fear. 

Enter Sir Richard Vernon, 

Hot, My cousin Vernon 1 welcome, by my souL 
Ver, Pray God my news be worth a welcome, 
lord. 

The Earl of Westmoreland, seven thousand strong. 
Is marching hitherwards ; with him Prince John. 
Hot, No harm : what more ? 

Ver, And further, I have learn'd, 90 

The king himself in person is set forth. 

Or hitherwards intended speedily. 

With strong and mighty preparation. 

Hot, He shall be welcome too. Where is his son, 
The nimble-footed madcap Prince of Wales, 

And his comrades, that dw’d the world aside. 
And bid it pass ? 

Ver, All furnish’d, all in arms ; 

• tAll plumed like estridges that with the wind 

Baited like eagles having lately bathed ; 
Glittering in golden coats, like images ; 100 

As full of spirit as the month of May, 

And gorgeous as the sun at midsummer ; 

Wanton as youthful goats, wild as young bulls. 

• I saw young Harry, with his beaver on, 

• His cuisses on his tmghs, gallantly arm’d. 

Rise from the ground like feathered Mercury, 
And vaulted with such ease into his seat. 

As if an angel dropp’d down from the clouds, 

• To turn and wind a fieiy Pegasus 

And witch the world with noble horsemanship. 
Hot, No more, no more : worse than the sun 
in March, iiz 

This praise do A nourish agues. Let them come ; 
They come like sacrifices in their trim. 

And to the fire-eyed maid of smoky war 
All hot and bleeding will we offer them : 

The mailed Mars shall on his altar sit 
Up to the ears in blood. I am on fire 
To hear ^}us rich repdsal is so nigh 

• And yet not ours. 0>me, let me taste my horse. 

Who is to bear me like a thunderbolt zao 

Against the bosom of the Prince of Wales : 
Harry to Harry shall, hot horse to horse, 

Meet and ne’er part till one drop down a corse. 

O that Glendower were come I 
Ver, There is more news: 


70 arhiVrtmeni, Scrutiny. 


' / 





Vernon: ‘All furnish’d, all in arms’. Soldiers of the 
Tudor period. Engraving from Edwin Goadby’s 
England of Shakespeare ^ 1902 

98 estridges. Ostriches. 

104 beaver. Helmet. 



A beaver. Engraving by F.W. Fairholt from J.O. Halli- 
well’s edition of Shakespeare’s works, 1853-65 

105 cuisses. Armour for the thighs. 

109 Pegasus. Winged horse of Greek mythology. 

119 taste. Feel. 
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P'alstafF: . . we’ll to Sutton Co’fil’ to-night.* Detail from 
a map of Warwickshire showing Sutton Coalfield 
(Cofeld). Engraving from John Speed's Theatre of the 
Empire of Great Britaine. 1611-12 


6 angel. Coin worth ten shillings. 

21 caliver. Musket. 

27—28 Lazarus in the painted cloth. The figure of the 
Deggar, Lazarus, in painted wall hangings. 

38 draff. Pig’s swill. 


1 leam’d in Worcester, as I r^e along, 

He cannot draw his power this fourteen days. 

Doug, That's the worst tidings that I hear 
of yet 

War, Ay, by my faith, that bears a frosty 
sound. 

Hot* What may the king’s whole battle reach 
unto? 

Ver, To thirty thousand. 

Hot Forty let it be : 130 

My father and Glendower being both away, 

The powers of us may serve so great a day. 
Come, let us take a muster speedily : 

Doomsday is near ; die all, die merrily. 

Doug, Talk not of dying : I am out of fear 
Of death or death's band for this one-half year. 

{Exeunt 

Scene 1 1. A public road near Coventry* 

Enter Falstaff and Bardolph. 

Fat Bardolph, get thee before to Coventry ; 
fill me a bottle of sack : our soldiers shall march 
through : we *11 to Sutton Co'fir to-night. 

Bard, Will you give me money, captain? 

Fal, out, lay out. 

• Bard, This bottle makes an angel. 

Fat An if it do, take it for thy labour ; and 
if it make twenty, take them all ; 1 'll answer the 
coinage. Bid my lieutenant Peto meet me at 
town’s end. 10 

Bard, I will, captain ; farewell. {Exit, 

Fal, If I be not ashamed of my soldiers, I am 
a soused gurnet I have misused the king's pres.s 
damnably. I have got, in exchange of 9 hundred 
and fifty soldiers, three hundred and odd pound.s. 
1 press me none but good householders, yeomen's 
sons ; inquire me out contnufled bachelors, such 
as had ^en asked twice on the banns; such a 
commodity of warm slaves, as had as lieve hear 
the devil as a drum ; such as fear the report of a 

• caliver worse than a struck fowl or a hurt wild- 
duck. 1 pressed me none but such toasts-and- 
butter, with hearts in their bellies no bigger than 
pins' heads, and they have bought out tneir ser- 
vices; and now my whole charge consists of 
ancients, corporals, lieutenants, gentlemen of 

• companies, slaves as ragged as Lazarus in the 
painted cloth, where the glutton’s dogs licked his 
sores ; and such as indeed were never soldiers, 
but discarded unjust serving-men, younger sons 
to younger brothers, revolted tapsters and ostlers 
trade-fallen, the cankers of a calm world and a 
long peace, ten times more dishonourable raned 
than an old faced ancient: and such have!, to 
fill up the rooms of them that have bought out 
their services, that you would think that 1 had a 
hundred and fifty tattered prodigals lately come 

• from swine-keeping, from eating draff and husks, 
A mad fellow met me on the way and told me I 
had unloaded all the gibbets and pressed the 
dead bodies. No eye hath seen such ^parecrows. 

I HI not march through Coventry vdth them, 
that’s flat: nay, and the villains march wide 
betwixt Uie len, as if they had gyves cm ; for 
indeed I had the most of them out of prison. 
There’s but a shirt and a half mail my company; 
and the half shirt is two naidcins tacked together 
and thrown over the shoulders like a herald’s 
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coat without sleeves; and the shirt, to say the 
truth, stolen from my host at Saint Albaii'a, or 
the red^nose innkeewr of Daventry. But that^s 
• all one; theyll find linen enough on every hedge. 

Enter the Prince and Westmoreland. 

Prince. How now, blown Jack! how now, 
quilt! 

FaL What, Hal ! how now, mad wag ! what 
a devil dost thou in Warwickshire? My good 
Lord of Westmoreland, I cry you mercy: I 
thought your honour had already been at Shrews- 
bury. 59 

)Vest, Faith, Sir John, 'tis more than time 
that I were there, and you too ; but my powers 
are there already. The king, I can tell you, 
looks for us all : we must away all night. 

FaL Tut, never fear me : I am as vigilant as 
a cat to steal cream. 

Prince, I diink, to steal cream indeed, for thy 
theft hath already made thee butter. But tell 
me. Jack, whose fellows are these that come after? 

FaL Mine, Hal, mine. 69 

Prince, I did never see such pitiful rascals. 

FaL Tut, tut ; good enough to toss ; food for 
powder, food for powder ; they'll fill a pit as well 
as better : tush, man, mortal men, mortal men. 

West, Ay, but. Sir John, methinks they are 
exceedingpror and bare, too beggarly. 

FaL ^aith, for their poverty, I know not 
where they had that; and for their bareness, I 
am sure they nevjtr learned that of me. 

Prince, No, I'll be sworn; unless you call 
three fingers on the ribs bare. But, sirrsui, make 
haste : Percy is already in the field. 8x 

FaL What, is the king encamped? 

West. He is. Sir John: I fear we shall stay 
too long. 

FaL Wen, 

To the latter end of a fray and the beginning of a 
feast 85 

Fits a dull fighter and a keen guest. [Exeunt. 


Scene III. The rebel camp near Shrewsbury, 

Enter Hotspur, Worcester, Douglas, and 
Vernon. 

Hot. We '11 fight with him to-night. 

Wor. It may not.be. 

Dong’, You give him then advantage. 

Ver. Not a whit. 

Hot. Whysayyouso? looks he not for supply? 
Ver. So do we. 

Hot, His is certain, ours is doubtful. 

Wor. Good cousin, be advised ; stir not to- 
night 

Ver. Do not, my lord. 

Doug. You do not counsel well : 

You speak it out of fear and cold heart. 

Ver. Do me no slander, Douglas : by my life. 
And I dare well midntain it with my life, 

If well-respedled honour bid me oil xo 

I hold as little counsel with weak teaa 
As you, my lord, or any Soot that this day lives : 
Let it be seen to-morrow in the battle 
Which of us fears. 

Doug. Yea, or to-ni|^t. 

Ver. Content 

Hoi. To-night, say 1. 


fi2 they^il find linen enough on every hedge. Linen was 
spread out to dry on hedges. 



Costume design for Falstaff by Ann Curtis, Royal 
Shakespeare Co, 1964 
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Ver, Come, come, it may not be. I wonder 
much, 

Being men of such great leading as you are, 

That you foresee not what impediments 
Drag back our expedition : certain horse 
Of my cousin Vernon's are not yet come up : 20 
Your uncle Worcester's horse came but to-day ; 
And now their pride and mettle is asleep, 

Their courage with hard labour tame and dull, 
That not a horse is half the half of himself. 

Hot, So are the horses of the enemy 
In general, journey-bated and brought low; 

The better part of ours are full of rest. 

Wor, The number of the king exceedeth ours : 
For God's sake, cousin, stay till all come in. 

[The trumpet sounds a parley. 

Enter Sir Walter Blunt. 

Blunt. I come with gracious offers from the 
king, 30 

If you vouchsafe me hearing and respedl. 

}fot. Welcome, Sir Walter Blunt ; and would 
to God 

You were of our determination ! 

Some of us love you well ; and even those some 
Envy your great deservings and good name. 
Because you are not of our quality, 

But stand against us like an enemy. 

Blunt. And God defend but still I should 
stand so. 

So long as out of limit and true rule 
You stand again.st anointed majesty. 40 

But to my charge. The king hath sent to know 
The nature of your griefs, and whereupon 
You coniure from the breast of civil peace 
Such bold hostility, teaching his duteous land 
Audacious cruelty. If that the king 
Have any way your good deserts forgot, 

Which he confesseth to be manifold. 

He bids you name your griefs ; and with all speed 
You shall have your desires with interest 
And pardon ab^lute for yourself and these 50 
Herein misled by your suggestion. 

Hoi. The king is kind ; and well we know the 
king 

Knows at what time to promise, when to pay. 

Viy father and my uncle and myself 
Did give him that same royalty he wears ; 

And when he was not six and twenty strong. 

Sick in the world's regard, wretched and low, 

A poor unminded outlaw sneaking home. 

My father gave him welcome to the shore ; 

And when he heard him swear and vow to God 60 
He came but to be Duke of Lancaster, 

• To sue his livery and beg his peace, 
llinth tears of innocency and terms of zeal, 

My &ther, in kind heart and pity moved, 

Swore him assistance and perform’d it too. 

Now when the lords and barons of the realm 
Perceived Northumberland did lean to him. 

The more and less came in with cap and knee ; 
Met him in boroughs, cities, vill^es. 

Attended him on bridges, stood in lanes, 70 
Laid gifts before him, proffer’d him their oaths. 
Gave him their heirs, as pages follow’d him 
Even at the heels in goldra multitudes. 

He presently, as greatness knows itself. 

Steps me a utde higher than his vow 
Made to my father, while his blood was poor, 
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Upon the naked shore at Ravenspurgh ; 

And now, forsooth, takes on him to reform 
Some certain edi(5ls and some strait decrees 
That lie too heavy on the commonwealth, 8 o 
Cries out upon abuses, seems to weep 
Over his country’s wrongs ; and by this face, 
This seeming brow of justice, did he win 
The hearts of all that he did angle for ; 
Proceeded further ; cut me off the heads 
Of all the favourites that the absent king 
In deputation left behind him here, 

When he was personal in the Irish war. 

Blunt. Tut, I came not to hear this. 

Hot, Then to the point. 

In short time after, he deposed the king ; 90 

Soon after that, derived nim of his life ; 

• And in the neck of that, task’d the whole state ; 
To make that worse, suffer’d his kinsman March, 
Who is, if every owner were well placed. 

Indeed his king, to be engaged in Wales. 

Inhere without ransom to Tie forfeited ; 

Disgraced me in my happy vi(5lories, 

• Sought to entrap me by intelligence ; 

Rated mine uncle from the council-board ; 

In rage dismiss’d my father from the court ; too 
Broke oath on oath, committed wrong on wrong, 
And in conclusion drove us to seek out 

• This head of safety ; and withal to pry 
Into his title, the which we find 

Too indiredl for long continuance. 

Blunt. Shall I return this answer to the king? 
Hot, Not so, Sir Walter: we'll withdraw 
awhile. 

Go to the king ; and let there be impawn'd 
Some surety for a safe return again, 

And in the morning early shall my uncle 1 10 
Bring him our purposes : and so farewell. 

Blunt. 1 would you would accept of grace and 
love. 

Hot. And may be so we shall. 

Blunt. Pray God you do. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene IV. York. Tht Archbishop's palace. 

Enter the Archbishop of York and Sir 
Michael. 

A rch. Hie, good Sir Michael ; bear this sealed 
brief 

With winged haste to the lord marshal ; 

This to my cousin Scroop, and all the rest 
To whom they are direcfled. If you knew 
How much they do import, you would make haste. 

Sir M. My good lord, 

I guess their tenour. 

A rch. enough you do. 

To-morrow, good Sir Michael, is a day 
Wherein the fortune of ten thousand men 
Must bide the touch ; for, sir, at Shrewsbury, 10 
As I am truly given to understand. 

The king with mighty and auick-raised power 
Meets uath Lord Harry : ana, I fear, Sir Michael, 
What with the sickness of Northumberland, 
Whose power was in the first proportion. 

And wnat with Owen Glendower's absence 
thence, 

Who with them was a rated sinew too 
And comes not in, o’er-mled by prophecies, 

I fear the power of Percy is too weak 


92 tasked. Taxed. 

98 intelligence. Secret information. 
103 head of safety. Armed state. 



Laurence Olivier as Hotspur, New Theatre, London, 

1945 
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19 exhaled meteor. The word ^meteor’ was applied to 
many celestial phenomena: they were all believed to be 
due to vapour drawn up by the sun. 

29 chetoet. Jackdaw, i.e. noisy quibbler. 


To wage an instant trial with the king. ao 

Sir M. Why, iny good lord, you need not 
fear; 

There is Douglas and Lord Mortimer. 

Arch, No, Mortimer is not there. 

Sir M, But there is Mordake, Vernon, Lord 
Harry Percy, 

And there is my Lord of Worcester and a head 
Of gallant warriors, noble gentlemen. 

A rch. And so there is : but yet the king hath 
drawn 

The special head of all the land together: 

The Prince of Wales, Lord John of Lancaster, 
The noble Westmoreland and warlike Blunt; 30 
And many moe corrivals and dear men 
Of estimation and command in arms. 

Sir M. Doubt not, my lord, they shall be well 
opposed. 

Aren, I hope no less, yet needful *tis to fear ; 
And, to prevent the worst, Sir Michael, speed : 
For if Lord Percy thrive not, ere the king 
Dismiss his power, he means to visit us. 

For he hath heard of our confederacy. 

And ’tis but wisdom to make strong against him : 
Therefore make haste. I must eo write again 
To other friends; and so farewell. Sir Michael. 

\ExeuHt. 


ACT V. 

Scene I. The King's camp near Shrewsbury, 

Enter the King, Prince of Wales, Lord John 
OF Lancaster, Earl op Westmoreland, 
Sir Walter Blunt, and Falstaff. 

King, How bloodily the sun bemns to peer 
Above yon busky hill ! the day looks pale 
At his distemperature. 

Prince, The southern wind 

Doth play the trumpet to his purposes. 

And by bis hollow whistling in the leaves 
Foretells a tempest and a mustering day. 

King, Then with the losers let it sympathise, 
For nothing can seem foul to those that win. 

[The trumpet sotinds. 

Enter Worcester and Vernon. 

How now, my Lord of Worcester! 'tis not well 
That you ancf I should meet upon such terms 10 
As now we meet. You have deceived our trust, 
And made us doff our easy robes of peace, 

To crush our old limbs in ungentle steel : 

This is not well, my lord, this is not well. 

What say you to it? will you again unknit 
This churlish knot of all-abhor^ war? 

And move in that obedient orb again 
Where you did give a fair and natural light, 

• And be no more an exhaled meteor, 

A prodigy of fear and a portent 90 

Or broacned mischief to the unborn tiniest 
War. Hear me, my liege : 

For mine own part, 1 could be well content 
To entertain the lag-end of my life 
With quiet hours ; for I do protest, 

I have not sought the day of this dislike. 

Kiuf, You have not sought it ! bow comes it, 
then? 

Fal. Rebellion lay in hfs way, and he found it. 
a Prince, Peace, chewet, peace 1 
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Wor. It pleased your majesty to turn your 
looks 30 

Of favour from myself and all our house; 

And yet I must remember you, my lord. 

We were the first and dearest of your friends* 

For you mv staff of office did I break 
In Richaras time ; and posted day and night 
To meet you on the way, and kiss your hand. 
When yet you were in place and in aocount 
Nothing so strong and fortunate as 1 . 

It was myself, my brother and his son, 

That brought you home and boldly did outdare 
The dangers of the time. You swore to us, 41 
And you did swear that oath at Doncaster, 

That you did nothing purpose 'gainst the state ; 
Nor claim no further than your new-falPn right. 
The seat of Gaunt, dukedom of Lancaster : 

To this we swore our aid. But in short space 
It rain’d down fortune showering on your head ; 
And such a flood of greatness fell on you, 

What with our help, what with the absent king. 
What with the injuries of a wanton time, 50 
The seeming sufferances that you had borne. 

And the contrarious winds that held the king 

So long in his unlucky Irish wars 

That all in England did repute him dead : 

And from this swarm of fair advantages 
You took occasion to be quickly woo\l 
To gripe the general sway into your hand ; 
Forgot your oath to us at Doncaster ; 

And being fed by us you used us so 

As that ungentle gull, the cuckoo’s bird, 60 

Useth the sparrow ; did oppress our nest ; 

Grew by our feeding to so great a bulk 
That even our love durst not come near your 
sight 

For fear of swallowing ; but with nimble wing 
We were enforced, for safety sake, to fly 
Out of your sight and raise this present head ; 
Whereby we stand opposed by such means 
As you yourself have forged against yourself 
By unkind usage, dangerous countenance. 

And violation of all faith and troth ^ 70 

Sworn to us in your younger enterprise. 

Kingm These things indeed you have articu- 
late, 

Proclaim’d at market-crosses, read in churches, 
To face the garment of rebellion 
With some fine colour that may please the eye 
Of fickle changeling and poor discontents, 
Which gape and nm the elbow at the news 
Of hurly burly innovation ; 

And never yet did insurredUon want 
Su^ water-colours to impwt his cause ; 80 

Nor moody beggars, starving for a time 
Of pellmefl havoc and confusion. 

Prince. In both your armies there is many a 
soul 

Shall pay full dearly for this encounter, 

If once mey join in trial Tell your nephew, 
The Prince of Wales doth join with aU the 
world 

In praise of Henry Percy : by my hopes« 

• Thm present enterprise set on his head, 

I do not think a braver gentleman, 

More adtive-valiant or more valiant-young, 90 
More daring or more bold, is now akve 
To grace this latter age with noble deeds. 

For my part, I may speak it to my shame. 



King Henry IV. Engraving from Old England, 1854 
88 set off his head. Not charged to his account. 
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143 scutcheon. A shield bearing a coat of arms. 



Ralph Richardson as Falstaff, New Theatre, London, 
*945 


I have a truant been to chivalry ; 

And so I hear he doth account me too ; 

Yet this before my father's majesty— 

I am content that he shall take the odds 
Of his great name and estimation, 

And will, to save the blood on either side, 

Try fortune with him in a single fight. loo 

King. And, Prince of Wales, so dare we ven- 
ture thee, 

Albeit considerations infinite 
Do make against it. No, good Worcester, no, 
We love our people well ; even those we love 
That are misfed upon your cousin's part ; 

And, will they take the oflFer of our grace, 

Both he and they and you, yea, every man 
Shall be my friend again and 1 'll be his: 

So tell your cousin, and bring me word 
What he will do : but if he will not yield, i lo 
Rebuke and dread correction wait on us 
And they shall do their office. So, be gone ; 

We will not now be troubled with reply : 

We offer fair; take it advisedly. 

[Exeunt Worcester and Vemon. 
Prince. It will not be accepted, on my life : 
The Douglas and the Hotspur both together 
Are confident against the world in arms. 

King. Hence, therefore, every leader to his 
charge ; 

For, on their answer, will we set on them : 

And God befriend us, as our cause is just ! xao 
[Exeunt all but the Prince of Wales and 

Falsiaff. 

Fal. Hal, if thou sec me down in the battle 
and bestride me, so ; ’tis a point of friendship. 

Prince. Nothing but a colossus can do thee 
that friendship. Say thy prayers, and farewell. 

Fal. 1 would 'twere bed-time, Hal, and all 
well. 

Prince, Why, thou owest God a death. 

[Exit. 

Fal. 'Tis not due yet; I would be loath to 
pay him before his day. What need 1 be so 
forward with him that calls not on me? Well, 
'tis no matter; honour pricks me on. Yea, but 
how if honour prick me off when I come on? 
how then? Can honour set to a leg? no: or an 
arm? no: or take away the grief of a wound? 
no. Honour hath no skill in surgery, then? no. 
What is honour? a word. What is in that word 
honour? what is that honour? air. A trim reck- 
oning! Who hath it? he that died o' Wednes- 
day. Doth he feel it? no. Doth he hear it? no. 
'Tis insensible, then? Yea, to the dead. But 
will it not live with the living? no. Why? de- 
tradlion will not .suffer it. Therefore I'll none of 
it. Honour is a mere scutcheon: and so ends 
my catechism. [Exit. 

Scene II. The rebel camp. 

Enter Worcester and Vernon. 

Wor, O, no, my nephew must not know. Sir 
Richard, 

The liberal and kind offer of the kiag. 

Ver. 'Twere best he did. 

War. Then are we ad undone. 

It is not possible, it cannot be, 

The king should keep his word in loving us; 

He will suspedf us still and find a tin;ie 
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To punish this offence in other faults: 

Suspicion all our lives shall be stuck fiill of eyes ; 
For treason is but trusted like the fox, ‘ 

Who, ne’er so tame, so cherish’d and lock’d up, lo 
Will have a wild trick of his ancestors. 

Look how we can, or sad or merrily. 
Interpretation will misquote our looks. 

And we shall feed like oxen at a stall. 

The better cherish’d, still the nearer death. 

My nephew’s trespass may be well forgot; 

It hath the excuse of youth and heat of blood. 
And an adopted name of privilege, 

A hare-brain’d Hotspur, govern’d by a spleen : 
All his offences live upon my head 20 

And on his father’s ; we did train him on, 

And, his corruption being ta’en from us, 

We, as the spring of all, shall pay for all. 
Therefore, good cousin, let not Harry know. 

In any case, the offer of the king. 

Ver, Deliver what you will ; I ’ll say ’tis se. 
Here comes your cousin. 

Enter Hotspur and Douglas. 

Hot. My uncle is return’d : 

Deliver up my Lord of Westmoreland. 

Uncle, what news? 30 

War. The king will bid you battle presently. 
Dong. Defy him by the Lord of Westmore- 
land. 

Hot. Lord Douglas, go you and tell him so. 
Doug. Marry, and shall, and very willingly. 

{Exit, 

Wor. There is no seeming mercy in the king. 
Hot. Did you beg any? God forbid! 

Wor. I told him gently of our grievances. 

Of his oath-breaking; which he mended thus. 

By now forswearing that he is forsworn : 

lie calls us rebels, traitors; and will scourge 40 

With haughty arms this hateful name in us. 

Re-e^iter Douglas. 

Doug. Arm, gentlemen ; to arms ! for I have 
thrown 

A brave defiance in King Henry’s teeth, 

> And Westmoreland, that was engaged, did 
bear it ; 

Which cannot choose but bring him quickly on. 
Wor. The Prince of Wales stepp’d forth 
before the king, 

And, nephew, challenged you to single fight. 
Hot. O, would the quarrel lay upon our 
heads, 

And that no man might draw short breath to-day 
But I and Harry Monmouth ! Tell me, tell me, 50 
How show’d his tasking? seem’d it in contempt? 

Ver. No, by my soul ; I never in my life 
Did hear a challenge urged more modestly. 
Unless a brother should a brother dare 
To gentle exercise and proof of arms. 

He gave you all the duties of a man : 

Trimm’d up your praises with a princely tongue. 
Spoke your deservings like a chronicle. 

Making you ever better than his praise 
' By still dispraising praise valued with you ; 60 

And, which became him like a prinoe indeed. 

He made a blushing cital of himself ; 

And chid his truant youth with such a grace 
As if he master’d there a double spirit 
Of teaching and of learning instantly. 


44 engaged. Held as hostage. 
61 tasking. Challenging. 

60 valued. Compared. 
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21 Semblably furnished. Similarly equipped. 

30 shot-free. Without paying bills. 

46 Turk Gregory. Turk (i.e. cruel); Gregory (i.e. Pope 
Gregory VII, noted for cruelty to Protestants). 

61 carbonado. Broiled meat. 



George Robey as FalstafT, His Majesty’s Theatre, 
London, 1935 


EnUr Hotspur. 

Hot O Douglas^ hadst thou fought at Holme- 
don thus^ 

I never had triumph'd upon a Scot. 

Douf. All's done^ all's won ; here breathless 
lies the king. 

Hot. Where? 

Doug. Here. 

Hot. This, Douglas? no: I know this face 
fuUwell: 

A gallant knight he was, his name was Blunt ; ao 
e Semblably furnish’d like the king himself. 

Doug. A fool go with thy soul, whither it 
goes! 

A borrow'd title hast thou bought too dear : 

Why didst thou tell me that thou wert a king? 
Hot. The king hath many inarching in his 
coats. 

Doug. Now, by my sword, I will kill all his 
coats; 

I 'II murder all his wardrobe, piece by piece. 
Until I meet the king. 

Hot. Up, and away ! 

Our soldiers stand full fairly for the day. 29 

\Exeunt. 

A larum. Enter F alst aff, solus. 

• Fal. Though I could 'scape shot-free at Lon- 

don, I fear the shot here; here’s no scorina but 
upon the pate. Soft! who are you? Sir Walter 
Blunt : there’s honour for you ! here’s no vanity ! 
I am as hot as molten lead, and as heavy too : 
God keep lead out of me 1 I need no more weight 
than mine own bowels. I have led my raga- 
muffins where they are peppered: there's not 
three of my hundred and fifty left alive; and 
they are for the town's end, to beg during life. 
But who comes here? 40 

Enter the Prince. 

Prince. What, stand’s? thou idle here? lend 
me th V sword : 

Many a nobleman lies stark and stiff 
Under the hoofs of vaunting enemies, 

Whose deaths are yet unrevenged: I prithee, 
lend me thv sword. 

Fal. O Hal, I prithee, give me leave to 

• breathe awhile. Turk Gregory never did such 
deeds in arms as I have done this day. I have 
paid Percy, I have made him sure. 

Prince. He is, indeed ; and living to kill thee. 
I prithee, lend me thy sword. 50 

Fal. Nay, before God, Hal, if Percy be 
alive, thou get'st not my sword; but take my 
pistol, if thou wilt. 

Prince. Give it me : what, is it in the case ? 
Fal. Ay, Hal; 'tis hot, 'ns hot; there's that 
will sack a city. \The Prince draws it out nnd 
^nds it to be a bottle 0/ sack. 
Prince. What, is it a time to jest and dally 
now? \,He throws the bottle at him. Exit. 

Fal. Well, if Percy be alive, I 'll pierce him. 
If he do come in my way. so: if he ao not, if I 
o come in his willingly, let him make a carbmado 
of me. I like not such grinning honour as Sir 
Walter hath : give me life : whioi if I can save, 
so; if not, honour comes unlooked for, and there's 
an end. [Exit* 
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There did he pause : but let me tell the worlds 
If he outlive tne envy of this day, 

England did never owe so sweet a hope, 

So much misconstrued in his wantonness. 

Hoi, Cousin, I think thou art enamoured 70 
On his follies ; never did I hear 
Of any prince so wild a libertine. 

But be he as he will, ^et once ere ni|^ht 
I will embrace him with a soldier’s arm. 

That he shall shrink under my courtesy. 

Arm, arm with speed: and, fellows, soldiers, 
friends, 

Better consider what you have to do 
Than I, that have not well the gift of tongue, 

Can lift your blood up with persuasion. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess, My lord, here are letters for you. 80 
Hoi, 1 cannot read them now. 

O gentlemen, the time of life is short ! 

To spend that shortness basely^ were too long. 

If life did ride upon a diarsjx>int. 

Still ending at the arrival of an hour. 

An if we live, we live to tread on kings ; 

If die, brave death, when princes die with us ! 
Now, for our consciences, the arms are fair, 
When the intent of bearing them is just. 

E flier another Messenger. 

Mess, My lord, prepare ; the king comes on 
apace. 90 

Hoi. I thank him, that he cuts me from my 
tale, 

For I profess not talking; only this — 

Let each man do his best : and here draw I 
A sword, whose temper I intend to stain 
With the best blood that I csai meet withal 
In the adventure of this perilous day. 

Now, Elsperance ! Percy ! and set on. 

Sound all the lofty instruments of war, 

And by that music let us all embrace ; 

For, heaven to earth, some of us never shall 100 
A second time do such a courtesy. 

[ The trumpets sound. They embrace^ and exeunt, 

ScRNB III. Plain between the camps. 

The King enters with his power. Alarum to 
the battle. Then enter Douglas and Sir 
Walter Blunt. 

Blunt, What is thy name, that in the battle 
thus 

Thou crossest me ? what honour dost thou seek 
Upon my head? 

Doug. Know then, my name is Douglas ; 
And I do haunt thee in the battle thus 
Because some tell me that thou art a king. 

Blunt, They tell thee true. 

Doug. The Lord of Stafford dear to-day hath 
bought 

Thy likeness, for instead of thee, King Harry, 
This sword hath ended him : so shall it thee. 
Unless thou yield thee as my prisoner. 10 

Blunt, I was not bom a yielder, thou proud 
Scot; 

And thou shall find a king that will revenge 
Lord Stafford’s death. [ They fight. Douglas 

kills Blunt, 
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A battle scene. Woodcut from Holinshed’s Chronicles, 

1577 


5 make up. Advance. 

25 Hydra's heads. The Hydra grew two heads for each 
one cut off. 

44 Cheer ly. Cheer up. 


Scene IV. Another part of the field. 

Alarum. Excursions* Enter the King, the 
Prince, Lord John of Lancaster, and 
Earl of Westmoreland. 

King. I prithee, 

Harry, withdraw thyself ; thou bleed’ st too much. 
Lord John of Lancaster, go you with him. 

Lan. Not I, my lord, unless I did bleed too. 

• Prince* I beseech your majesty, make up, 
Lest your retirement do amaze your friends. 
King. I will do so. 

My Lord of Westmoreland, lead him to his tent. 
West. Come, my lord, I’ll lead you to your 
tent. 

Prince* Lead me, my lord? I do not need 
your help : 10 

And God forbid a shallow scratch should drive 
The Prince of Wales from such a field as this. 
Where stain’d nobility lies trodden on. 

And rebels’ arms triumph in massacres I 
Lan. We breathe too long: come, cousin 
Westmoreland, 

Our duty this way lies ; for God’s sake, come. 
[Exeunt Prince John and W estmoreland. 
Prince. By God, thou hast deceived me, Lan- 
caster ; 

I did not think thee lord of such a spirit : 

Before, I loved thee as a brother, John ; 

But now, I do respedt thee as my soul. 20 

King. I saw him hold Lord Percy at the 
point 

With lustier maintenance than I did look for 
Of such an ungrown warrior. 

Prince. * O, this boy 

Lends mettle to us all ! [Exit. 

Enter Douglas. 

i Doug. Another king! they grow like Hydra’s 
heads: 

I am the DoUjgla.s, fatal to all those 

That wear th&e colours on them : what art thou, 

That counterfeit’st the person of a king? 

King. The king himself ; who, Douglas, 
grieves at heart 

So many of his shadows thou hast met 30 

And not the very king. I have two boys 
Seek Percy and thysdf about the field : 

But, seeing thou fall’st on me so luckily, 

I will assay thee : so, defend thyself. 

Doug. I fear thou art another counterfeit ; 

A nd yet, in faith, thou bear’st thee like a king : 
But mine I am sure thou art, whoe’er thou be, 
And thus I win thee. {They fight; the King 
being in danger^ re-enter Prince 0/ W ales* 
Priftce. Hold up thy head, vile Scot, or thou 
art like 

Never to hold it up ainiin ! the spirits 40 

Of valiant Shirley, Stafford, Blunt, are in my 
arms: 

It is the Prince of Wales that threatens thee; 

Who never promiseth but he means to pay. 

[They fight: Douglas flies. 

» Cheerly, my lord : how fares your grace? 

Sir Niraolas Gawsey hath for succour sent, 

And so hath Clifton : I'll to Clifton straight 
King. Stav» and breathe awhile : 

Thou hast redeem’d thy lost opihion, 

And allow’d thou makest aome tender of my lif^ 
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In this fair rescue thou hast brought to me. 50 
Prince, O God ! they did me too much injury 
That ever said I hearken'd for your death. 

I f it were so, I might have let alone 
The insulting hand of Douglas over you. 

Which would have been as speedy in your end 
As all the poisonous potions in the world 
And saved the treacherous labour of vour son. 
A 7 ;^. Make up to Clifton : 1 ’ll to Sir Nicholas 
Gawsey. [ExiL 

Enter Hotspur. 

Hot, If I mistake not, thou art Harry Mon> 
mouth. 

Prince, Thou speak’st as if I would deny my 
name. 60 

Hot, My name is Harry Percy. 

Pr£*ict\ Why, then I sec 

A very valiant rebel of the name. 

I am the Prince of Wales ; and think not, Percy, 
To share with me in glory any more ; 

Two stars keep not their motion in one sphere; 
Nor can one England brook a double reign, 

Of Harry Percy and the Prince of Wales. 

Hot, Nor shall it, Harry; for the hour is 
come 

To end the one of us ; and would to God 
Thy name in arms were now as great as mine ! 
Prince, I ’ll make it greater ere I part from 
thee ; 71 

And all the budding honours on thy crest 
I ’ll crop, to make a garland for my head. 

Hot, I can no longer brook thy vanities. 

\They fight 

% 

Enter Falstaff. 

Fal, Well said, Hal ! to it* Hal ! Nay, you 
shall find no boy’s play here, 1 can tell you. ^ 

E e-enter Douglas; Ae fights with Falstaff, 
who falls do 7 un as if he %vere dead^ and exit 
Douglas. Hotspur is wowidedy and falls. 

Hot, O, Harry, thou hast robb’d me of my 
youth ! 

• I better brook loss of brittle life 
Than those proud titles thou hast won of me ; 
They wound my thoughts worse than thy sword 
my flesh : 80 

But thought ’s the slave of life, and life time’s fool ; 
And time, that takes survey of all the world, 
Must have a stop. O, I could prophesy. 

But that the earthy and cold hand of death 
Lies on my tongue : no, Percy, thou art dust. 

And food lor — ^ \Dies, 

Prince, For worms, brave Percy: fare thee 
well, great heart ! ^ 

Ill-weaved ambition, how much art thou^shrunk ! 
When that this body did contain a spirit, 

A kingdom for it was too small a bound ; 90 

But now two paces of the vilest earth 
Is room enough : this earth that bears thee dead 
Bears not alive so stout a^entleman. 

^ If thou wert sensible of courtesy, 

I should not make so dear a show of zeal : 

^ But let my favours hide thv mangled face ; 

And, even in thy behalf, I'll thank myself 
For doing these fair rites of tenderness. 

Adieu, and take thy praise with thee to heaven ! 
IShy ignominy sleep with thee in the grave, too 



Hotspur: ‘O Harry, thou hast robb’d me of my youth’. 
Engraving from a painting by John Francis Rigaud 
(1742 1810) 

78 brook. Endure. 

94 sensible. Able to feel. 

96 favours, i.e. the plumes of his helmet. 
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109 EmboweWd. Disembowelled, for embalming. 



Falstaff: 'Embowelled! . . Drawing by Sir George 
Romney (1734^1 802) 

112 powder. Pickle in saltpetre. 


^^4 Jermagant. Violent. 
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But not reuicmber'd in thy epitaph ! 

t^e spieth Falsie^ on the f round. 
What, old acquaintance I could not all this flesh 
Keep in a little life? Poor Jack, farewell I 
I could have better spared a better man : 

O, I should have a heavy miss of thee, 

If I were much in love with vanity I 
Death hath not struck so fat a deer to-day. 
Though many dearer, in this bloody fray. 

• Embowell'd will I see thee by and by : 

Till then in blood by noble Percy lie. [Exit. 110 
Fal. [Rising 7 //] Embowelled! if thou em- 

• bowel me to-day, I ^11 give you leave to powder 
me and cat me too to-morrow. ’Sblood, ^twas 

• time to counterfeit, or that hot termagant Scot 
had paid me scot^ind lot too. Counterfeit? I lie, 
I am no counterfeit: to die, is to be a counter- 
feit ; for he is but the counterfeit of a man who 
hath not the life of a man : but to counterfeit 
dying, when a man thereby Hveth, is to be no 
counterfeit, but the true and perfe<5l ima^e of 
life indeed. The better part of valour is discre- 
tion; in the which better part I have saved my 
life. ’Zounds, I am afhiid of this gunpowder 
Percy, though he be dead : how, if he should 
counterfeit too and rise? by my faith, I am 
afraid he would prove the better counterfeit. 
Therefore 1 ’ll make him sure ; yea, and 1 ’ll swear 
I killed him. Why may not he rise as well as 1 ? 

^ Nothing confutes me but eyes, and nobody sees 
me. Therefore, sirrah [stabbing him\ with a 
new wound in your thigh, come you along with 
me. [ Takes up Hotspur on his back. 


Re-enter the Prince .ES and Lord John 

qp Lancaster. 

Prince. Conie, brother John ; full bravely hast 
k thou He'sh’-d 
Thy maiden sword. 

* Lan. But, jipft ! whom have we here ? 

Did you not^l me thisrfat man was dead? 

Prince.^ I aid ; I saw him dead, . 

Breathless* and bleeding op the ground. Art thou 
alive? . 

Or is it fantasy that plays upon#ur eyesight ? 

1 prithee, speak ; we will not trust our eyes 139 
Without our ears: thou art not what thou seem’ st. 

Fal. No, that’s certain; I am not a doubfe 
man:. but if I be not Jack Falstaff, then am I a 
Tack. There is Percy [throwing the body d4rum \ : 
if your fathei)»will do^me any honour, so; if not, 
let him kill the next Percy himself. I look to be 
either earfor duke, I am assure yon. « 

Prince. Why, Per^ I killed myself and saw 
thee dead.* 

^ Fal. ^D\dst thou? Lord, Lend, how this world 
. is given toeing 1 I grant you I was down and 
out of breath ; and so was he : but we rose both 
at an instant and fdhght a long hotir by Shrews- 
^ bury clock. If I may be believed, so ; if not, let 

* tlflnn that should reward valour bear the un upon 
their own heads. I lt#dce it ufjon ,iny oeatn, 1 
gave him this wound^ in the thigh : if the man 
were alive and would deny it, ’sounds, Twould ^ 
malce him eat a piece of my sword. " 

, * Lafi. Thb is the strangest tale diat ever 1 heard. 
Prime. This is the strangest: fellow, brother 

Come, bring'your luggage nemy on your bade 
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For my jpart, if a lie ma>r do thee grace, 

1 ’ll gild It with the happiest terms I have. 

[A retreat is sounded. 

The trumpet sounds retreat; the day is ours. 
Come, brother, let us to the highest of the field, 
To see what friends are living, who are dead. 

[Exeunt Prince of Wales and Lancaster . 
Fal, I’ll follow, as they say, for reward. He 
that rewards me, reward him ! If I do grow 
great. I’ll grow less; for I’ll purge, and Iwve 
sack, and live cleanly as a nobleman should do. 

[Exit* 

Scene V. A nother part of the field. 

The trumpets sound. Enter the King, Prince 
OF Wales, Lord John ofEancaster, Earl 
OF Westmoreland, with Worcester and 
Vernon prisofiers. 

King, Thus ever did rebellion find rebuke. 
Ill-spirited Worcester I did not we send grace, 
Pari Ion and terms of love to all of you? 

And wouldst thou turn our offers contrary? 
Misuse the tenour of thy kinsman’s trust? 

Three knights upon our party slain to-day, 

A noble earl and many a creature else 
Had been alive this hour. 

If like a Christian thou hadst truly borne 
Betwixt our armies true intelligence. zo 

W or. What 1 have done my safety urged me to ; 
And I embrace this fortune patiently, 

Since not to be avoided it falls on me. 

King, Bear Worcester to the, death and Vernon 
too : ^ 

Other offenders we will^ause upon. 

[Exeunt Worcester and Vsrtton^ guarded. 
How goes the field? 

Prince, The noble Scot, Lord Douglas, wh(m|. 
he saw ^ 

The fortune of the day qmte turn’d from him, 

The noble Percy slain, mi all hisj^n 

the foot of fear, fled with thnest; %to 
And falling from a hil),^ he was so bruised 
That the pursuers took him. At my tent 
The Douglas is;#and I bfseech your grace 
I may dispose ofhim. , 

King. With, all my heart. 

* Prince, Then,brother John^Lfticaster,toyou 
This honourable bounfty shall fllong : 

Go to the Douglas, and deliver him 
Up to his pleasure, ransomless andj^ree : 

His valour shown upon our crests to-day 
Hath taught us how to cherish such h^h deeds 
EVen in the bosom W our%dversaries. 3Z 

Lan, I thank your grace for this high oour^y, 
Which I shall give away immediately. . ^ 
King, Then ^this remains, that wh divide our 
power. 

You, son John, and my cousin Westmoreland 
Towards York shall bend you with your dearest, 
speed, # 

To meA Northumberlaadand the prelate Scroop, 
Who, #s.we hear, are busily in arms : ^ 

Myself and you, son Ha^tdiriU towards Wale&l^ 
To fight witii Glendower and the Earl of |lara. 
Reb^ion in this land shall lose his sway, 41 
Meeting the check of such another day : 

Alsd since this business so fair is done, 

Xnet us not leave dllall our own be wen, lExemmin 



Falstaff with Hotspur on his back. Engraving from a 
drawing by Henry Bunbury (1750-1811) 
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THE SECOND PART OF 


King Henry IV 

1598 


I. C.H. Herford, 
2 Henry IV, ix-x. 
(The Warwick ■■ 
Shakespeare). I 
should like to pay 
tribute to this old 
edition of the 
play, for this 
editor was not 
only a scholar but 
had a mind on a 
level with the 
subject. 


The Second Part of Henry IV followed immediately upon the heels of the first. We 
must always keep in mind what a practical man of the theatre Shakespeare was: he 
would naturally want to sound again the notes that had been so successful with the first 
part. Elizabethan usage was flexible and pragmatic in this regard, not rigid. He had it 
in mind to tell the whole story of Henry V, as Prince and King, since he was such a hero 
to the Elizabethans. This would mean, in dramatic foni% a trilogy, the third - the 
heroic -- part, Henry V, varying in character from the»two parts of Henry IV. These two, 
though two halves of one story, worked out somewhat differently. The second part did 
not have the powerful dramatic coi^llict culminating on the battlefield of Shrewsbury, 
and it evidently did not grip the audience to the same extept, perhaps because it was the 
mixture as before. » 

All the same, it is a mistake to depreciate this part, for it pjesents brilliant scenes, as 
effective as and more touching than the first part; if it has less drama in the popular 
sense, it has more poetry and pathos, more wonderful ’depictions of contemporary 
Elizabetharv^ife in town and country, in East Cheap and orf the Cotswolds, and - in the 
absence of the Prince - far more sex and bawdy tplk, in which the dramatist" was a 
virtuoso. It is t)recisely these naughty scenes that give us, as has been well said, ‘an 
irresistible impression of reality, a sense that w» are in touch with the living pulse of 
Shakespeare’s England.’* That is the point - they exhibit contemporary life as much as 
anything of Ben Jonson’s and are even more living today. 

Again, on the historical side, the portiayal of England’s past, 'Shakespeare’s presenta- 
tion of history in drama is on the whole far truer to history than that of any of his 
predecessors.’ This is true of Richard II, Henry IV, Henry V, Henry VI and Richard 
III. This is to be expected, for though Shakesi>eare did not have the advantages of being 
a professor of history or an historicii researcher, he had a more penetrating under- 
standing of human beings, their characters and conflicts, their agonising temptations 
and dilemmas. A leading authority rni the 15th cen^jjry,^ which Shakespeare chiefly 
dealt with, describes him as after all our greatest historian. 


2 . K.B. 
McFarlane. 


Prince and King. The Elizabethans were fascinated by the compelling and complex 
personality of Henry V, which to the outer world seemed to fall into two halves : the 
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‘unthrifty* Prince and the hero- King. And yet he was no schizophrenic: the subtle 
psychologist saw that there was consistency, in spite of appearances, and the deft 
dramatist provided for it in his plays. 

In this play the Prince is on his way to assuming the burden of kingship and taking 
upon him the character of a king. (Shakespeare may not have known that on the day of 
his father’s death Henry spent the whole night alone in Westminster Abbey with an 
anchorite, and underwent something like a religious conversion. But, a medieval man, 
like his father, he would already have been impregnated by belief and open to such an 
experience, just as his father longed to die on crusade. It is all very touching.) 

Henry IV, His father has never had such an appeal ; and yet, to anyone who understands 
the imperious necessities of rule and the bitter exigencies of politics, Henry IV has 
great pathos. In the end, he was broken by them, perhaps too by the burden of guilt his 
conscience carried. But anyone can appreciate the tension in the father-son relation- 
ship, especially when the father is a king and the son his heir. It has life’s irony in it too, 
for the Prince was more fond of the dead Richard than he was of his own father. Shake- 
speare may not have known that, but he intuited, what he makes Falstaff say, that the 
King’s blood was cold and the Prince inherited it. 

And yet the son was loyal: he broke FalstafF’s head for comparing the King to a 
singing-man of Windsor. Henry IV suffered from a succession of strokes. But it was not 
for the heir to put on an outward expression of grief : 

I tell thee, it is not meet that I should be sad now my father is sick. Albeit 1 
could tell to thee ... I could be sad, and sad indeed too . . . Let the end try the 
man ... my heart bleeds inwardly that my father is so sick. 

The father’s heart also bleeds inwardly that his son is set on such courses: politic as 
ever, he manages to ‘sever’ the Prince from Falstaff for a while, sending them off in 
different directions. What was it that the Prince saw so much in Falstaff.^ The old rascal 
.ells us: it was his function to keep the Prince in a continual laughter (it should be 
played as such). 

No laughter in the King’s care-worn life, and his reproaches to his son are searing: 

Thou has sealed up my expectation. 

Thy life did manifest thou lovedst me not, 

And thou wilt have me die assured of it. 

This is when the King is dying and the Prince, thinking him already dead, takes away 
the crown from his pillow. There follows the wonderful scene in which each is faced 
with the reality of life and death, understanding and reconciliation at last before the 
King lays down the cares of this world. 

Whether this unexampled episode - so moving on the stage - was historic fact or no, 
it is certainly symbolic. For during one of Henry’s previous illnesses, the Prince had 
taken hold of the government ; the King had recovered, and dismissed him from the 
Council. The King had already confessed to Warwick, quoting Richard’s prophecy 
what an ill time of care Henry would have as king, 

Though then, God knows, I had no such intent. 

But that necessity so bowed the state 
That I and greatness were compelled to kiss. 
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This was probably the historic truth. Henry then asks the question that is the kernel of 
the whole matter : 


. . . Ate these things then necessities ? 


The rejection of 
Fabtuff. From a 
peunting by Robert 
Smirke (1752- 

1S45) 
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Warwick, loyal to both, amid all the treacheries of high politics, had defended the 
Prince to his father and tried to explain - a very htunan situation we all know : 

My gracious lord, you look beyond him quite : 

The Prince but studies his companions 
Like a strange tongue . . . So, like gross terms. 

The Prince will in the perfectness of time 
Cast off his followers. 

Now, facing death, the King lays bare his soul to his son : 

God knows, mv son. 

By what bypaths and indirect crooked ways 
I met this crown. And I myself know well 
How troublesome it sat upon my head. 

To thee it shall descend with better quiet. 

Better opinion, better confirmation. 

For all the soil of the achievement goes 
With me into the earth. 

Henry’s life of care and toil had laid the foundations for a firmer hold for his son as 
king; even so, his last counsel, prudent and cautious as ever, was - 

Yet, though thou stand’st more sure than I could do, 

Thou art not firm enough, since griefs are green. 

Henry had longed to wipe out the stain of his guilt by going on crusade to the Holy 
Land. Did Shakespeare know that, as a young man, Henry had already gone on crusade 
with the Teutonic Knights against the heathen of early Prussia ? 

The Prince as King. Thus we are led up to the accession of the young Henry as King. 
The made drops; the real man, the politic son of his cold, sad father, stands forth and 
shows his quality as ruler - shows ‘indifferency’, the Elizabethan word for impartiality, 
justice of mind. Though the Chief Justice had rebuked him and ‘sent to prison the 
immediate heir of England’, the new King confirms him in office and wishes him 
increase of honour, and that, if a son of his own should offend, the Chief Justice would 
similarly commit him. 

A great deal of fuss has been made by people of no political understanding about the 
relegation of Falstaff. Of course he had to be relegated; when he stood to ‘leer upon’ the 
new-crowned Henry V, he expected to be able to bestow office and favours upon his 
rascally crew of thieves and rogues. It does not seem to have been noticed that, as King, 
Henry treats the shameless old ruffian generously: 

For competence of life I will allow you. 

That lack of means enforce you not to evils. 

And, as we hear you do reform yourselves. 

We will, according to your strengths and qualities, 

Give you advancement. 

Theme*. The main action in this play, the Northern rebellion of Northumberland and 
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Archbishop Scrope, is far less interesting than the father-son relationship of King and 
Prince. These together occupy less space than the low life scenes around Falstaff, 
Justice Shallow and the habitues of the Boar’s Head. Talk about social realism! - if this 
is what Marxists want in literature, these scenes are beyond compare. They have too 
their poetry and pathos, for all their disgrace and bawdiness. They have veracious 
vividness and intense humanity. 

Despite the cursing and swearing, the brawling and bad language of the rogues and 
their whore, one cannot but be touched when Doll Tearsheet says at length: 

Come, ril be friends with thee, Jack. Thou art going to the wars, and whether I 
shall ever see thee again or no, there is nobody cares. 

And Falstaff is reduced to confessing, 

I am old, I am old. 

Doll: I love thee better than I love e’er a scurvy young boy of them all. 

The pathos is much the same with Justice Shallow in his Gloucestershire home, old 
age creeping on and he remembering the days of his youth : 

There was I, and little John Doit of Staffordshire, and black George Barnes, 
and Francis Pickbone, and Will Squele, a Cotswold man: you had not four such 
swinge-bucklers in all the Inns o’Court again. And I may say to you we knew 
where the bonarobas were . . . Jesu, Jesu, the mad days that I have spent! And 
to see how many of my old acquaintance are dead ! 

Then Falstaff: We have heard the chimes at midnight, Master Shallow. 

Personal. Gloucestershire lies in part on the western slopes of the Cotswolds ; we notice 
Shakespeare’s kindly remembrance of the familiar places. Shallow’s young cousin 
(Elizabethan for nephew), William, ‘is become a good scholar. He is at Oxford still . . . 
’a must, then, to the Inns o’Court shortly.’ This was the regular course for a young 
gentleman of expectations. We heard of William Visor of Woncot’s case against Clement 
Perkes of the Hill: Woncot was the regular pronunciation of Woodmancote, the Hill is 
Stinchcombe Hill. ‘Goodman Puff of Barson’ - this was how Barcheston was pro- 
nounced, where the famous Sheldon tapestries were made. A Gloucestershire place- 
name, Dumbledon or Dumbleton, is used for a person’s surname. Hinckley is a 
Warwickshire town near Coventry, 

At Stratford at this very time Shapespeare was repairing New Place which he had 
recently bought ; so we find : 

When we mean to build 
We first survey the plot, then draw the model. 

And when we see the figure of the house, 

Then must we rate the cost of the erection. 

Which, if we find outweighs ability. 

What do we then but draw anew the model 
In fewer offices, or at least desist 
To build at ail ? 
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How like the prudent actor, and unlike his father! The money had been made, not by 
teaching school - 


like a school broke up. 

Each hurries toward his home and sporting-place - 


but by the stage : 


And let this world no longer be a stage 
To feed contention in a lingering act. 

Shakespeare’s observation-post as an actor and his upward move in society enabled him 
to spot, and spit, its pretences ~ such as with 

those that are kin to the king, for they never prick their finger but they say, 
‘There’s some of the king’s blood spilt.’ ‘How comes that?’, says he that takes 
upon him not to conceive. The answer is as ready as a borrower’s cap, ‘I am the 
king’s poor cousin, sir.’ 

Fools, that people are, and Shakespeare saw through everybody to be! He gives it to an 
Archbishop to describe the common people : 

An habitation giddy and unsure 

Hath he that buildeth on the vulgar heart. 

They had been all in favour of Bolingbroke ; now - 

Thou, beastly feeder, art so full of him 
That thou provok’st thyself to cast him up. 

Epilogue. This is important for the explanation it gives. It would seem that originally 
it was spoken by Shakespeare, for he says ‘what I have to say is of my own making^ and 
what indeed I should say will, I doubt, prove mine own marring ... Be it known unto 
you, as it is very well, I was lately here in the end of a displeasing play, to pray your 
patience for it and to promise you a better.’ We do not know what play that was; he goes 
on, ‘I meant indeed to pay you with this’, and he prays their favour for his new piece with 
his usual charming courtesy. He promises to continue the story ‘with Sir John in it, and 
make you merry with fair Katherine of France, Where, for anything I know, Falstaff 
shall die of a sweat, unless already ’a l)e killed with your hard opinions.’ Then came the 
disclaimer, to meet the objections of the Cobhams: ‘for Oldcastle died a martyr, and 
this is not the man.* 

Text A good text was printed in the quarto of 1600, probably printed from Shake- 
speare’s own manuscript, with the omission of references to Richard II’s deposition. 
These were supplied in the full text of the Folio. 


471 





THE SECOND PART OF 

KING HENRY IV. 


DRAMATIS 

Rumour, tlie Presenter. 

King Hbnry the Fourth. 

Henry, Prince of Wales, after-’' 
wards King Henry V., 

Thomas, Duke of Clarence, v his sons. 
Prince John of Lancaster, 

PrincbHumphreyof Gloucester,; 

Earl of Warwick. 

Earl op Westmoreland. 

Earl op Surrey. 

Gower. 

Harcourt. 

Blunt. 

Lord Chief-Justice of the King’s Bench 
A Servant of the Chief- Justice. 

Earl of Northumberland. 

.^croop. Archbishop of York. 

Lord Mowbray. 

Lord Hastings. 

Lord Bardolph. 

Sir John Colbvile. 

Travers and Morton, retainers of Northum- 
berland. 

> A bullet beside a text line indicates an annotation in the 
opposite column 


INDUCTION. 

Warkworth, Before the castle. 

Enter Rumour, fainted full of tongues. 
Bum. Open your ears ; for which of you will 
atop 

The vent of hearing when loud Rumour speaks? 
I, from the orient to the drooping west. 

Mining the wind my post-horse, still unfold 
The a«s commenced on this ball of earth : 

Upon my tongues continual slanders ride. 

The which in every language I pranounce, 
Stuffing the ears of men with false reports. 

1 speak of peace, while covert enmity 

Under the smile of safety wounds the world: xo 

And who but Rumour, who but only I, 

Make feaWiil musters and prepared defence. 
Whiles ^e big year, swoln with some other grief. 
Is thought with child by the stem tyrant war. 
And no audx matter} Rumour is a inpe 
Blown by sunmsea jealousies, conjedrares, 

And of so easy and so plain a slop 

That the Uunt monster with uncounted heads. 

The s^'^isoordant wavering multitude. 

Can play upon it. But vriiat ne^ I thus ao 

My welMcnown body to anatomise 

Amoim my household} Why is Rumour here? 

X run before King Harry's riAory: 


PERSON.®. 

Sir John Falstapp. 

His Page. 

Bardolph. 

Pistol. 

POINS. 

Peto. 

Davy, Servant to Shallow. 

Mouldy, Shadow, Wart, Fbeble, and 
Bullcalf, recruits. 

Fang and Snare, sheriff’s officers. 

Lady Northumberland. 

Lady Percy, 

Mistress Quickly, hostess of a tavern in 
Eastcheap. 

Doll Tearshebt. 

Lords and Attendants ; Porter, Drawers, Beadles, 
Grooms, &c. 

A Dancer, speaker of the epilc^e. 
Scene: England . 



Costu xie design for Rumour by Tanya Moiaewitch, 
Stratford-upon-Avon, 1951 

Opposite : Falataff selecting recruits. Drawing by S.H. 
Grimm, 1771 
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Warkworth Castle in Northumberland, the Percys’ 
principal seat. Engraving from Old England, 1854 

37 crafty-sick. Feigning illness, tiring on. Galloping to 
exhaustion. 


Who in a bloody field by Shrewsbury 
Hath beaten down young; Hotspur and his troops, 
Quenching the fiame of bold re^llion 
Even with the rebels* blood. Rut what mean I 
To speak so true at first? my office is 
To noise abroad that Harry Monmouth fell 
Under the wrath of noble Hotspur's sword, 30 

And that the king before the Douglas' rage 
Stoop'd his anointed head as low as death. 

This have I rumour’d through the peasant towns 
Between that royal field of Shrewsbury 
And this worm-eaten hold of ragged stone, 
Where Hotspur's father, old Northumberland, 
Lies crafty-sick : the posts come tiring on, 

And not a man of them brings other news 
Than they have leam'd of me : from Rumoui^s 
tongpies 

They bring smooth comforts false, worse than 
true wrongs. [Exit, 40 


ACT I. 

Scene I. Thesamg. 

Enter Lord Bardolph. 

L. Bard. Who keeps the gate here, ho? 

The Porter opens the gate. 

Where is the earl? 
Port, What shall I say you are ? 

L, Bard, Tell thou the earl 

That the Lord Bardolph doth attend him here. 
Port, His lordship is walk'd forth into the 
orchard: 

Please it your honour, knock but at the gate. 
And he himself will answer. 
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Enter Northumberland. 

Z. Bard. Here comes the earl. 

\_Exit Porter. 

North. What news, Lord Bardolph? every 
minute now 

Should be the father of some stratagem : 

The times are wild ; contention, like a horse 
Full of high feeding;, madly hath broke loose lo 
And bears down all before him. 

L. Bard. Noble earl, 

I bring you certain news from Shrewsbury. 
North. Good, an (»od will ! 

L. Bard. As eood as heart can wish : 

The king is almost wounded to the death ; 

And, in the fortune of my lord your son, 

Prince Harry slain outright ; and both the Blunts 
Kill'd by the hand of Douglas; young Prince 
John 

And Westmoreland and Stafford fled the field ; 
And Harry Monmouth's brawn, the hulk Sir John, 
Is prisoner to your son : O, such a day, 20 

So fought, so follow'd and so fairly won. 

Came not till now to dignify the times, 

Since Caesar's fortunes ! 

North. How is this derived? 

Saw you the field? came you from Shrewsbury? 
Z. Bard. I spake with one, my lord, that 
came from thence, 

A gentleman well bred and of good name. 

That freely render’d me these news for true. 
North. Here comes my servant Travers, 
whom I sent 

On Tuesday last to listen after news. 


Enter Tkavkrs. 


on the 
30 


40 


Z. Bard. My lord, 1 over-rode him 
way; 

And he is furnish'd with no certainties 
More than he haply may retail from me. 

North. Now, Travers, what good tidings 
comes with you ? 

Tra. My lord, Sir John Umfrevile turn’d me 
back 

With joyful tidings; and, being better horsed, 
Out-rode me. After him came spurring hard 
A gentleman, almost forspent with speed. 

That stopp'd by me to breathe his bloodied horse. 
He ask'd the way to Chester ; and of him 
I did demand what news from Shrew.sbury : 

He told me that rebellion had bad luck 
And that young Harry Percy’s spur was cold. 
With that, he cave his able horse the head. 

And bending forward struck his armed heels 
Against the panting sides of his poor jade 

• Up to the rowel-head, and starting so 
He seem'd in running to devour the way. 

Staying no longer question. 

NoAh. Ha! Again: 

Said he young Harry Percy's spur was cold? 

Of Hotspur Coldspur ? that rebellion 
Had met ill ludc ? 

Z. Bard. My lord, I'll tell you what ; 

If my young lord your son have not the day, 

• Upon mine Honour, for a silken point 
rfl give my barony : never talk of it. 

North. Why should that gentleman that rode 
by Travers 

Give then such instances of loss! 


50 


46 fowel-head. i.e. digging the spur well in. 
63 silken point. Silk lace to tie up clothes. 
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B7 kilding. Ne’er-do-well. 
72 Priam. King of Troy. 


L. Bard* Who, he? 

• He was some hilding fellow that had stolen 
The horse he rode on, and, upon my life. 

Spoke at a venture* Look, here comes more news. 

Enter Morton. 

North* Yea, this man’s brow, like to a title* 
leaf, 6o 

Foretells the nature of a tragic volume ; 

So looks the strand whereon the imperious flood 
Hath left a witness’d usurpation. 

Say, Morton, didst thou come from Shrewsbury? 

Mor. I ran from Shrewsbury, my noble lord ; 
Where hateful death put on his ugliest mask 
To fright our party. 

North. How doth my son and brother? 

Thou tremblest ; and the whiteness in thy cheek 
Is apter than thy tongue to tell thy errand. 

Even such a man, so faint, so spintless, 70 

So dull, so dead in look, so woe-begone, 

• Drew Priam’s curtain in the dead of night, 

And would have told him half his Troy was burnt ; 
But Priam found the fire ere he his tongue. 

And I my Percy’s death ere thou report’st it. 
This thou wouldst say, ' Your son did thus and 
thus; 

Your brother thus : so fought the noble Douglas 
Stopping my needy ear with their bold deeds: 
But in the end, to stop my ear indeed. 

Thou hast a sigh to blow away this praise, 80 
Ending with * Brother, son, and all are dead.’ 

Mor* Douglas is living, and your brother, yet ; 
But, for my lord your son, — 

North. Why, he is dead. 

See what a ready tongue suspicion hath ! 

He that but fears the thing he would not know 
Hath by instindl knowledge from others’ eyes 
That what he fear’d is chanced. Yet speak, 
Morton; 

Tell thou an earl his divination lies. 

And I will take it as a sweet disgrace 
And make thee rich for doing me such wrong, m 
Mor. You are too great to be by me gainsaid ; 
Your spirit is too true, your fears too certain. 
North. Yet, for all this, say not that Percy’s 
dead. 

I see a strange confession in thine eye : 

Thou shakest thy head and hold’st it fear or sin 
To speak a truth. If he be slain, say so ; 

The tonme offends not that reports his death : 
And he aoth sin that doth belie the dead. 

Not he which says the dead is not alive. 

Yet the first bringer of unwelcome news 100 
Hath but a losing office, and his tongue 
Sounds ever after as a sullen bell. 

Remember’d tolling a departing friend. 

L. Bard. I cannot think, my lord, your son 
is dead. 

Mor. I am sorry I should force you to believe 
Thru whidi I would to God I had not seen ; 

But these mine eyes saw him in bloody state. 
Rendering hunt quittance, wearied and out* 
breathe^ 

To Harry Monmouth; whose swift wrath beat 
down 

The never-daunted Percy to the eattii, ise 
From whence with life he never aaote qmiag ujf. 
In few, his death, iriiose spirit leht a me 
Even to the dullest peasant in his camp» 
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• Bdng bruited once, took fire and heat away 
From the best-tem^r’d courage in his troops ; 
For from his metal was his party steel'd ; 

Which once in him abated, all the rest 
Turn'd on themselves, like dull and heavy lead : 
And as the thing that's heavy in itself. 

Upon enforcement flies arith greatest speed, 120 
So did our men, heavy in Hotspur's loss. 

Lend to this weight such lightness with their fear 
That arrows fled not swifter toward their aim 
Than did our soldiers, aiming at their safety. 

Fly from the field. Then was that noble Wor- 
cester 

Too soon ta'en prisoner ; and that furious Scot, 
The bloody Dougla^ whose well-labouring sword 

• Had three times slain the appearance of the king, 
^Gan vail his stomach and aid grace the shame 
Of those that turn'd their backs, and in his 

flight, 130 

Stumblmg in fear, was took. The sum of all 
Is that the king hath won, and hath sent out 
A speedy power to encounter you, my lord, 
Under the condudl of young Lancaster 
And Westmoreland. This is the news at full. 
North, For this I shall have time enough 
to mourn. 

In poison there is physic ; and these news, 
Having been well, that would have made me sick. 
Being sick, have in some measure made me well : 
And as the wretch, whose fever-weaken'd joints, 
Like strengthless hinges, buckle under life, 141 
Impatient of his fit, breaks like a fire 
Out of his keeper's arms, even so my limbs, 
Weaken'd wim grief, being now enraged with 

Are £rice themselves. Hence, therefore, thou 
nice crutch ! 

A scaly gauntlet now with joints of steel 

• Must glove this hand : and hence, thou sickly 

quoif ! 

Thou art a guard too wanton for the head 
Which princes, flesh’d with conquest, aim to hit. 
Now bind my brows with iron ; and approach 150 
The ragged'st hour that time and spite dare bring 
To frown upon the enraged Northumberland ! 

Let heaven kiss earth! now let not Nature's 
hand 

Keep the wild flood confined ! let order die i 
And let this world no longer be a stage 
To feed contention in a lingering a6l ; 

• But let one imirit of the first-bom Cain 
Reign in all bosoms, that, each heart being set 
On bloody courses, the rude scene may end. 

And darkness be the burier of the dead ! 160 

Tra, This strained passion doth you wrong, 
my lord. 

Z. Bard, Sweet earl, divorce not wisdom 
from your honour. 

Mor, The lives of all your loving complices 
Lean on your health ; the which, if you give o’er 
To stormy passion, must perforce decay. 

You cast the event of war, my noble lord. 

And Mtmm ’d the account of chance, before you 
said 

» * Let us make head.' It was your presUrmise, 
a ThaL in the dole of Mows, your son might drop : 
You knew he walk'd o'er perils, on an edge, 170 
More likely to fall in than to get o’er ; 

You were advised his flesh was capable 


114 hmiud. Rumoured. 

128-12t Had . . . stomach. Killed three knights 
dressed like the king, before he was discouraged. 

147 quoif. Night-cap. 

147 Cain. Son of Adam and Eve who murdered his 
brother Abel; i.e. the spirit of murder. 

1M make head. Raise an armed force. 

168 dole. Giving. 
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177 stiff -borne. Determined. 

184 respect. Consideration. 

189-190 up With ivell-appointed powers. Marching: at 
the head of a large army. 

206 Pomfret. Pontefract Castle, where Richard II was 
murdered. 



Falstaff and his page. Drawing by J.M. Wright (1776- 
1866) 


'2 water. Urine. 
7 gird. Jeer. 


Of wounds and scars and that his forward spirit 
Would lift him where most trade of danger 
ranged : 

Yet did you say * Go forth and none of this, 
Though strongly apprehended, could restrain 
^ The St iflf- borne a( 5 lion : what hath then befallen. 
Or what hath this 1 x>ld enterprise brought forth. 
More than that being which was like to be ? 

Z. Bard, We all that are engaged to this 
loss z8o 

Knew that we ventured on such dangerous seas 
That if we wrought out life *twas ten to one ; 

• And yet we ventured, for the gain proposed 
Choked the respedl of likely peril fear’d ; 

And since we are o’erset, venture again. 

Come, we will all put forth, body and goods. 

Mor, ’Tis more than time: and, my most 
noble lord, 

I hear for certain, and do speak the truth, 

• The gentle Archbishop of York is up 

With well-appointed powers : he is a man 190 
Who with a double surety binds his followers. 

My lord your son had only but the corpse, 

But shadows and the shows of men, to fight; 

For that same word, rebellion, did divide 
The adtion of their bodies from their souls ; 

And they did fight with queasiness, constrain’d. 
As men drink potions, that their weapons only 
Seem’d on our side ; but, for their spirits and 
souls. 

This word, rebellion, it had froze them up, 

As fish are in a pond. But now the bishop aoo 
Turns in.surre( 5 lion to religion: 

Supposed sincere and holy in his thoughts, 

He’s followed both with body and with mind ; 
And doth enlar^ his rising with the blood 

• Of fair King Richard, scraped from Pomfret 

stones ; 

Derives from heaven his quarrel and his cause; 
Tells them he doth bestride a bleeding land. 
Gasping for life under great Bolingbroke ; 

And more and less do nock to follow him. 

North. I knew of this before ; but, to speak 
truth, ^ ^ 210 

This present grief had wiped it from my mind. 

Go in with me ; and counsel every man 
The aptest way for safety and revenge : 

Get posts and letters, and make friends with 
speed : 

Never so few, and never yet more need. [Exeunt. 

Scene II. London. A street. 

Enter Falstaff, with his Page bearing his 
sword and buckler. 

Fal. Sirrah, you giant, what says the do( 5 lor 

• to my water ? 

Page. He said, sir, the water itself was a 
good healthy water; but, for the party that 
owed it, he might have more diseases than he 
knew for. 

• Fal. Men of all sorts take a pride to gird at 
me : the brain of this foolish-compounded clay, 
man, is not able to invent any thing that tends to 
laughter, more than 1 invent or is invented on 
me : 1 am not only witty in myself, but the cause 
that wit is in other men. I do here walk before 
thee like a sow that hath overwhelmed all her 
litter but one. If the prince put thee into my 
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service for any other reason than to set me off, 

• why then I have no judgement. Thou whoreson 
mandrake, thou art fitter to be worn in my cap 

• than to wait at my heels. I was never manned 
with an agate till now: but I will inset you 
neither in gold nor silver, but in vile apparel, 
and send vou^ back again to your master, for a 

• jewel. — the Juvenal, the prince your master, 
whose chin is not yet fledged. 1 will sooner 
have a beard grow in the palm of my hand than 
he shall get one on his cheek ; and yet he will 

• not stick to say his face is ^ a face-royal : God 
may finish it when he will, *tis not a hair amiss 

et : he may keep it still at a face-royal, for a 
arber shall never earn sixpence out of it; and 

• yet he *11 be crowing as if he had writ man ever 
since his father was a bachelor. He may keep 
his own grace, but he*s almost out of mine, 1 
can assure him. What said Master Dombledon 

• about the satin for my short cloak and my slops? 

Page. He said, sir, you should procure him 
better assurance than Bardolph: he would not 

• take his band and yours ; he liked not the 
security. 

• FaL Let him be damned, like the glutton ! 
pray God his tongue be hotter! A whoreson 

• Achitophel ! a rascally yea-forsooth knave ! to 

• bear a gentleman in hand, and then stand upon 
security! The whoreson smooth-pates do now 

• wear nothing but high shoes, and bunches of 
keys at their girdles; and if a man is through 
with them in honest taking up, then they must 

• stand upon security. 1 had as lief they would 

• put ratsWne in my mouth as offer to stop it with 
security. I looked a* should have sent me two 
and twenty yards of satin, as 1 am a true knight, 
and he sends me security. Well, he may sleep 

• in security ; for he hath the horn of abundance, 
and Uie lightness of his wife ^hines through it : 
and yet cannot he see, though he have his own 
lanthom to light him. Whereas Bardolph? 

• Page. Hc*s gone into Smithfield to buy your 
worship a horse. 

• Fal. I bought him in Paul’s, and he’ll buy 
me a horse in Smithfield : an I could get me but 

• a wife in the stews, I were manned, horsed, and 

wived. 6i 

Enter the Lord Chief-Justice and Servant. 

Page. Sir, here comes the nobleman that 

• committed the prince for striking him about 
Bardolph. 

Fal. Wait close ; I will not see him. 

Ch. Just. What’s he that goes there ? 

Serv. FalstafT, an’t please your lordship. 

Ch. Just. He that was in question for the 
robbery? 69 

Serv. He, my lord : but he hath since done 
good service at Shrewsbury ; and, as I hear, is 
now going with some charge to the Lord John of 
Lancaster. 

Ck. Just. What, to York? Call him back 
again. 

Serv. Sir John FalstafT! 

Fal. Bw, tell him I am deaf. 

Page. You must speak louder ; my master is 
deaf. 79 

Ck. Just. I am sure he is, to the hearing of 


1^17 whoreson mandrake. Damned midget. The man- 
drake root was said to resemble a man. 

IS— 19 manned with an agate. Served by anyone as small 
as an agate stone. 

22 Juvenal. Young man. 

26 face-royal. A pun on the coin, worth ten shillings, 
and the king’s head on the coin. 

30 writ man. Become an adult. 

34 slops. Baggy trousers. 

37 band. Bond. 

39 glutton. An allusion to Dives (Luke, xvi, 24). 

41 Achitophel. i.e. who abandoned David for Absalom 
(2 Samuel xv-xvii). 

42 hear a gentleman in hand. Encourage. 

44 49 high shoes . . . keys. Tokens of wealth and 
position. 

47 as lief. As soon. 

48 ratsbane. Rat poison. 

62 horn of abundance. The cuckold’s horn. 

66 Smithfield. Famous London market. 



Smithfield. Detail from Ralph Agas’s map of Londtn 
c. I $60-70 

68 Paul*s. St. Paul’s Cathedral, the nave of which was 
used as a labour market. 

90 stews. Brothels. 

63 committed, i.e. to prison. 
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102 counter, i.e, in the wrong direction with a quibble 
on Counter, the debtor's prison. 


103 avaunt. Away. 



Falstaff: *My good lord! God give your lordship good 
time of day'. FalstafT and the Chief Justice. Engraving 
by Kenny Meadows from Barry Cornwall's Works of 
Shakspere, 1846 


1S3 Galen, Greek physician and writer on medicine of 
the 2nd century B.c. 

140-140 make some dram of a scruple. Hesitate to admit, 
with a quibble on weights: a scruplt weighed one-third 
of a dram, a dram one-eighth of an apothecaries' ounce. 


any thing good. Go, pluck him by the elbow; I 
must speak with him. 

Serv. Sir John ! 

FaL What! a yoi^ knave, and begghig! 
Is there not wars? is there not employment? 
doth not the king lack subjeAs? do not the rebels 
need soldiers? Though it be a shame to be on 
any side but one, it is worse shame to beg than 
to M on the worst side, were it worse than the 
name of rebcdlion can tell how to make it. 90 

Serv. You mistake me, sir. 

Fa/. Why, sir, did I say you were an hon^ 
man? setting my knighthora and my soldiership 
aside, I had lied in my throat, if 1 hu said so. 

Sen/. 1 pray you, sir, then set your knight- 
hood and your soldiership aside; and give me 
leave to tell you, you lie in your throat, if you 
say I am any other than an honest man. 

Fa/. I give thee leave to tell me so ! I lay 
aside that which grows to me ! If thou gettest 
any leave of me, hang me ; if thou takest leave, 

• thou wert better be hanged. You hunt counter: 

• hence ! avaunt ! 

Sen/. Sir, my lord would speak vrith you. 

CA. Jttst. Sir John FalstafT, a word with you. 

Fa/. My good lord ! God give your lordship 
good time of day. I am glad to see your lord- 
ship abroad : I heard say your lordship was sick: 
I hope your lordship goes abroad by advice. 
Your lordship, though not clean past your you^ 
hath yet some smack of age in you, some relish 
of the saltness of time; and I most humbly be- 
seech your lordship to have a reverent care of 
your health. 

Ch. Jnst. Sir John, I sent for you before 
your expedition to Shrewsbury. 

Fa/. An*t please your lordship, I hear his 
majesty is returned with some discomfort from 
Wales. 

Ch. Just. I talk not of his majesty: you 
would not come when J sent for you. ^ 121 

Fa/. And I hear, moreover, his highness is 
fallen into this same whoreson apoplexy. 

Ck. Just. Well, God mend him ! 1 pray you, 
let me speak with you. 

Fal. This apoplexy is, as I take it, a kind of 
letha^^, an’t please your lordship; a kind of 
sleeping in the blood, a whoreson tingling. 

Ch. Just. What tell you me of it? M it as 
it is. 130 

Fa/. It hath it original from much mief, 
from study and perturbation of the brain : I imve 

• read the cause of his cffe< 5 ts in Qalen: it is a 
kind of deafness. 

Ch. Just. I think you are fallen into the 
disease ; for you hear not what I say to you. 

Fa/. Very wellj my lord, very well : rather, 
an’t please you, it is the disease o{ not listening, 
tibe malady of not marking, that I am troubled 
withal. 

Ch. Just. To punish you by the heels would 
amend the attention of your ears; and I care not 
if I do become your physician. 

Fal. I am as poor as Job, my lord, but not 
so patient: your loraship may minister tM potion 
of imprisonmeDt to me in re^iedl ofpoverty ; but 
how 1 should be your patient to foDow your pre- 

• scriptions, the wvse may make some diam m a 
scruple or indeed a scribe itself. 
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Ch. yust. I sent for you, when there were 
matters against you for your life, to come speak 
with me. 

FaL As I was then advised b)r my learned 

• counsel in the laws of this land-service, 1 did not 
come. 

Ck. yust. Well, the truth is, Sir John, you 
live in great infamy. 

Fal. He that buckles him in my belt cannot 
live in less. 

Ch. yust. Your means are very slender, and 
your waste is great i6o 

FaL I womd it were otherwise ; I would my 
means were greater, and my waist slenderer. 

Ch, yust. You have misled the youthful prince. 

Fal, Theyoung prince hath misled me: I am 
the fellow with the great belly, and he my dog. 

Ch. yust. Well, I am loath to gall a new- 
healed wound : your day’s service at Shrewsbury 

• hath a little gilded over your night’s exploit on 

Gad’s-hill: you may thank the unquiet time for 
your quiet o’ei>posting that adlion. 171 

Fal. My lord? 

Ch. yust. But since all is well, keep it so: 
wake not a sleeping wolf. 

Fal. To wake a wolf is as bad as to smell a 
fox. 

Ch. yust. What! you are as a candle, the 
better part burnt out. 

• Fal. A wassail candle, my lord, all tallow: 

if I did say of wax, my growth would approve 
the truth. x8i 

Ch, yust. There is not a white hair on your 
face but should have his effcA of gravity. 

Fal. His effect of gravy, gravy, gravy. 

Ch. yust. You follow the young prince up 
and down, like his ill angel. 

• Fal. Not so, my lord; your ill angel is light ; 
but 1 hope he that looks upon me wUl take me 
without weighing: and yet, in some respe( 5 ls, I 
grant, I cannot go : I cannot telL Virtue is of 

• so little regard in these costermonger times that 

• true valour is turned bear-herd : pregnancy is made 
a tapster and hath his quick wit wasted in giving 
reckonings : all the other gifts appertinent to man, • 
as the malice of this age shapes them, are not 
worth a gooseberry. You that are old consider 
not the capacities of us that are young ; you do 
measure the heat of our livers with the bitterness 

• of your galls: and we that are in the vaward of 
our youw, I must confess, are wags too. 200 

Ch. yust. Do you set down your name in the 
scroll of youth, that ar^ written down old with all 
the chambers of age? Have you not a moist 
eye? a dry hand? a yellow cheek? a white 
beard? a decreasing leg? an increasing belly? is 
not your voice brwen? your wind short? your 
chin double? your wit single? and every part 
about you blasted with antiquity? and will you 
yet call yourself young? Fie, fie, fie, Sir John ! 

Fal. My lord, I was bom about three of the 
dock in the afternoon, with a white^ head and 
something a round belly. For my voice, 1 have 
lost it witK halloing ana sinsnng of anthems. To 
approve my youth further, I will not: the truth 
is, 1 am only old in judgementand understanding ; 
and he that will caper with me for a thousand 
marb^ let him lend me the money, and have at 
h^ ! For the box of the ear that tne prince gave 


1M land-service. Military service. 

1W-170 your night's exploit on Gad's-hilL The robbery 
carried out by Falstaff in 1 Henry IV. 

179 wassail candle. Large candle used on feast days. 

187 ill angel. Clipped coin. 

191 costermonger times, i.e. materialistic times. 

192 pregnancy. Mental alertness. 

199 vaward. Vanguard. 



J.H. Hack vtt, the Victorian acto**, a^ Falrtaff, 1851 
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237 neifer spit white. Probably means ‘may 1 never have 
another drink’. 

263 crosses. A pun on ‘afflictions’ and ‘coins stamped 
with crosses’. 


256 fillip me with a three~man beetle. Hit me with a 
hammer that needs three men to lift it 



A three-man beetle. Engraving by F'.W. Eairholt from 
J.O. Halliwell’s edition of Shakespeare’s works, 1853 65 


263 groats. The groat was worth fourpcnce. 
275 colour. Excuse. 


you, he gave it like a rude prince, and you took 
it like a sensible lord. I have checked him for it, 
and the young lion repents ; marry, not in ashes 
and sackcloth, but in new silk and old sack. 

Ck. Just. Well, God send the prince a better 
companion ! 

FaL God send the companion a better prince ! 
I cannot rid my hands of him. 

Cfi. yusU Well, the king hath severed you 
and Prince Harry: I hear you are going with 
Lord John of Lancaster against the Ard^ishop 
and the Earl of Northumberland. 230 

FaL Yea; 1 thank your pretty sweet wit for 
it. But look you pray, all you that kiss my lady 
Peace at home, that our armies join not in a hot 
day ; for, by the Lord, I take but two shirts out 
with me, and 1 mean not to sweat extraordinarily ; 
if it be a hot day, and I brandish any thing but a 

• bottle, I would 1 might never spit white again. 
There is not a dangerous adlion can peep out his 
head but I am thrust upon it: well, I cannot 
last ever : but it was alway yet the trick of our 
English nation, if they have a good thing, to 
make it too common. If ye will needs sayl am 
an old man, you should give me rest. I would to 
God my name were not so terrible to the enemy 
as it is : I were better to be eaten to death with 
a rust than to be scoured to nothing with perpe- 
tual motion. 

Ch. Just, Well, be honest, be honest; and 
God bless your expedition ! 

Fal. Will your lordship lend me a thousand 
pound to furnish me forth ? 251 

Ch. Just, Not a penny, not a penny ; you are 

• too impatient to bear crosses. Fare you well; 
commend me to my cousin Westmoreland. 

[Exeunt Ckief-yustice attd Servant* 

• FaL If I do, fillip me with a three-man beetle. 

A man can no more separate age and covet- 
ousness than a’ can part young limbs and lechery : 
but the gout galls the one, and the pox pinches 
the other ; and so both the degrees prevent my 
curses. Boy ! 260 

Page* Sir? 

Fal. What money is in my purse? 

• Page. Seven groats and two pence. 

Fal. I can get no remedy against this con- 
sumption of the purse: borrowing only lingers 
and lingers it out, but the disease is incuramle. 
Go bear this letter to my Lord of Lancaster ; this 
to the prince ; this to the Earl of Westmoreland ; 
and this to old Mistress Ursula, whom I have 
weekly sworn to marry since 1 perceived the first 
white hair on my chin. About it: you know 
where to find me. [Exit PageS\ A pox of this 
gout ! or, a gout of this pox 1 for the one or the 
other plays the rogue with my great toe. *Tis no 

• matter if I do halt; I have the wars for my colour, 

and my pension shall seem the more reasonable. 
A good wit will make use of any tiling : I will 
turn diseases to commodity. [Exit* 

Scene III. York. The Archbishop’s palace* 

Enter the Archdishop, the Lords Hastings, 
Mowbray, Bardolpk. 

Arch. Thus have you heard our cause and 
* known our means ; 

And, my most noble friends, I pray you all, 
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Speak plainly your opinions of our hopes : 

And first, lord marshal, what say you to it ? 

• Mawb, I well allow the occasion of our arms ; 
But gladly would be better satisfied 

How in our means we should advance ourselves 
To look with forehead bold and big enough 

• Upon the power and puissance of the king. 

Hast. Our present musters grow upon the file lo 
To five and twenty thousand men of choice ; 

And our supplies live largely in the hope 
Of great Northumberland, whose bosom burns 
With an incensed fire of injuries. 

L. Bard. The question then, Lord Hastings, 
standeth thus ; 

Whether our present five and twenty thousand 
May hold up head without Northumberland V 
/fast. With him, we may. 

L, Bard. Yea, marry, there’s the point : 

But if without him we be thought too feeble, 

My judgement is, we should not step too far 20 
Till we had his a.ssistance by the hand ; 

For in a theme so bloody*faced as this 
Conje< 5 lure, expedlation, and surmise 
Of aids incertain should not be admitted. 

A rch. 'Tis very true, Lord Bardolph ; for indeed 
It was young Hotspur’s case at Shrewsbury. 

L. Bard. It was, my lord; who lined himself 
with hope, 

Eating the air on promise of supply, 

Flattering himself in projedl of a power 
Much smaller than the smallest of his thoughts : 
And so, with CTeat imagination 31 

Proper to madmen, led his powers to death 

• And winking leap’d into destrudlion. 

Hast. But, by your leave, it never yet did hurt 
To lay down likelihoods and forms of hope. 

• L. Bard. fYes, if this present quality of war, 
Indeed the instant action : a cause on foot 
Lives so in hope as in an early spring 

We see the appearing buds ; which to prove fruit, 
Hope gives not so much warrant as despair 40 
That frosts will bite them. When we mean to build, 
We first survey the plot, then draw the model ; 
And when we see the figure of the house, 

Then must we rate the cost of the eredlion ; 
Which if we find outweighs ability, 

What do we then but draw anew the model 
In fewer offices, or at last desist 
To build at all? Much more, in this great work, 
Which is almost to pluck a kingdom down 
And set another up, should we survey 50 

The plot of situation and the model. 

Consent upon a sure foundation, 

g uestion surveyors, know our own estate, 
ow able such a work to undergo. 

To weigh against his opposite ; or else 
• We fortify in paper and in figures. 

Using the names of men instead of men : 

Like one that draws the model of a house 
Beyond his power to build it ; who, half through. 
Gives o’er and leaves his part-created cost 60 
A naked subject to the weeping clouds 
And waste for churlish winter’s tyranny. 

Hast. Grant that our hopes, yet likely of fair 
birth. 

Should be still-born, and that we now possess’d 
The utmost man of expectation, 

I think we are a body strong enough, 

Even as we are, to equal with the king. 


Act 1 Scene III KING HENRY IV Part II 
S allow the occasion. Admit the justification. 

9 puissance. Strength. 

33 winking. Shutting his eyes. 

36—41 Yes . . . will bite them. In this instance there is 
harm in living on hopes, just as it is harmful to be 
optimistic about the buds of early spring since they are 
likely to be blighted by frost. 

66 We fortify in paper. Our strength is all on paper. 
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10 as the times do brawl. As the wars at present waging. 
M trimmed. Dressed. 

1—2 entered the action. Begun the lawsuit. 

4 yeoman. Assistant to the sergeant. 


L.Bard, What, is the king but five and twenty 
thousand? 

Hast, To us no more ; nay, not so much, Lord 
Bardolj^h. 

• For his divisions, as the times do brawl, vo 

Are in three heads : one power against the Frencii, 
And one against Glendower ; perforce a third 
Must take up us : so is the unfirm king 

In three divided ; and his coffers sound 
With hollow poverty and emptiness. 

A rch. That he should draw his several strengths 
together 

And come against us in full puissance. 

Need not be dreaded. 

Hast, If he should do so, 

He leaves his back unarm'd, the French and Welsh 
Baying him at the heels : never fear that. 8o 
L. Bard. Who is it like should lead his forces 
hither? 

Hast. The Duke of Lancaster and Westmore- 
land; 

Against the Welsh, himself and Harry Monmouth : 
But who is substituted 'gainst the French, 

I have no certain notice. 

A rch. Let us on. 

And publish the occasion of our arms. 

The commonwealth is sick of their own choice ; 
Their over-greedy love hath surfeited : 

An habitation giady and unsure 
Hath he that buildeth on the vulgar heart. 90 
O thou fond many, with what loud applause 
Didst thou beat heaven with blessing Bolingbroke, 
Before he was what thou wouldst have him be ! 

• And being now trimm'd in thine own desires, 
Thou, beastly feeder, art so full of him, 

That thou provokest thyself to cast him up. 

So, so, thou common dc^, didst thou disgorge 
Thy glutton bosom of the royal Richard ; 

And now thou wouldst eat thy dead vomit up. 
And howl’st to find it. What trust is in these times ? 
They that, when Richard lived, would have him 

die, xoi 

Are now become enamour’d on his grave : 

Thou, that direw’st dust upon his goodly head 
When through proud London he came sighing on 
After the admim heels of Bolingbroke, 

Criest now * O earth, ^eld us that king again, 
And take thou this !’ O thoughts of men accursed ! 
Past and to come seems b^t; things present 
worst. 

Mawb. Shall we go draw our numbers and 
set on? 

Hast, We are time’s subjedls, and time bids 
be gone. [Exeunt, xxo 


ACT IL 

Scene I. London. A street. 

Enter Hosteu, Fang asul his Boy with her, 
and SnKKB,/ottowin£. 

• Host. Master Fang, have you entered the 
aAion? 

Fang. It is entered, 

• Host. Where’s your yeomanT Is^t a lusty 
yeoman? will a’ stand to’t? 

Fang. Sirrah, where's Sn^ret 
Host. O Lord, ay 1 good Master Snase* 
Snare. Here, here. 
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Fan^n Snare, we must arrest Sir John Falstaff. 

Yea, food Master Snare ; 1 have en- 
tered him and all. xz 

Snan. It may chance cost some of us our 
lives, for he will stab. 

Host. Alas the day I take heed of him ; he 
stabbed me in mine own house, and that most 
beastly : in good faith, he cares not what mischief 

• he does, if his weapon be out : he will foin like 
any devil; he will spare neither man, woman, 
nor child. 

Fang. If I can close with him, I care not for 
his thrust ai 

Host. No, nor I neidier : I ’ll be at your elbow. 

Fang. An I but fist him once ; an a’ come but 

• within my vice, — 

Host. I am undone by his going ; I warrant 
you, he’s an infinitive thing upon my score. Good 
Master Fang, hold him sure : good Master Snare, 
let him not ’scape. A’ comes continuantly to Pie- 
comer — savin|( your manhoods — ^to buy a saddle ; 
jmd he is indited to dinner to the Lubber’s-head 
in Lumbert street, to Master Smooth’s the siUc- 
man : I pray ye, since my exion is entered and 
my case so openly known to the world, let him 
be brought in to his answer. A hundred mark is 
a long one for a poor lone woman to bear : and 
I have borne, and borne, and borne, and have 
been fubbed off, and fubbed off, and fubbsd off, 
from this day to that day^ that it is a shame to 
be thought on. There is no honesty in such 
dealing ; unless a woman should be made an ass 
and a beast, to bear every knave’s wrong. Yonder 

• he comes ; and that arrant malmsw-nose knave, 
Bardolph, with him. Do your omces, do your 
offices: Master Fang and Master Snare, do me, 
do me, do me your offices. 

Enter Falstaff, Page, and Bardolph. 

Fal. How now! whose mare’s dead? what’s 
the matter? 

Fang. Sir John, I arrest you at the sui^ of 
Mistress Quickly. 49 

Fal. Away, varletsi Draw, Bardolph: cut 

• me off the villain’s head : throw the quean in the 

• channel. 

Host. Throw me in the channel! I’ll throw 
thee in the channel. Wilt thou? wilt thou? thou 
bastardly rogue! Murder, murder! Ah, thou 
honey<suckIe villain ! wilt tnou kill God’s officers 

• and tne king’s ? Ah, thou honey-seed rogue ! thou 

• art a honey-seed, a man-quelier, and a woman- 
queller. 

Fal. Keep them off, Bardolph. 60 

Fang. A rescue! a rescue! 

Host. Good people, bring a rescue or two. 
Thou wo% wo’t thou? thou wo’t, wo’t ta? do, do, 

• ihou rogue I do, thou hemp-seed ! 

• Fal. Away, you scullion ! you rampallian ! you 

^ fusdhorian ! I’ll tidcle your catastrophe. 

Enter the Lord Chibf-Justicb, and his men. 

Ch. yust. What is the matter? keep the peace 
here, no! 

Host. Good my lord, be good to me. I be- 
seech you, stand to me. 70 

Ch. fnet. How now, Sir John I what are you 
tnuwliiig here! 


17 /ow. Thrust. 

24 vice. Grip. 

50 indited, i.e. invited. 

51 Lumbert street. Lombard Street. 

52 exion. Action. 

42 meUnuey-nose, Malmsey was a strong red wine. 

01 quean. Harlot. 

02 channel. Gutter. 

07 honey-seed. i.e. homicide. 

00 man-queller. Man-killer. 

64 hemp-seed. Gallows-bird. 

00 rampallian. Scoundrel. 

fustilarian. A quibble on *fustylugs\ a corpulent 
person or frowsy woman, and one who speaks fustian, 
i.e. bombastically, tickle your catastrophe. Whip your 
backside. 
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83 mare. Nightmare. 

94 parcel-gilt. Partly gilt. 

96 sea-coal. Mine coal, brought by aea to London from 
Newcastle. 

96 Wheeson. Whitsun. 

102 gossip. Neighbour. 

103 mess. A small quantity. 

106 green. Unhealed. 

132 current. Genuine. 


Doth this become your place, your time and busi- 
ness? 

You should have been well on your way to York. 
Stand from him, fellow : wherefore hangfst upon 
him? 

Host. 0 my most worshipful lord, an’t please 
our grace, I am a poor widow of Eastcheap, and 
e is arrested at my suit. 

CA. Jiist, For what sum? 

Host. It is more than for some, my lord ; it is 
for all, all I have. He hath eaten me out of house 
and home ; he hath put all my substance into that 
fat belly of his : but I will have some of it out 

• again, or I will ride thee o* nights like the mare. 

Fal. I think I am as like to ride the mare, if 
1 have any vantage of ground to ^et up. 

Ch. Just. How comes this, Sir John? Fie! 
what man of good temper would endure this tem- 
pest of exclamation? Are you not ashamed to 
enforce a poor widow to so rough a course to come 
by her own ? 90 

Fal. What is the gross sum that I owe thee ? 

Host. Marry, if thou wert an honest man, 
thyself and the money too. Thou didst swear to 

• me upon a parcel-gilt goblet, sitting in my Dol- 

• phin-chamber, at the round table, oy a sea-coal 

• fire, upon Wednesday in Wheeson week, when 
the prince broke thy head for liking his father to 
a sin^ng-man of Windsor, thou didst swear to 
me then, as 1 was washing thy wound, to marry 
me and make me my lad^^ thy wife. Canst thou 
deny it? Did not goodwife Kecch, the butcher’s 

• wife^ come in then and call me gossip Quickly? 

• coming in to borrow a mess of vinegar ; telling us 
.she had a good dish of prawns; whereby thou 
didst desire to eat some ; whereby I told thee they 

• were ill for a green wound? And didst thou not, 
when she was gone down stairs, desire me to be 
no more so familiarity with such poor people; 
saying that ere long they should calf me madam? 
And didst thou not kiss me and bid me fetch thee 
thirty shillings? 1 put thee now to thy book- 
oath : deny it, if thou canst. 

Fal. My lord, this is a poor mad soul ; and 
she ^ys up and down the town that her eldest 
son is like you ; she hath been in good case, and 
the truth is, poverty hath distraSed her. But 
for these foolish officers, I beseech you I may 
have redress against them. 

Ch. Just. Sir John, Sir John, I am well 
acquainted with your manner of wrenching the 
true cause the false way. It is not a confident 
brow, nor the throng of words that come with 
such more than impudent sauciness from you, can 
thrust me from a level consideration : you have, 
as it appears to me, pradlised upon the easy-yield- 
ing spint of this woman, and made her serve your 
uses Doth in purse and in person. 

Host. Yea, in truth, my lord. 

Ch. Just. Pray thee, peace. Pay her the debt 
ou owe her, and unpav tne villany you have done 
er : the one you may do with sterling money, and 

• the other with current repentance. 

Fal. My lord, I will not undeigo this sneap 
without reply. Vou call honoursmle boldness 
impudent sauciness: if a man will make courtesy 
and say nothing, he is virtuous : no, my lord, my 
humble duty remembered. I will not be your 
suitor. I say to you, I do desire deliverance from 
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these officers, being upon hasty employment in 
the kina’s affairs. i^o 

Ch. Just. You speak as having power to ao 
wrong : but answer in the effe< 5 t of your reputa- 
tion, and satisfy the poor woman. 

jFal Come hither, hostess. 

Enter Gower. 

Ck. JtisL Now, Master Gower, what news? 

Gaw. The king, my lord, and Harry Prince of 
Wales 

Are near at hand : the rest the paper tells. 

Fal, As I am a gentleman. 

Host. Faith, you said so before. 

Fal. As 1 am a gentleman. Come, no more 
words of it. 151 

Host. By this heavenly ground I tread on, I 
must be fain to pawn both my plate and the 
tapestry of my dining-chambers. 

FaL Glasses, glasses, is the only drinking: 
and for thy walls, a pretty slight drollery, or the 
story of the Prodigal, or the German hunting in 

• water-work, is worth a thousand of these bed- 
hangings and these fly-bitten tapestries. Let it 
be ten pound, if thou canst Come, an ’twere not 
for thy humours, there’s not a better wench in 

• England. Go, wash thy face, and draw the adlion. 
Come, thou must not be in this humour with me ; 
dost not know me? come, come, I know thou 
wast set on to this. 

Host. Pray thee. Sir John, let it be but twenty 
nobles : i’ faith, I am loath to pawn my plate, so 
God save me, la ! 

Fal. Let it alone ; I ’ll make other shift : you’ll 
be a fool still. 170 

Host. Well, you shall have it, though I pawn 
my gown. 1 hope you’ll come to supper. You'll 
pay me all together ? 

Fal. Will I live? \To Bardol/A] Go, with 

• her, with her; hook on, hook on. 

Host. Will you have Doll Tearsheet meet you 
at supper? 

Fal. No more words : let’s have her. 

[Ejreunt Hostess^ Bardolph, Officers, atid Boy, 

Ch. Just. I have heard better news. 

Fal, What’s the news, my lord? 180 

Cit, Just. Where lay the king last night ? 

Gow. At Basingstoke, my lord. 

Fal. I hope, my lord, all’s well : what is the 
news, my lord ? 

Ch. Just. Come all his forces back? 

Gow. No; fifteen hundred foot, five hundred 
horse, 

Are march’d up to my lord of Lancaster, 

Against Northumberland and the Archbishop. 

Fal. Comes the king back from Wales, my 
noble lord? 

Ch. yust. You shall have letters of me pre- 
sently : 190 

Come, go along with me, good Master Gower. 

Fal. My lord ! 

Ch. yust. What's the matter? 

Fal. Master Gower, shall I entreat you with 
me to dinner? 

Gow. I must wait upon my good lord here ; I 
thank you, good Sir Tonn. 

Ch. yust. Sir John, you loiter here too long, 
being you are to take soldiers up in counties as 
you go. 200 


in water-work. Watercolour. 
182 draw. Withdraw. 

176 hook on. Stay with her. 
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206 fight fmcmg grace. Correct manner in fencing. 

20 one for superfluity. An extra one. 

21-24 But that the tennis-court -keeper . . . while, i.e. a 
gentleman would change his shirt after playing tennis 
but Poins*s one spare shirt was not enough ; so he had not 
been seen on the tennis courts recently. 

26 low countries. Brothels frequented by Poins. 

26 holland. Fine linen. 

27 that bawl out the ruins of thy linen, i.e. your bastards 
(who wear your old shirts). 

40 stand the push. Await the attack. 

47 Very hardly. With great difficulty. 



Prince: . . thou thinkest me as far in the devil’s bode as 
thou . . .’ Figure of Satan with book from a series of 
paintings in Carlisle Cathedral Engraving by F.W. 
Fairhok from J.O. Halliwell’s edition of Shakespeare’s 
works, 1853 65 


FaL Will you sup with mci Maater Gowert 

Ck. Just. What foolish maater taught you 
these manners, Sir John? 

Fal, Master Gower, if they become me not, 
he was a fool that taught them me. This is the 

• right fencing grace, my lord ; tap for tap, and so 
part fair. 

Ck, Just, Now the Lord lighten thee ! thou 
art a great fool [ExaunU 

Scene II. London. Another street. 

Enter Prince Henry and Poins. 

Prince. Before Gkxl, I am exceeding weary. 

Poins. Is’t come to that? I had thouy^ht 
weariness durst not have attached one of so high 
blood. 

Prince. Faith, it does me; though it discolours 
the complexion of my greatness to acknowledge 
it. Dow it not show vilely in me to desire small 
beer? 

Poins. Why, a prince should not be so loosely 
studied as to remember so weak a composition. 

Prince. Belike then my appetite was not 
princely got ; for, by my troth, 1 do now remem- 
Dcr the poor creature, small beer. But, indeed, 
these humble considerations make me out of love 
with my greatness. What a disgrace is it to me 
to remember thy name 1 or to know thy face to- 
morrow ! or to take note how many pair of silk 
stockings thou hast, viz. these, and those that 
were thy peach-coloured ones! or to bear the 

a inventorvof thy shirts, as, onefor superfluity, and 

• another tor use! But that the tennis-court-keeper 
knows better than I ; for it is a low ebb of linen 
with thee when thou keepest not racket there; as 
thou hast not done a great while, because the 

• rest of thy low countries have made a shift to eat 

• up thy holland ; and God knows, whether those 

• that bawl out the ruins of thy linen shall inherit 
his kingdom : but the midwives say the children 
are not in the fault; whereupon the world in- 
creases, and kindreds are mightily strengthened. 

Poins. How ill it follows, after you have 
laboured so hard, you should talk so ialy 1 Tell 
me, how many good young princes would do so, 
their fathers being so sick as yours at this time is? 

Prince. Shall 1 tell thee one thing, Poins? 

Poins. Yes, faith; and let it be an excellent 
good thing. 

Prince. It shall serve among wits of no higher 
breeding than thine. 

• Poins. Go to ; I stand the push of your one 

thing that you will tell. ^ 41 

Prince. Marry, I tell thee, it is not meet that 
I should be sad, now my father is sick ; albeit I 
could tell to thee, as to one it pleases me, for 
fault of a better, to call my friend, I could be sad, 
and sad indeed too. 

• Poins. Very hardly upon such a subjedL 

Prince. By this nand, thou thinkest me as 

far in die devil’s book as thou and Falstaff for 
obduraw and persistency: let the end try the 
man. But I teu thee, my heart bleeds inwmrdly 
that my father is so side : and keeping such vile 
company as thou art hath in reason taken from 
me w ostentation of sorrow. 

Poins. The reason? 


m 
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Prince, What wouldst thou think of me, if I 
should weep ? 

Pains. I would think thee a most princely 
hypocrite. 59 

Prifice. It would be every man’s thought ; and 
thou art a blessed fellow to think as every man 
thinks: never a man's thought in the world keeps 
the road-way better than thine : every man would 

• think me an hypocrite indeed. And what accites 
your most worsnipful thought to think so ? 

Pains. Why, because you have been so lewd 
and so much engraffed to Falstaff. 

Prime. And to thee. 

Pains. By this light, I am well spoke on ; I can 
hear it with mine own ears: the worst that they 

• can say of me is that I am a second brother and 
that I am a proper fellow of my hands ; and those 
two things, I confess, I cannot help. By the ma.ss, 
here comes Bardolph. 

Enter Bardolph and Page. 

• Prime. And the boy that I gave Falstaff: a’ 
had him from me Christian ; and look, if the fat 
villain have not transformed him ape. 

Bard. God save your grace ! 

Prime. And yours, most noble Bardolph ! 79 

Bard. Come, you virtuous ass, you ^shful 
fool, must you be blushing? wherefore blush you 
now? What a maidenly man-at-arms are you 

• become ! Is’t such a matter to get a pottle-pot’s 
maidenhead ? 

Page. A’ calls me e’en now, my lord, through 

• a red lattice, and I could discern no part of his 
face from the window : at last I spied his eyes, 
and methought he had made two holes in the 
ale-wife’s new petticoat and so peeped through. 

Prime. Has not the boy profited ? 90 

Bard. Away, you whoreson upright rabbit, 
away! 

• Page. Away, you rascally Althaea’s dream, 
away! 

Prime. Instru(5i us, boy; what dream, boy? 

Page. Marry, my lord, Althaea dreamed she 
was delivered of a fire-brand; and therefore I 
call him her dream. 

_ Prime. A crown’s worth of good interpreta- 
tion : there ’tis, boy. zoo 

Pains. O, that this good blossom could be 

• kept from cankers! Well, there is sixpence to 
preserve thee. 

Bard. An you do not make him hanged 
among you, the gallows shall have wrong. 

Prime. And how doth thy master, Bardolph? 

Bard. Well, my lord. He heard^ of your 
grace’s coining to town : there’s a letter for you. 

Pains. Delivered with good respefL And 

• how doth the martlemas, vour master? zzo 

Bard. In bodily health, sir. 

Pains. Marry, the immortal part needs a phy- 
sician ; but that moves not him : though that be 
sick, it dies not. 

• Prince. I do allow this wen to be as familiar 
with me as my dog; and he holds his place; 
for look you how he v^tes. 

Pains. [Beads] * John Falstaff, knight,’— every 
man must know that, as oft as he has occasion to 
name himself : even like those that are kin to the 
king; for they never prick their finger but they 
say, *There^ some of the king’s^ * ' spilt’ 


S4 aceites. Arouses. 

71 second brother. Younger son. 

7^71 a* had him from me Christian, i.e. when he had 
him from me he was a Christian. 

to get a pottle^pot's maidenhead. To knock off a 
tankard of ale. 


8t red lattice. Ale houses had red lattice- work windows. 



Ale house with lattice- work features. Engraving by F.W. 
Fairholt from J.O. Halliwell’s edition, 185.1-65 

tS Althaea's dream. Althaea is confused with Hecuba, 
the queen of Troy, who dreamed that ahe was delivered 
of a firebrand. 

Itt cankers. Diseased awellinga. 

110 martlemas. Cattle fattened for slaughter on the 
feast of St Martiii, 1 ith November. 

111 mesL Swelling. 
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128 Japhet. i.e. if they cannot claim direct royal 
kinship they will do so as descendants of Noah's son, 
Japhet, regarded as the father of all Europeans. 



Poins reads FalstafTs letter to the Prince. Engraving by 
Kenny Meadows from Barry Cornwall’s Works of 
Shakspere, 1846 

180 frank. Sty. 

164 Ephesians. Boon companions. 

168 pagan. Strumpet. 

166 road. Whore. 


* How comes that?’ says he, that takes upon 
him not to conceive. The answer is as ready 
as a borrower's cap, ‘ I am the king's poor 
cousin, sir.’ 

Prince. Nay, they will be kin to us, or they 

• will fetch it from Japhet. But to the letter: 

Poins. \Reads\ ‘ Sir John Falstaff, knieht, to 
the son of the king, nearest his father, Harry 
Prince of Wales, greeting.’ Why, this is a 
certificate. 

Prince. Peace ! 

Poins. [Reads] ‘I will imitate the honour- 
able Romans in brevity : ' he sure means brevity 
in breath, short-winded. ‘ I commend me to thee, 
1 commend thee, and I leave thee. Be not too 
familiar with Poins ; for he misuses thy favours 
so much, that he swears thou art to marry his 
sister Nell. Repent at idle times as thou mayest; 
and so, farewell. 141 

‘ Thine, by yea and no, which is as much 
as to say, as thou usest him. Jack Fai.- 
STAFF with my familiars, John with my 
brothers and sisters, and Sir John with 
all Europe.’ 

My lord. I’ll steep this letter in sack and make 
him eat it. 

Prince. That's to make him eat twenty of his 
word.s. But do you use me thus, Ned? must I 
marry your .si.ster? 151 

Poifis, God send the wench no worse fortune ! 
But I never said so. 

Prince. Well, thus we play the fools with 
the time, and the spirits of the wise sit in the 
clouds and mock us. Is your master here in 
London ? 

Bard. Yea, my lord. 

Prince. Where sups he? doth the old boar 

• feed in the old frank? ^ 160 

Bard. At the old place^ my lord, in East- 
cheap. 

Prince. What company? 

• Page, Ephesians, my lord, of the old church. 

Prince. Sup any women with him? 

Page. None, my lord, but old Mistress Quickly 
and Mistress Doll Tearsheet. 

• Prince. What pagan may that be? 

Page. A proper gentlewoman, sir, and a kins- 
woman of my master’s. 170 

Prince. Even such kin as the parish heifers 
are to the town bull. Shall we steal upon them, 
Ned, at simper ? 

Poins. \ am your shadow, my lord ; I ’ll follow 
you. 

Prince. Sirrah, you boy, and Bardolph, no 
word to your master that I am yet come to town : 
there ’s for your silence. 

Bard. I nave no tongue, sir. 

Page. And for mine, sir, I will govern it. 180 

Prince. Fare you well; go. [Exeunt Bar-- 
dolph and Page.] This Doll Tearsheet should be 

• some road. 

Poins. I warrant you, as common as the way 
between Saint Alban’s and London. 

Prince. How might we see Falstaff bestow 
himself to-night in his true colours, and not our- 
selves be seen ? 

Poins. Put on two leathern ierkins and 
aprons, and wait upon him at nis table as 
dmwers. Z91 
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Prince, From a God to a bull? a heavy 

• descension ! it was Jove’s case. From a prince 
to a prentice ? a low transformation ! that shall 
be mine ; for in every thing the purpose must 
weigh with the folly. Follow me, Ned. 

\^Excn 7 U. 

Scene III. Warkworfh. Before the castle. 

Northumberland, Lady Northum- 
berland, and Lady Percy. 

North. I pray thee, loving wife, and gentle 
daughter. 

Give even way unto my rough affairs : 

Put not you on the visage of the times 
And be like them to Percy troublesome. 

Lady N. I have given over, I will speak no 
more : 

Do what you will ; your wisdom be your guide. 
North. Alas, sweet wife, my honour is at 
pawn ; 

And, but my going, nothing can redeem it. 

Lady P. O yet, for God’s sake, go not to 
these wars ! 

The time was, father, that you broke your word, 
When you were more endear’d to it than now ; ii 
When your own Percy, when my heart’s dear 
Harry, 

Threw many a northward look to see his father 
Bring up his powers ; but he did long in vain. 
Who then persuaded you to stay at home? 

There were two honours lost, yours and your 
son’s. 

For yours, the God of heaven brighten it ! 

For his, it stuck upon him as the sun 
In the grey vault of heaven, and by his light 
Did all the chivalry of England move 20 

To do brave a6ls : he was indeed the glass 
Wherein the noble youth did dress themselves ; 
He had no legs that pradlised not his gait ; 

And speaking thick, which nature made his 
blemish, 

Became the accents of the valiant ; 

For those that could speak low and tardily 
Would turn their own perfedlion to abuse, 

To seem like him : so that in speech, in gait. 

In diet, in affedions of delight, 

In military rules, humours of blood, 30 

He was the mark and glass, copy and book. 

That fashion’d others. And him, O wondrous 
him ! 

O miracle of men ! him did you leave. 

Second to none, unseconded by you, 

To look upon the hideous god of war 
In di.sad vantage ; to abide a field 
Where nothing but the sound of Hotspur s name 
Did seem defensible : so you left him. 

Never, O never, do his ghost the wrong 
To hold your honour more precise and nice 40 
With others than with him I let them alone : 

The marshal and the archbishop are strong : 

Had my sweet Harry had but half their numbers, 
To-day might I, hanging on Hotspur’s neck, 

• Have talk’d of Monmouth’s grave. 

North. Beshrew your heart, 

Fair daughter, you do draw my spirits from me 
With new lamenting ancient oversights. 

But I must go and meet with danger there, 

Or it will seek me in another place 


193 case. For the love of Europa, Jove turned 

himself into a bull. 



The rape of Europa. Painting after Veronese (d. 1 588) 

45 Monmouth's. Prince Hal’s. He was bom at Monmouth 
in 1387. 
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61 recordation. Memorial. 



Tavern scene. Drawer attending at a revel. Woodcut 
from Martin Parker's Convivial Ballads, 17th century 


2 apple^johns. Apples which are shrivelled when ripe. 
13 noise. Band (of musicians). 



A band of musicians. Engraving copied from Hanson 
Arches of Triumph, 1603 

21—22 old Utis, A noisy row. 

26-16 pulsidge. Pulse. 

29 eamaries. Sweet wine. 


And find me worse provided. 

Lady N, O, fly to Scotland, 50 

Till that the nobles and the armed commons 
Have of their puissance made a little taste. 

Lady P. If they get ground and vantage of 
the king, 

Then join you with them, like a rib of steel, 

To make strength stronger ; but, for all our loves. 
First let them try themselves. So did your son ; 
He was so suflei^d : so came I a widow ; 

And never shall have length of life enough 
To rain upon remembrance with mine eyes, 

That it may j^ow and sprout as high as heaven, 

• For recordation to my noble husband. 61 

North. Come, come, go in with me. 'Tis 
with my mind 

As with the tide swell’d up unto his height. 

That makes a still-stand, runnina neither way : 
Fain wbuld I go to meet the archbishop. 

But many thousand reasons hold me back. 

I will resolve for Scotland : there am I, 

Till time and vantage crave my company. 

[Exeunt* 

Scene IV. London. The BoaPs-head Tavern 
in Eastcheap. 

Enter two Drawers. 

First Draw. What the devil hast thou brought 

• there? apple-johns? thou knowest Sir John can- 
not endure an apple-john. 

Sec. Draw. Mass, thou safest true. The 
prince once set a dish of apple-johns before him, 
and told him there were nve more Sir Johns, 
and, putting off his hat, said will now take my 
leave of these six diy, round, old, withered 
knights.’ It angered him to the heart : but he 
hath for^t that. 10 

First Draw. Why, then, cover, and set them 
down: and see if thou canst find out Sneak’s 

• noise ; Mistress Tearsheet would fain hear some 
music. Dispatch : the room where they supped 
is too hot; they'll come in straight. 

Sec. Draw, Sirrah, here will be the prince 
and Master Poins anon; and they will put on 
two of our jerkins and aprons ; and Sir John 
must not know of it: Bardolph hath brought 
word. 20 

• First Draw. By the mass, here will be old 
Utis: it will be an excellent stratagem. 

Sec. Draw. I ’ll see if I can find out Sneak. 

[Exit. 

Enter Hostess and Doll Tbarshbbt. 

Host, r faith, sweetheart, methinks now you 

• are in an excellent good temperality: your pul- 
sidge beats as extraordinarily as heart would 
de^re ; and your colour, I warrant you, w as 
red as any rose, in good truth, la ! But, i’ faith, 

• you have drunk too much canaries ; and that’s 
a marvellous searching wine, and it^ perfumes 
the blood ere one can say 'What’s this?’ How 
do you now? 

Do/. Better than I was: hem ! 

Host. Why, that’s well said ; a good heart’s 
worth gold. Lo, here comes Sir JohiL 

Enter Falstaff. 

Fa/» [Sifyr^l 'When Arthur first in court’ 
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• — Empty the Jordan. [£xtt First Drawer ^ — 
iSingingY And was a worthy kina.’ How now. 
Mistress Doll! 

• Host, Sick of a calm ; yea, good faith. 40 

• Fal, So is all her sedl ; an they be once in a 
calm, th^ are sick. 

DoL You muddy rascal, is that all the com- 
fort you mve me? 

Fal, You make fat rascals. Mistress Doll. 

Dot, I make them ! gluttony and diseases 
make them; 1 make them not. 

Fal, If the cook help to make the gluttony, 
you help to make the diseases, Doll : we catch 
of you, Doll, we catch of you ; grant that, my 
poor virtue, grant that. 51 

Dol. Yea, joy, our chains and our jewels. 

• Fal, ‘Your brooches, pearls, and ouches:’ 
for to serve bravely is to come halting off, you 
know: to come off the breach with his pike bent 
bravely, and to surgery bravely ; to venture upon 

• the charged chambers bravely, — 

Dol, Hang yourself, you muddy conger, hang 
yourself! 59 

Host, By my troth, this is the old fashion; 
you two never meet but you fall to some discord : 
you are both, i’ good truth, as rheumatic as two 
dry toasts ; you cannot one bear with another’s 

• confirmities. What the good-year ! one must 
bear, and that must be you : you are the weaker 
vessel, as they say, the emptier ve.ssel. 

Dol, Can a weak empty vessel bear such a 
huge full hogshead? there’s a whole merchant’s 

• venture of Bourdeaux stuff in him ; you have not 
seen a hulk better stuffed in the hold. Come, 
I’ll be friends with thee. Jack: thou art going 
to the wars ; and whether I shall ever see thee 
again or no, there is nobody cares. 

Re-enter First Drawer. 

• First Draw. Sir, Ancient Pistol *s below, and 
would speak with you. 

Dol, Hang him^ swaggering rascal ! let him 
not come hither: it is the foul-mouthed’ st rogue in 
England. 

Rost, If he swagger, let him not come here : 
no, by my faith ; I must live among my neigh- 
bours; I’ll no swaggerers: I am in good name 
and fame with the very best: shut the door; 
there comes no swaggerers here: I have not 
lived all this while, to have swaggering now: 
shut the door, I pray you. 

Fal. Dost thou hear, hostess? 

Host, Pray ye, pacify yourself. Sir John: 
there comes no swaggerers here. 

Fal. Dost thou Iwar? it is mine ancient. 89 

Host, ^ Tilly-fally, Sir John, ne’er tell me : 
our ancient swaggerer comes not in my doors, 
was before Master Tisick, the debiity, t’other 
day ; and, as he said to me, ’twas no longer ago 
than Wednesday last, ‘I’ good faith, neighbour 
Quickly,’ says he ; Master l)umbe, our minister, 
was by then; ‘neighbour Quickly,’ says he, 
‘ receive those that are civil ; Tor,’ said he, ‘ you 
are in an ill name:’ now a’ said so, I can tell 
whereupon; ‘for,’ says he, ‘you are an honest 
woman, and v^ell thought on; therefore take 
heed what guests you receive : receive,’ says he, 
^no swaggering companions.’ There comes none 


S7 Jordan, Chamber-pot. 

40 calm. Qualm. 

41 sect. Sex. 

63 ouches. Gems. 

67 charged chambers. Small cannon. 

64 confirmities. i.e. infirmities. 

66 venture of Bourdeaux. Wine merchant’s cargo of 
Bordeaux wine (claret). 



Doll Tearsheet (Vivienne Bennett), Falstaff (George 
Merritt) and Mistress Quickly (Buena Bent), Old Vic 
Theatre, London, 1935 


74 Ancient. Ensign. 
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108 Barbary hen. Guinea fowl. 

121—122 discharge upon mine hostess. Toast the hostess 
(bawdy innuendo). 

138 bung. Pickpocket. 

139 chaps. Cheeks, cuttle. Cut-throat. 

141 basket-hilt stale juggler, i.e. swashbuckling im- 
postor. 

142 points. Laces for attaching armour to the shoulders. 
181 * occupy*. Fornicate. 



Costume design for Doll Tearsheet by Tanya Moise- 
witch, Stratford-upon-Avon, 1951 


here : you would bless you to hear what he said : 
no, I '11 no swaggerers. 

FaL He’s no swaggerer, hostess; a tame 
cheater, i' faith ; you may stroke him as gently 
as a puppy greyhound : he '11 not swagger with a 
> Barbary hen, if her feathers turn back in any 
show of resistance. Call him up, drawer. 

[Exit First Drawer, 

Host. Cheater, call you him? I will bar no 
honest man my house, nor no cheater : bulf I do 
not love swaggering, by my troth ; I am the 
worse, when one says swagger: feel, masters, 
how I shake ; look you, I warrant you. 

Dot. So you do, hostess. 

Host. Do I? yea, in very truth, do I, an 
’twere an aspen leaf ; I cannot abide swag- 
gerers. 

Enter Pistol, Bardolph, and Page. 

Fist. God save you. Sir John ! 119 

FaL Welcome, Ancient Pistol. Here, Pistol, 

' I charge you with a cup of sack : do you discharge 
upon mine hostess. 

Pist. I will discharge upon her, Sir John, with 
two bullets. 

FaL She is pistol-proof, sir ; you shall hardly 
offend her. 

Host. Come, I '11 drink no proofs nor no bul- 
lets : I 'll drink no more than will do me good, 
for no man's pleasure, I. 

Pist. Then to you, Mistress Dorothy ; I will 
charge you. 131 

Dot. Charge me 1 I scorn you, scurvy com- 
panion. What ! you poor, base, rascally, cheat- 
ing, lack-linen mate ! Away, you mouldy rogue, 
away ! I am meat for your master. 

Pist, I know you, Mi.stress Dorothy. 

DoL Away, you cut-purse rascal ! you filthy 
bung, away ! by this wine, I 'II thrust my knife in 
your mouldy chaps, an you play the saucy cuttle 
with me. Away, you bottle-ale rascal ! you 
basket-hilt stale juggler, you ! Since when, 1 
pray you, sir? God’.s light, with two points on 
your shoulder? much ! 

Pist. God let me not live, but I will murder 
your ruff for this. 

FaL No more, Pistol ; I would not have you 
go off here : discharge yourself of our company. 
Pistol. 

Host. No, good Captain Pistol; not here, 
sweet captain. 150 

DoL Captain ! thou abominable damned 
cheater, art thou not ashamed to be called 
captain? An captains were of my mind, they 
would truncheon you out, for taking their names 
upon you before you have earned them. You a 
captain f you slave, for what? for tearing a poor 
whore’s ruff in a bawfly-house? He a captain! 
hang him, rogue ! he lives upon mouldy stewed 
prunes and dried cakes. A captain ! God’s light, 
these villains will make the word ns odious as 
the word ‘occupy ;' which was an excellent g»>od 
word before it was ill sorted: therefore captains 
had need look to't. 

Bard, Pray thee, go down, good ancient. 

FaL Hark thee hither. Mistress Doll. 

Pist. Not I : I tell thee what. Corporal Bar* 
dolph, I could tear her: I’ll be revenged of hen 

Page- Pray thee, go down. 
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• Pist. I’ll see her damned first; to Pluto’s 
damned lake, by this hand, to the infernal deep, 

• with Erebus and tortures vile also. Hold hook 
and line, say 1. Down, down, dogs! down, 

• faitors ! Have we not Hiren here ? 

Host, Good Captain Pecscl, be quiet; ’tis 
very late, i* faith : I beseek you now, aggravate 
your choler. 

• Pist, These be good humours, indeed ! Shall 

pack-horses 

And hollow pamper’d jades of Asia, 

Which cannot go but thirty mile a-day, 

• Compare with Caesars, and with Cannibals, i8o 
And Trojan Greeks? nay, rather damn them with 

• King Cerberus ; and let the welkin roar. 

• Shall we fall foul for toys ? 

Host, By my troth, captain, these are very 
bitter words. 

Bard, Be gone, good ancient ; this will grow 
to a brawl anon. 

Pist. Die men like dogs ! give crowns like 
pins ! Have we not Hiren nere ? i8q 

Host. O’ my word, captain, there’s none suen 
here. What the good-year ! do you think I would 
deny her? For God’s sake, be quiet. 

• ^ Pist, Then feed, and be fat, my fair Calipolis. 
Come, give’s some sack. 

• ‘Si fortune me tormente, sperato me contento.' 
Fear we broadsides? no, let the fiend give fire : 
Give me .some sack: and, sweetheart, lie thou 

there. [Laying down his sword. 

• Come we to full points here ; and are etceteras 

nothing? 

FaL Pistol, 1 would be quiet. 

• Pist, Sweet knight, I ki.ss thy neif: what! we 

• have seen the seven stars. 201 

Dol, For God’s sake, thrust him down .stairs: 

• I cannot endure such a fustian rascal. 

Pist, Thrust him down stairs ! know we not 
Galloway nags ? 

P'al. Quoit him down, Bardolph, like a shove- 
groat shilling : nay, an a’ do nothing but speak 
nothing, a* shall be nothing here. 

Ba^, Come, get you down stairs. 

• Pist. What 1 shall we have incision ? shall we 

imbrue?? [Snatching up his s7vord. 210 
Then death rock me asleep, abridge my doleful 

days ! 

Why, then, let grievous, ghastly, gaping wounds 

• Untwine the Sisters Three ! Come, Atropos, I say ! 

Host, Here’s goodly stuff toward ! 

Fal, Give me my rapier, boy. 

Dol, I pray thee. Jack, I pray thee, do not 
draw. 

Fal, Get you down stairs. 

[Drawings and driving Pistol out. 

Host, Here ’s a goodly tumult ! 1 ’ll forswear 

• keeping house, afore I ’ll be in these tirrits and 
frignts. So; murder, I warrant now. Alas, 
alas ! put up your naked weapons, put up your 
naked weapons. [Exmnt Pistol and Bardolph. 

Dol. I pray thee, Jack, be quiet; the rascal’s 
gone. Ah, you whoreson little valiant villain, 
you ! 

Host. Are you not hurt i’ the groin? methought 
a’ made a shrewd thrust at your belly. 

Re-enter Bardolph. 

FaL Have you turned him out o’ doors? 


16S-170 Pluto* s damned lake. Pistol means the river 
Styx of the underworld, 

171 Erebus. The darkness of Hades. 

173 faitors. Rogues. Have we not Hiren here ? A tag from 
a play by George Peele. 

177—179 Shall . . . day. A burlesque of some famous 
lines in Marlowe’s Tamburlaine Part II. 

180 Cannibals. Hannibals. 

182 Cerberus. The three-headed dog which guarded the 
the underworld, welkin. Sky. 

183 for toys. Over trifles. 

193 Then . . . Calipolis. Parody of a line in Peele’s 
Battle of Alcazar. 

195 .Sr . . contento. Dog Latin for ‘If fortune torments 

me, hope contents me’. 

198 full points. Full stops. 

200 neif. Fist. 

201 seven stars. The Pleiades. 

203 fustian. Bombastic. Fustian was a cheap cloth. 

205 Galloway nags. i.e. we know a harlot when we see 
one. Galloway nags were Irish horses of an inferior 
breed. 

200-207 shove-groat shilling. Coin pushed along a 
shufflle board. 

210 incision. Bloodshed, imbrue. Shed blood. 

213 Sisters Three . . . Atropos. The F’ates, of which 
Atropos was one. 

220 tirrits. Fits of temper. 
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238 Nine Worthies. Hector, Alexander, Julius Caesar, 
Joshua, David, Judas Maccabaeus, Arthur, Charle- 
magne, Godfrey of Bouillon. 

243 canvass, i.e. toss between canvas sheets. 


260—261 Bartholomew hoar -pig. Bartholomew Fair, 
held on 24 August, when pigs were roasted. 



Falstaff: ‘Peace, good Doll . . .’ Engraving from a 
painting by H. Fuseli (1741-1825) 


266 death*s-head. Skull and cross-bones. 

268 pander. Pantryman. 

262 Tewksbury. From where the best mustard came. 

267—268 drinks . . . flap-dragons, i.e. performs acts of 
bravado; flap-dragon was a game in which the players 
snatched raisins from flaming brandy and ate them. 
wild-mare. See-saw. 

271 sign of the leg. Sign over a bootmaker's shop. 

278 nave. Hub. 

282 his poll clawed like a parrot. Doll is rumpling his 
hair. 

I fiery Trigon. Tbe three fiery signs of the zodiac - 
Aries, Leo, Sagittarius. 

288 lisping . . . tables, i.e. making love to his master’s old 
acquaintance (Mistress Quickly). 

281 busses. Kisses. 


Bard. Yea^ sir. The rascal’s drunk: you 
have hurt him, sir, i’ the shoulder* 231 

FaL A rascal ! to brave me ! 

DoL Ah. you sweet little rogue, you ! Alas, poor 
ape, how thou sweatest ! come, let me wipe thy 
face ; come on, you whoreson chops : ah, rogue I 
i’ faith, I love thee: thou art as valorous as 
Hetflor of Troy, worth five of Agamemnon, and 

• ten times better than the Nine Worthies: ah, 
villain ! 

FaL A rascally slave ! I will toss the rogue in 
a blanket. 241 

DaL Do, an thou darest for thy heart : an 

• thou dost, 1 ’ll canvass thee between a pair of 
sheets. 


Enter Music. 

Pare. The music is come, sir. 

Feu. Let them play. Play, sirs. Sit on my 
knee, Doll. A rascal bragging slave ! the rogue 
fled from me like quicksilver. 

Dot. I' faith, and thou followedst him like a 

• church. Thou whoreson little tidy Bartholomew 
boar-pig, when ^ wilt thou leave fighting o’ days 
and foining o’ nights, and begin to patch up thine 
old body for heaven ? 

Enter, behind, Prince Henry and Poins, dis- 
guisedo 

FaL Peace, good Doll ! do not speak like a 

• death’s-head ; do not bid me remember mine end. 

Dot. Sirrah, what humour’s the prince of? 

Fal. A good shallow young fellow : a’ would 

• have made a good pantler, a’ would ha’ chipped 
bread well. 

DoL They say Poins has a good wit. 260 

Fal. He a good wit? hang him, baboon! his 

• wit’s as thick as Tewksbury mustard; there’s 
no more conceit in him than is in a mallet. 

Dol. Why does the prince love him so, then? 

Fal. Because their legs are both of a bigness, 
and a’ plays at quoits well, and eats conger and 

• fennel, and drinks oflf candles’ ends for flap- 
dragons, and rides the wild-mare with the boys, 
and jumps upon joined-stools, and swears with a 
good grace, and wears his l^ots very smooth, 

• like unto the sign of the leg, and breeds no bate 
with telling of discreet stories ; and such other 
gambol faculties a’ has, that show a weak mind 
and an able body, for the which the prince admits 
hinri ; for the prince himself is .such another ; the 
weijg;ht of a nair will turn the scales between 
their avoirdupois. 

• Prince. Would not this nave of a wheel have 
his ears cut off? 

Poins, Let ’s beat him before his whore. 280 

Prince. Look, whether the withered elder 

• hath not his poll clawed like a parrot. 

Pains. Is it not strange that desire should so 
many years outlive performance? 

FaL Kiss me, Doll. 

Prince, Saturn and Venus this year in con- 
jun6Hon ! what says the almanac to that? 

• Pains. And, look, whether the fiery Trigon, 

• his man, be not lisping to his master’s old tables, 

his note-book, his counsel-keeper. ago 

• Fal, Thou dost mve me flattering busses. 

Dal. By my troui, I Idss thee with a most 

constant heart. 
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Fal. I am old, I am old. 

Da/* I love thee better than I love e*er a 
scurvy young boy of them all. 

• Fa/. What stuff wilt have a kirtle of? I shall 
receive money o’ Thursday : shalt have a cap to- 
morrow. A merry song, come : it grows late ; 
we ’ll to bed. Thou ’It forget me when I am gone. 

Da/. By my troth, thou ’It set me a-weeping, 
an thou sayest so : prove that ever I dress mysdf 
handsome till thy return: well, hearken at the 
end. 

Fa/. Some sack, Francis. 

^^ins 1 anon, sir. [Caming forward. 

Fa/. Ha ! a bastard son of the king’s? And 
art not thou Poins his brother ? 

Prince. Why. thou globe of sinful continents, 
what a life dost thou lead ! 3x0 

Fa/. A better than thou: I am a gentleman; 
thou art a drawer. 

Prince. Very true, sir ; and I come to draw 
you out by the ears. 

Host. O, the Lord preserve thy good grace ! 
by mv troth, welcome to London. Now, the 
Lord bless that sweet face of thine ! O Jesu, are 
you come from Wales? 

Fa/. Thou whoreson mad compound of ma* 
jesty, by this light flesh and corrupt blood, thou 
art welcome. 321 

Do/. How, you fat fool 1 I scorn you. 

Poins. My ford, he will drive you out of your 
revenge and turn all to a merriment, if you take 
not the heat. 

• Prince. You whoreson candle-mine, you, how 
vilely did you speak of me even now before this 
honest, virtuous, civil gentlewoman ! 

Host. God’s blessing of your good heart ! and 
so she is, by my troth. 330 

Fa/. Didst thou hear me ? 

Prince. Yea, and you knew me, as you did 
when you ran away by Gad’s-hill : you knew I 
was at your back, and spoke it on purpose to try 
my patience. 

Fa/. No, no, no ; not so ; I did not think thou 
wast within hearing. 

Prince. 1 shall drive you then to confess the 
wilful abuse ; and then I raow how to handle you. 

Fa/. No abuse, Hal, o’ mine honour; no abuse. 

Prince. Not to dispraise me, and call me 
pantler and bread-chip]^ and I know not what? 

Fa/. No abuse, 

Poins. No abuse? 

Fa/. No abuse, Ned, i’ the world; honest 
Ned, none. I disj^raised him before the wicked, 
that the wicked might not fall in love with him ; 
in whidi doipg, I have done the nart of a careful 
friend and a true subjedl, and tny father is to 
nve me thanks for it No abuse, Hal ; none, 
Jled, none: no, faith, boys, none. 351 

Prince. See now, whether pure fear and ennre 
cowardice doth not make thee wrong this virtuous 
gentlewoman to close with us. Is she of the 
wicked? is thine hostess here of die urideed? or 
b thy boy of the wicked? or honest Bardolph, 
whose seal bums in his nose, of the wicked? 

Poms. Answer, thou dead elm, answer. 

• Fa/. The fiend hath prideed down Bardolph 
irrecoverable; and his iace is Lucifer’s privy- 

• kitchen, where he doth nothing but roast mait- 


Act II Scene IV KING HENRY IV Part II 



Doll: ‘I love thee better than I love e’er a scurvy young 
boy of them all.* Engraving by Kenny Meadows from 
Barry Com wall's Works of Shakspere, 1846 


297 kirtle. Short outer gown. 
329 candle-mine. Store of tallow. 
398 pricked. Chosen. 

391--392 malt-worms. Topers. 
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KING HENRY IV Part II Act II Scene IV 
392 south, i.e. south wind. 

413 peascod-time. Early summer (when peas are in 
blossom). 



Falstaff takes his leave. Drawing by J.M. Wright 
(1777-1866) 


worms. For the boy, there is a good angel about 
him ; but the devil outbids him too. 

Prince. For the women? 

Fal. For one of them, she is in hell already, 
and bums poor souls. For the other, I owe her 
money ; and whether she be damned for that, I 
know not. 

Host. No, I warrant you. 369 

Fal. No, I think thou art not; I think thou 
art quit for that. Marry, there is another indi< 5 l- 
ment upon thee, for suffering flesh to be eaten in 
thy house, contrary to the law ; for the which I 
think thou wilt howl. 

Host. All vidluallers do so ; what’s a joint of 
mutton or two in a whole Lent? 

Prince. You, gentlewoman, — 

DoL What says your grace? 

Fal. His grace says that which his flesh rebels 
against. {^Knocking within. 380 

Host. Who knocks so loud at door? Look to 
the door there, Francis. 

Enter Peto. 

Prince. Peto, how now ! what news? 

Peto. The king your father is at Westminster ; 
And there are twenty weak and weaned posts 
Come from the north : and, as 1 came along, 

I met and overtook a dozen captains, 

Bare-headed, sweating, knocking at the taverns. 
And asking every one for Sir John Falstaff. 

Prince. By heaven, Poins, I feel me much to 
blame, 390 

So idly to profane the precious time, 

• When tempest of commotion, like the south 
Borne with black vapour, doth begin to melt 
And drop upon our bare unarmed heads. 

Give me my sword and cloak. F alstaff, good night. 

{Ejceunt Prince Henry ^ Poins^ Peto^ 
and Bardolph. 

Fal. Now comes in the sweetest morsel of 
the night, and we must hence and leave it un- 
picked. {^Knocking within.] More knocking at 
the door ! 


Re-enter Bardolph. 

How now ! what’s the matter? 400 

Bard. You must away to court, sir, presently ; 
A dozen captains stay at door for you. 

P'al. \To the Page] Pay the musicians, sirrah. 
Farewell, hostess; farewell, Doll. You see, my 
good wenches, how men of merit are sought after : 
the undeserver may sleep, when the man of a6fion 
is called on. Farewell, good wenches: if 1 be not 
sent away post, I will see you again ere I go. 

Dol. I cannot speak ; if my heart be not ready 
to bursts — well, sweet Jack, have a care of thyself. 
Fal. Farewell, farewell. [Exeunt Falstaff 

and Bardol^. 

Host. Well, fare thee well : I have known tnee 
• these twenty nine years, come peascod-time ; but 
an honester and truer-hearted man, — ^well, fare 
thee well. 

Bard. [Within] Mistress Tearsheet I 
Host. What’s the matter? 

Bard. [ Within] Bid Mistress Tearsheet come 
to my master. 4x9 

Host. 0, Vun, Doll, run ; run, good Doll : come. 
[She comes blubbered.] Yea, will you come, Doll? 

[Exeunim 
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ACT III. 

Scene I. Westminster. The palace. 

Enter the King in his nightgown^ with a Page. 
King. Go call the Earls of Surrey and of 
Warwick ; 

But, ere they come, bid them o’er-read these 
letters. 

And well consider of them : make good speed. 

\Exit Page. 

How many thousand of my poorest subje( 5 ls 
Are at this hour asleep ! O sleep, O gentle sleep. 
Nature's soft nurse, how have I frighted thee. 
That thou no more wilt weigh my eyelids down 
And steep my senses in forgetfulness? 

• Why rather, sleep, liest thou in smoky cribs. 

Upon uneasy pallets stretching thee xo 

And hush'd with buzzing night-flies to thy slumber, 
Than in the perfumed chambers of the great, 
Under the canopies of costly state, 

And lull'd with sound of sweetest melody? 

O thou dull god, why liest thou with the vile 
In loathsome beds, and leavest the kingly couch 

• A watch-case or a common Marum-bell? 

Wilt thou upon the high and giddy mast 

Seal up the ship-boy's eyes, and rock his brains 
In cradle of the rucle imperious surge 20 

And in the visitation of the winds. 

Who take the ruffian billows by the top, 

Curling their monstrous heads and hanging them 
With deafening clamour in the slippery clouds. 
That, with the hurly, death itself awakes? 

Canst thou, O partial sleep, give thy repose 
To the wet sea-boy in an nour so tude, 

And in the calmest and most stillest night, 

With all appliances and means to boot, 

• Deny it to a king? Then happy low, lie down ! 30 
Uneasy lies the nead that wears a crown. 

Enter Warwick and Surrey. 

War. Many good morrows to your majesty 1 
King. Is it good morrow, lords? 

War. 'Tis one o’clock, and past. 

King. Why, then, good morrow to you all, my 
lords. 

Have you read o’er the letters that I sent you ? 
War, We have, my liege. 

Kin^> Then you perceive the body of our 
kingdom 

How foul it is ; what rank diseases grow, 

And with what danger, near the heart of it. 40 
War. It is but as a body yet distemper’d ; 
Which to his former strength may be restored 
With good advice and little medicine : 

My Lord Northumberland will soon be cool’d. 
King. O God ! that one might read the book 
of fate, 

And see the revolution of the times 

• Make mountains level, and the continent. 

Weary of solid firmness, melt itself 
Into the sea ! and, other times, to see 

The beachv girdle of the ocean so 

Too wide .^or Neptune’s hips ; how chances mock, 
And changes fill the cup of alteration 
With divers liquors ! O, if this were seen. 

The happiest youth, viewing his progress through, 
What perils past, what crosses to ensue, 

Would shut the book, and sit him down and die. 



William Charles Macready, the English Victorian actor, 
as King Henry IV, Covent Garden Theatre, London, 

1847 


9 cribs. Hovels. 

17 watch-case. Sentry-box. 
30 loiv. Lowly people. 

47 continent. Dry land. 
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63 under my foot. At my disposal. 

68 rated. Berated. 

167 out of hand. Over with. 



Cosmme design for Henry IV by Tanya Moiaewitch, 
Stratford-upon-Avon, 1951 


S rood. Croat. 


'Tis not ten years gone 

Since RicharaandNorthumberland^greatfriends, 
Did feast together, and in two years after 
Were they at wars : it is but eight years since 60 
This Percy was the man nearest soul, 

Who like a brother toil’d in my affairs 

• And laid his love and life under my foot^ 

Yea, for my sake, even to the eyes of Richard 
Gave him defiance. But which of you was by^ 
You, cousin Nevil, as I may remember — 

\To Warwick. 

When Richard, with his eye brimful of tears, 

• Then check’d and rated by Northumberland, 

Did speak these words, now proved a prophecy? 
' Northumberland, thou ladder by the which 70 
My cousin Bolingbroke ascends my throne 
Though then, God knows, I had no such intent. 
But that necessity so bow’d the state 

That I and neatness were compelled to kiss : 

^ The time shall come,’ thus did he follow it, 

^The time will come, that foul sin, gathering head. 
Shall break into corruption so went on. 
Foretelling this same time’s condition 
And the division of our amity. 

War. There is a history in all men’s lives, 80 
Figuring the nature of the times deceased ; 

The which observed, a man may prophesy, 

With a near aim, of the main chance of things 
As yet not come to life, which in their seeds 
And weak beginnings lie intreasured. 

Such things Income the hatch and brood of time ; 
And by the necessary form of this 
King Richard might create a perfect guess 
That great Northumberland, then false to him. 
Would of that seed grow to a greater falseness ; 
Which should not find a ground to root upon, 9s 
Unless on you. 

King. Are these things then necessities? 
Then let us meet them like necessities : 

And that same word even now cries out on us : 
They say the bishop and Northumberland 
Are fifty thousand strong. 

War. It cannot be, my lord ; 

Rumour doth double, like the voice and echo. 
The numbers of the fear’d. Please it your grace 
To go to bed. Upon my soul, my lord, 

The powers that you already have sent forth zoo 
Shall bring this prize in very easily. 

To comfort you the more, I have received 
A certain instance that Glendower is dead. 

Your majesty hath been this fortnight ill, 

And these unseason’d hours perforce must add 
Unto your sidkness. 

King. I will take your counsel : 

• Aoid were these inward wars once out of hand, 
We would, dear lords, unto the Holy Land. 

\Exeuni. 

ScBNB II. GloucesUrshirc. Before f'OsrciQJL 
Shallow’s houses 

Enter Shallow and Silbncb, meeimg; Moul- 
dy, Shadow, Wart, Fbbblb, Bullcalf, a 
Servant or two with them. 

Skalo Come on, come on, come on, sir ; give 
me your sir, give me your hand, sir: an 

• early stirrer, oy the rood I And how doth my 
good cousin Silence? 

Sil. Good morrow, good cousin Shallow. 
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Skal. And how doth my cousin, your bedfel- 
low? and your fairest daughter and mine, my 
god-daughter Ellen? 

• Si/. Alas, a black ousel, cousin Shallow ! 9 

SAal. By yea and nay, sir, I dare say my 

cousin William is become a good scholar : he is at 
Oxford still, is he not ? 

Si 7 . Indeed, sir, to my cost. 

Ska/, A’ must, then, to the inns o’ court shortly. 

• I was once of Clement’s Inn, where I think they 
will talk of mad Shallow yet. 

Si/, You were called ‘ lusty Shallow * then, 
cousin. 

Ska/. By the mass, I was called any thing ; 
and I would have done any thing indeed too, and 
roundly too. There was I, and little John Doit 
of Stanordshire, and black George Barnes, and 
Francis Pickbone, and Will Squele, a Cots wold 

• man ; you had not four such swinge-bucklers in 
all the inns o’ court again : and I may say to you, 

• we knew where the bona-robas were and had the 

• best of them all at commandment. Then was 
Jack FalstafT, now Sir John, a boy, and page to 
Thomas Mowbray, Duke of Norfolk. 

Si/. This Sir John, cousin, that comes hither 
anon about soldiers? 31 

Ska/. The .same Sir John, the very same. I 
see him break Skogan’s head at the court-gate, 

• when a’ was a crack not thus* high : and the very 
same day did I fight with one Sampson Stockfish, 

• a fruiterer, behind Gray’s Inn. Jesu, Jcsu, the 
mad days that I have spent ! and to see how many 
of my old acquaintance are dead ! 

Si/. We shall all follow, cousin. 39 

Ska/. Certain, *tis certain; very sure, very 
sure : death, as the Psalmist saith, is certain to 
all ; all shall die. How a good yoke of bullocks 
at Stamford fair? 

Si/, By my troth, I was not there. 

Ska/. Death is certain. Is old Double of your 
town living yet? 

Si/. Dead, sir. 

Ska/. Jcsu, Jesu, dead ! a' drew a good bow ; 
and dead! a’ shot a fine shoot: John a Gaunt 
loved him well, and betted much money on his 

• head. Dead ! a’ would have clapped i’ the clout 
at twelve score ; and carried you a forehand shaft 
a fourteen and fourteen and a half, that it would 
have done a man’s heart good to see. How a 
score of ewes now? 

Si/. Thereafter as they be : a score of good 
ewes may be worth ten pounds. 

Ska/. And is old Double dead? 

Si/. Here come two of Sir John FalstafTs 
men, as I think. 60 

Enter Bardolph and one witk kim. 

Bard. Good morrow, honest gentlemen: I 
beseech you, whidh is Justice Shallow? 

SkaL I am Robert Shallow, sir; a poor esquire 
of this county, and one of the king’s justices of 
ihe peace : what is your good pleasure with me? 

Bard. My captam, sir, commends him to you ; 
my captam, Sir John Falstaff, a tall gentleman, 
by heaven, and a most gallant leader. 

SkaL He greets me well, sir. I knew him a 

e good baduword man. How doth the good knight? 
may I ask how my lady his wife doth? 71 



Justice Shallow talks with Silence. Engraving by Kenny 
Meadows from Barry Com wall’s Works of Shakspere^ 
1846 

9 ousel. Blackbird. 

16 Clementes Inn. One of the Inns of Chancery. 

24 swinge-bucklers. Swash-bucklers. 

26 bona-robas. Whores. 

27 commandment. For the asking. 

34 crack. Lively boy. 

36 Gray's Inn. One of the Inns of Court. 

61—63 clapped . . . score. Hit the target at 240 yards. 
carried . . . half. Shot a heavy arrow point blank which 
carried 280 or 290 yards. 

70 backsword. Fencing stock with a basket hilt. 
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97 in commission, i.e. as a Justice of the Peace. 



Costume design for Shadow by Tanya Moisewitch, 
Stratford-upon-Avon, 1951 


Bard. Sir, pardon ; a soldier is better accom- 
modated than with a wife. 

S/taL It is well said, in faith, sir ; and it is 
well said indeed too. Better accommodated ! it 
is good; yea, indeed, is it: good phrases are 
surely, and ever were, very commendable. Ac- 
commodated ! it comes of ^accommodo:’ very 
good ; a good phrase. 79 

Bard, Pardon me, sir; I have heard the word. 
Phrase call you it? by this good day, I know not 
the phrase; but I will maintain the word with 
my sword to be a soldier-like word, and a word 
of exceeding good command, by heaven. Ac- 
commodated ; that is, when a man is, as they say, 
accommodated ; or when a man is, being, where- 
by a’ may be thought to be accommodated ; which 
is an excellent thing. 

SkaL It is very just. 89 

Enter Falstaff. 

Look, here comes good Sir John. Give me your 
good hand, give me your worship’s good h^nd : 
by my troth, you like well and bear your years 
very well : welcome, good Sir John. 

Eai, 1 am glad to .see you well, good Master 
Robert Shallow: Master Siirecard, as I think? 
ShaL No, Sir John; it is my cousin Silence, 

I in commission with me. 

Eal. Good Master Silence, it well befits you 
.should be of the peace. 

Sit. Your good worship is welcome. 100 
Eat. Fie ! this is hot weather, gentlemen. 
Have you provided me here half a dozen suffi- 
cient men? 

Shat. Marry, Iiave we, sir. Will you sit? 

Eat. Let me .see them, I beseech you 
S/iat. Where’s the roll? where’s the roll? 
where’s the roll? Let me see, let me see, let me 
see. So, so, so, so, so, so, so : yea, marry, sir : 
Ralph Mouldy ! Let them appear as I call ; let 
them do so, let them do so. Let me see ; where 
is Mouldy? iii 

Mont. Here, an’t please you. 

Shat. What think you. Sir John? a good- 
limbed fellow ; young, strong, and of good friends. 
Eat. Is thy name Mouldy? 

Mont. Yea, an’t please you. 

Eat. ’Tis the more time thou wert used. 

Shat. Ha, ha, ha ! most excellent, i’ faith ! 
things that are mouldy lack use : very .singular 
good! in faith, well said. Sir John, very well said. 
Eal, Prick him. 12 1 

Mout. I was pricked well enough before, an 
YOU could have let me alone: my dd dame will 
DC undone now for one to do her husbandry and 
her drudgery : you need not to have pricked me ; 
there are other men fitter to go out than I. 

Fat, Go to; peace, Mouldy; you shall go. 
Mouldy, it is time you were spent. 

Mout. Spent! 129 

ShaL Peace, fello% peace ; stand aside : know 
you where you are? For the other, Sir John : let 
me see ; Simon Shadow I 
Eal. Yea, marry, let me have him to sit under: 
he ’s like to be a cold soldier. 

ShaL Where’s Shadow? 

Shad. Here, sir. 

FnL Shadow, whose son art thou? 

Shad. My mother’s son, sir. 



FaL Thy mother's son ! like enough, and thy 
father's shadow : so the son of the female is the 
shadow of the male : it is often so, indeed ; but 
much of the father's substance ! 

ShaL Do you like him, Sir John? 

Fal. Shadow will serve for summer; prick 
I him, for we have a number of shadows to fill up 
the muster-book. 

Shal. Thomas Wart ! 

FaL Where’s he? 

Wart, Here, sir. 

Fal. Is thy name Wart? 150 

Wart. Yea, sir. 

Fal. Thou art a very ragged wart. 

S/tal. Shall I prick him down. Sir John? 

Fal. It were superfluous; for his apparel is 
built upon his back and the whole frame stands 
upon pins: prick him no more. 

S'/tal. Ha, lia, ha ! you can do it, sir ; you can 
do it : I commend you well. Francis Feeble ! 

Fre. Here, sir. 

Fal. What trade art thou. Feeble? 160 

Fir^. A woman’s tailor, sir. 

SAal. Shall 1 prick him, sir? 

Fal. You may: but if he had been a man’s 
tailor, he ’Id ha’ pricked you. Wilt thou make as 
many holes in an enemy’s battle as thou hast done 
in a woman’s petticoat? 

Fee, I will do my good will, sir: you can have 
no more. 

Fal. Well said, good woman’s tailor ! well said, 
courageous Feeble ! thou wilt be as valiant as the 
wrathful dove or most magnanimous mouse. Prick 
the woman’s tailor: well, Master Shallow; deep, 
Master Shallow. 

Fee. I would Wart might have gone, sir. 

Fal, I would thou wert a man’s tailor, that 
thou mightst mend him and make him fit to go. 
I cannot put him to a private soldier that is the 
> leader of so many thousands: let that suffice, 
most forcible Feeble. 

Fee. It shall suffice, sir. 180 

Fal. I am bound to thee, reverend Feeble. 
Who is next? 

Sltal. Peter Bullcalf o’ the green ! 

Fal. Yea, marry, let’s see Bullcalf. 

Bull, Here, sir. 

Fal. ’Fore God, a likely fellow ! Come, prick 
me Bullcalf till he roar again. 

Bull, O Lord ! good my lord captain, — 

Fal. What, dost thou roar before thou art 
pricked? 190 

Bull. O Lord, sir ! I am a diseased man. 

Fal. What disease hast thou? 

B74II. A whoreson cold, sir, a cough, sir, which 
I caught with ringing in the king’s affairs upon 
his coronation-day, sir. 

Fal. Come, tnou shalt go to the wars in a 
gown ; we will have away tny cold ; and I will 
take such order that thy friends shall ring for 
thee. Is here all? 199 

Skal, Here is two more called than your 
number; you must have but four here, sir: and 
so, I pray you, go in with me to dinner. 

Fal. Come, 1 will go drink with you, but I 
cannot tarry dinner. I am glad to see you, by 
my troth, Master Shallow. 

Skal. O, Sir John, do you remember since we 
lay all night in the windmill in Saint George’s field ? 
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Feeble; A woman’s tailor, sir.’ Engraving from a 19th 
century painting ‘The lady’s tailor’ by H.S. Marks 
(1829-1898) 


178 thousands, i.e. of lice. 

207 windmill. Brothel. Saint George^s field. Field south 
of the Thames, between Southwark and Lambeth. 
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Falstaff: *We have heard the chimes at midnight . . / 
St Clement’s Church in the Strand, near to Clement’s 
Inn. Detail from Ralph Agas’s map of London c.1560- 
70 


286-237 four . . . crowns. Worth a pound. 
248 forty, i.e. shillings. 


FaL No more of that, good Master Shallow, 
no more of that. 

ShnL Ha ! ’twas a merry night And is Jane 
Nightwork alive ? 2 z z 

FaL She lives. Master Shallow. 

SkaL She never could away with me. 

FaL Never, never; she would always say die 
could not abide Master Shallow. 

Shal. By the mass, I could anger her to the 
heart. She was then a bona-roba. Doth she 
hold her own well ? 

FaL Old, old, Master Shallow. 2x9 

ShaL Nay, she must be old; she cannot 
choose but be old; certain .she’s old; and had 
Robin Nightwork by old Nightwork before I 
came to Clement’s Inn. 

StL That’s fifty five year ago. 

Shal. Ha, cousin Silence, that thou hadst seen 
that that this knight and 1 have seen ! Ha, Sir 
John, said I well? 

FaL We have heard the chimes at midnight. 
Master Shallow. 229 

ShaL That we have, that we have, that we 
have; in faith, Sir John, we have: our watch- 
word was ‘Hem boys!' Come, let's to dinner; 
come, let's to dinner; Jesus, the days that we 
have seen ! Come, come. 

[Exeunt Falstaff and the Justices. 

Bull. Good Master Corporate Bardolph, stand 
I my friend; and here's four Harry ten shillings 
in French crowns for you. In very truth, sir, I 
had as lief be hanged, sir, as go : and yet, for 
mine own part, sir, I do not care; but rather, 
because I am unwilling, and, for mine own part, 
have a desire to stay with my friends ; else, sir, 
I did not care, for mine own part, so much. 

Bard. Go to ; stand aside. 

Afoul. And, good master corporal captain, for 
my old dame’s sake, stand my friend: she has 
nobody to do any thing about her when I am 
gone ; and she is old, and cannot help herself : 
I you shall have forty, sir. 

Bard. Go to ; stand aside. 2^ 

Fee. By my troth, 1 care not ; a man can die 
but once ; we owe God a death : I ’ll ne’er bear a 
base mind: an’t be my destiny, so; an’t be not, 
so: no man is too gc^ to serve’s prince; and 
let it go which way it will, he that dies this year 
is quit for the next. 

Bard. Well said ; thou ’rt a good fellow. 

Fee. Faith, 1 '11 bear no base mind. 

Re-enter Falstaff atid the Justices. 

FaL Come, sir, which men shall I have ? 

Shal. Four of which you please. 

Bard. Sir, a word with you: 1 have three 
pound to free Mouldy and Bullcalf. 261 

FaL Goto; well. 

Shal. Come, Sir John, which four will you 
have? 

Fal. Do you choose for me. 

Shal. Marry, then, Mouldy, Bullcalf, Feeble 
and Shadow. 

Fal. Mouldy and Bullcalf: for you, Moul(^, 
stay at home till you are past service : and for 
our part, Bullcalf, grow tiu you come unto it : 
will none of you. 271 

ShaL Sir John, Sir John, do not youieelf 
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wrong : they are your likeliest men, and I would 
have you served with the best 

Fal Will you tell me, Master Shallow, how 

• to choose a man? Care 1 for the limb, the thewes, 
the suture, bulk, and big assemblance of a man I 
Give me the spirit, Master Shallow. Here’s 
Wart ; you see what a ragged appearance it is : 
a’ shall charge you and discharge you with the 
motion of a pewterer’s hammer, come off and on 

• swifter than he that gibbets on the brewer’s 
bucket. And this same half-faced fellow. Sha- 
dow ; give me this man : he presents no mark to 
the enemy ; the foeman may with as great aim 
level at the edge of a penknife. And for a re- 
treat ; how swiftly will this Feeble the woman’s 
tailor run off! (j, give me the spare men, and 

• spare me the great ones. Put me a caliver into 

Wart’s hand, Bardolph. 290 

Bard, Hold, Wart, traverse ; thus, thus, thus. 

Fal, Come, manage me your caliver. So: 
very well: go to: very good, exceeding good. 
O, give me always a little, lean, old, chapt, bald 
shot. Well said, i’ faith. Wart; thou’rt a good 

• scab: hold, there’s a tester for thee. 

Shal, He is not his craft’s master; he doth 

• not do it right. I remember at Mile-end Green, 

• when I lay at Clement’s Inn, — I was then Sir 
Dagonet in Arthur’s show, — there was a little 

• quiver fellow, and a’ would manage you his piece 
thus; and a’ would about and a^ut, and come 
you in and come you in : ‘ rah, tah, tah,’ would 
a’ say ; * bounce ' would a’ say ; and away again 
would a’ go, and again would a* come : I ^all 
ne'er see such a fellow. 

Fal, These fellows will do well. Master Shal- 
low. God keep you. Master Silence : 1 will not 
use many words with you. Fare you well, gen- 
tlemen both : I thank you : I must a dozen mile 
to-night Bardolph, give the soldiers coats. 31X 

Shal, Sir John, the Lord bless you! God 
prosper your affairs! God send us peace! At 
your return visit our house ; let our old acquaint- 
ance be renewed : peradventure I will with ye to 
the court. 

Fal, ’Fore God, I would you would. Master 
Shallow. 

Shal, Go to ; I have spoke at a word. God 
kc«> you. 320 

ral, Fareyou well, gentle gentlemen. [Exeunt 
yustices,'] On, Bardmph; lead the men away. 
[Exeunt Bardolph^ Recruits, As I return, 

• I will fetch off these justices: I do see the bottom 
of Justice Shallow. Lord, Lord, how subjeft we 
old men are to this vice of lying! This same 
starved justice hath done nothing but prate to me 
of the wildness of his youth, and the feats he 

• hath done about Turnbull Street ; and every 

• third word a lie, duer paid to the hearer than the 

• Turk’s tribute. I do remember him at Clement’s 
Inn like a man made after supper of a cheese- 
paring: when a’ was naked, he was, for all the 
world, like a forked radish, with a head fantas- 
tically carved upon it with a knife : a’ was so for- 
lorn, that his dimensions to any thick si^ht were 

• invincible : af was the very genius of famine ; yet 
ledierous as a monkey, and the whores called 
him mandrake : a’ came ever in the rearward of 

• the faAion, and sung those tunes to the over- 
scutched huswives that he heard the carmen 


27S thewes. Muscles; strength. 

282—283 gibbets on the brewer's bucket. Hangs the pails 
of beer on the carrier’s yoke. 

288 caliver. Musket. 

298 tester. Sixpence. 

288 Mile-end Green. Training ground for militia. 

209 300 Sir Dagonet in Arthur's show. King Arthur’s 
fool in an exhibition of archery held annually at Mile- 
end. 



Falstaff choosing recruits. Engnving from a drawing by 
Henry Bunbury (1750 -1811) 

324 fetch off. Get the better of. 

329 Turnbull Street. Haunt of prostitutes 

330 duer. More promptly. 

331 Turk's tribute. Tribute-money exacted by the 
Turk. 

337 invincible i.e. invisible. 

340-341 Of^er-scutched Ai/rw’rev Woin-out hussies. 
carmen. Wagoners. 
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343 Vice*s dagfier. Wooden dagger carried by Vice, the 
comic villain in Morality plays. 

347 Tilt-yard. In Whitehall, used for tournaments. 

381 hautboy. Oboe. 

386 philosopher's two stones. For transmuting base 
metals into gold; and the elixir vitae, a medicine for 
perpetuating life. 



Edward Shuter, i8th century English actor, as Falstaff. 
Engraving from Bell’s edition of Shakespeare, 1778 

2 Gaultree Forest. Royal forest in Yorkshire. 

11 hold sortance. Accord. 

23 just . . . out. Exact number we estimated. 


whistle, and sware they were his fancies or his 

• good-nights. And now is this Vice’s dagger be- 
come a sc^uire, and talks as familiarly of John a 
Gaunt as if he had been sworn brother to him ; 
and I ’ll be sworn a’ ne’er saw him but once in the 

• Tilt-yard ; and then he burst his head for crowd- 
ing amoM the marshal’s men. I saw it, and told 
John a Gaunt he beat his own name; for you 
might have thrust him and all his apparel into an 

• eel-skin ; the case of a treble hautboy was a man- 
sion for him, a court : and now has he land and 
beefs. Well, I’ll be acquainted with him, if I 
return ; and it shall go hard but I will make him 

• a philosopher’s two stones to me : if the young 

dace be a bait for the old pike, I see no reason in 
the law of nature but I may snap at him. Let 
time shape, and there an end. [Exit, 

ACT IV. 

Scene I. Yorkshire. Gaultree Forest, 

Enter the Archbishop of York, Mowbray, 
Hastings, atid others. 

Arch, What is this forest call’d? 

• Hast, ’Tis Gaultree Forest, an’t shall please 

your grace. 

Arch. Here stand, my lords; and send disco- 
verers forth 

To know the numbers of our enemies. 

Hast, We have sent forth alreadv. 

Arch. ’Tis well done. 

My friends and brethren in these great affairs, 

I must acquaint you that I have received 
New-dated letters from Northumberland ; 

Their cold intent, tenour and substance, thus ; 
Here doth he wish his person, with such powers 

• As might hold sortance with his quality, zz 
The vmich he could not levy ; whereupon 

He is retired, to ripe his growing fortunes. 

To Scotland : and concludes in hearty prayers 
That your attempts may overlive the hazard 
And fearful meeting of their opposite. 

Mo^vb. Thus do the hopes we have in him 
touch ground 

And dash themselves to pieces. 

Enter a Mes.senger. 

Hast. Now, what news? 

Mess. West of this forest, scarcely off a mile. 
In goodly form comes on the enemy ; 20 

And, by the ground they hide, I judge their 
number 

Upon or near the rate of thirty thousand. 

• Maivb, The just proportion that we gave 

them out. 

Let us sway on and face them in the held. 

Arch, what well-appointed leader fronts us 
here? 

Enter Westmoreland. 

Mawb, I think it is my Lord of Westmoreland. 
West. Health and Uir greeting from our 
general. 

The prince. Lord John and Duke of Lancaster. 
Arch, Say on, my Lord of Westmoreland, in 
peace : 

What doth concern your comina? 

West. Then, my lord, 30 
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Unto your grace do I in chief address 

The substance of my speech. If that rebellion 

Came like itself, in base and abje^ routs, 

Led on by bloody youth, guarded with rags, 

And countenanced by boys and beggary, 

I say, if damn’d commotion so appear'd. 

In his true, native and most proper shape, 

You, reverend father, and these noble lords 
Had not been here, to dress the ugly form 
Of base and bloody insurre< 5 Iion 40 

With your fair honours. You, lord archbishop, 
Whose sec is by a civil peace maintain’d. 

Whose beard the silver hand of peace hath touch’d, 
Whose learning and good letters peace hath 
tutor’d, 

• Whose white investments figure innocence. 

The dove and very blessed spirit of peace, 
Wherefore do you so ill translate yourself 

Out of the speech of peace that bears such grace. 
Into the harsh and boisterous tongue of war ; 
Turning your books to t graves, your ink to blood, 
Your pens to lances and your tongue divine 51 
To a loud trumpet and a point of war? 

Arch, Wherefore do I this? so the question 
stands. 

Briefly to this end : we are all diseased. 

And with our surfeiting and wanton hours 
Have brought our.selvcs into a burning fever. 

And we must bleed for it ; of which disease 
Our late king, Richard, being infedled, died. 

But, my most noble Lord of Westmoreland, 

1 take not on me here as a physician, 60 

Nor do I as an enemy to peace 
Troop in the throngs of military men ; 

But rather show awhile like fearful war, 

• To diet rank minds sick of happiness 

And purge the obstru< 5 lions which begin to stop 
Our very veins of life. Hear me more plainly. 

I have in equal balance justly weigh’d 
What wrongs our arms may do, what wrongs we 
suffer. 

And find our griefs heavier than our offences. 

We see which way the stream of time doth run, 
And are enforced from our most quiet there 71 
By the rough torrent of occasion ; 

And have the summary of all our griefs. 

When time shall serve, to show in articles; 
Which long ere this we offer’d to the king, 

And might by no suit gain our audience : 

When we are wrong’d and would unfold our griefs, 

Wc are denied access unto his person 

Even by those men that most have done us wrong. 

The dangers of the days but newly gone, 80 

Whose memory is written on the earth 

With yet appearing blood, and the examples 

Of every minute’s instance, present now. 

Hath put us in these ill-beseeming arms, 

Not to break peace or any branch of it, 

But to establish here a peace indeed, 

Concurring both in name and quality. 

West, When ever yet was your appeal denied? 

• Wherein have you been galled by the king? 

• What peer hath been suborn’d to grate on you, 90 
That you should seal this lawless^loody book 
Of forged rebellion with a seal divine 

And consecrate commotion’s bitter edge ? 

• A rch, t My brother general, the commonwealth. 
To brother born an household cruelty, 

I make my quarrel in particular. 


46 im>e5tments. Vestments. 

64 diet rank minds sick of happiness. To occupy minds 
dissatisfied with peace. 

89 /tailed. Humiliated. 

90 suborned. Bribed. 

94 brother general, i.e. my brothers, the common 
people. 
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111 signories. Lordships. 

120 heavers. Visors of their helmets. 

126 warder. Staff. 

136 home it. i.e. carried the victor’s prize. 
138 Hereford, i.e. Bolingbroke. 

146 set off. Removed. 

148 overween. Arc presumptuous. 


IVest There is no need of any such redress ; 
Or if there were, it not belongs to you. 

Mawb. Why not to him in part, and to us all 
That feel the bruises of the days before, zoo 
And suffer the condition of these times 
To lay a heavy and unequal hand 
Upon our honours? 

West. O, my good Lord Mowbray* 

Construe the times to their necessities. 

And you shall say indeed, it is the time* 

And not the king, that doth you injuries. 

Yet for your part, it not appears to me 
Either from the king or in the present time 
That you should have an inch of any ground 
To build a grief on : were you not restored no 

• To all the Duke of Norfolk’s signones, 

Your noble and right well remember’d father’s? 
Mawb. What uiing, in honour, had my father 
lo.st, 

That need to be revived and breathed in me? 
The king that loved him, as the state stood then. 
Was force perforce compeH’d to banish him : 

And then tnat Henry Bolingbroke and he, 

Being mounted and both roused in their seats, 
Their neighing coursers daring of the spur, 119 

• Their armed staves in charge, their beavers down, 
Their eyes of fire .sparkling through sights of steel 
And the loud trumpet blowing them together. 
Then, then, when there was nothing could have 

stay’d 

My father from the breast of Bolingbroke, 

• O, when the king did throw his warder down, 

His own life hung upon the staff he threw ; 

Then threw he down himself and all their lives 
That by iudiftment and by dint of sword 
Have since miscarried under Bolingbroke. 

West. You speak. Lord Mowbray, now you 
know not what. 130 

The Earl of Hereford was reputed then 
In England the most valiant gentleman : 

Who knows on whom fortune would then have 
smiled ? 

But if your father had been vidlor there* 

• He ne’er had borne it out of Coventry: 

For all the country in a general voice 

Cried hate upon him ; and all their prayers and 
love 

Were set on Hereford, whom they doted on 
And bless’d and graced indeed, more than the king. 
But this is mere digression from my purpose. 140 
Here come 1 from our princely general 
I'o know your griefs ; to tell you from his grace 
That he will give you audience; and wherein 
It shall appear that your demands are just* 

• You shall enjoy them, every thing set off 
That might so much as think you enemies. 

Mawb. But he hath forced us to compel this 
offer; 

And it proceeds from policy, not love. 

• West. Mowbray* you overween to take it so ; 
This offer comes from mercy* not from fear : 150 
For* lo ! within a ken our army lies* 

Upon mine honour, all too confident 
To give admitunce to a thought of fear. 

Our battle is more full of names than yourS| 

Our men more perfedl in the use of arms, 

Our armour all as strong* our cause the beat ; 
Then reason will our hearts should be as go^: 
Say you not then our offer is compell’d. 
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Mawb, Well, by my will we shall admit no 
parley. 

IVest. That argues but the shame of your 
offence : x6o 

A rotten case abides no handling. 

Hast. Hath the Prince John a full commission, 
In very ample virtue of his father. 

To hear and abmlutely to determine 
Of what conditions we shall stand upon ? 

W fst. That is intended in the general’s name : 

• I muse you make so slight a question. 

Arch. Then take, my Lord of Westmoreland, 
this schedule, 

For this contains our general grievances : 

Each several article herein red^ress’d, 170 

All members of our cause, both here and hence. 
That are insinew’d to this adlion, 

• Acquitted by a true substantial form 
And present execution of our wills 
To us and to our purposes confined, 

• We come within our awful banks again 
And knit our powers to the arm of peace. 

JVsst. This will I show the general. Please 
you, lords, 

In signt of both our battles we may meet ; 

• And either end in peace, which God so frame ! 180 
Or to the place of difference call the swords 
Which must decide it. 

Arch. My lord, we will do so. [£jcit IVest. 
Mawb. There is a thing within my bosom tells 
me 

That no conditions of our peace can stand. 

Hast. Fear you not that : if we can make our 
peace 

Upon such large terms and so absolute 
As our conditions shall consist upon. 

Our peace shall stand as firm as rocky mountains. 

• Mawb. Yea, but our valuation shall be such 
That every slight and false-derived cause, 190 
Yea, eveiy idle, nice and wanton reason 

Shall to the king taste of this a< 5 lion ; 

• That, were our royal faiths martyrs in love, 

We shall be winnow’d with so rough a wind 
That even our corn shall seem as light as chaff 

• And good from bad find no partition. 

Arch. No, no, my lord. Note this; the king 
is weary 

• Of dainty and such picking grievances : 

For he hath found to end one doubt by death 
Revives two greater in the heirs of life, 900 
And therefore will he wipe his tables clean 
And keep no tell-tale to his memory 
That may repeat and history his loss 
To new remembrance ; for full well he knows 
He cannot so precisely weed this land 
As his misdoubts present occasion : 

His foes are so enrooted with his friends 
That, plucking to unfix an enemy, 

He doth unfasten so and shake a friend : 

So that this land, like an offensive wife axo 

That hath enraged him on to offer strokes. 

As he is striking, holds his infant up 

• And hangs resolved corredlion in the arm 
That was uprearid to execution. 

Hast. Asides, the king hath wasted all his 
rods 

On late offenders, that he now doth lack 
The veiy instruments of chastisement : 

So that his power, like to a fangless lion. 


187 muse. Am astonished. 



Archbishop: ‘Then take, my Lord of Westmoreland, 
this schedule . . .’ Engraving by Kenny Meadows from 
Barry Cornwall’s Works of Shakspere, 1846 


173 substantial form. Formal agreement. 

178 awful banks. Lawful bounds. 

180 frame. Bring to pass. 

188 valuation. Reputation with the king. 

183 were ... in love. Even if we died as martyrs for 
love of the king. 

188 partition. Distinction. 

188 dainty. Small. 

213 hangs resolved correction. Checks intended punish- 
ment. 
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Lancaster: *Good day to you, gentle lord archbishop*. 
Lancaster (Charles Dance) and Archbishop (Andre van 
Gyseghem;, Royal Shakespeare Co, 1975 


14 abroach. Afoot. 

20 opener and intelligencer. Interpreter and messenger. 

33 in common sense. In the judgement of the common 
people. 

38 Hydra. Many headed. 


May offer, but not hold. 

A rch. 'Tis very true : 

And therefore be assured, my good lord marshal, 
If we do now make our atonement well, 221 
Our peace will, like a broken limb united. 

Grow stronger for the breaking. 

Mowb. Be it so. 

Here is return’d my Lord of Westmoreland. 

Re-enter Westmoreland. 

IVest, The prince is here at hand: pleaseth 
your lordship 

To meet his grace just distance ’tween our armies. 
Mowb, Your grace of York, in God’s name, 
then, set forward. 

Arch. Before, and greet his grace : my lord, 
we come. [Exeunt. 

Scene II. Another part of the forest. 

Enter ^ from one side^ Mowbray, attended; 
afterwards the Archbishop, Hastings, and 
others: from the other side^ Prince John of 
Lancaster, and Westmoreland ; Officers, 
and others with them. 

Lan. You are well encounter’d here, my cousin 
Mowbray : 

Good day to you, gentle lord archbishop ; 

And so to you. Lord Hastings, and to all. 

My Lord of York, it better ^ow’d with you 
When that your flock, assembled by the bell, 
Encircled you to hear with reverence 
Your exposition on the holy text 
Than now to see you here an iron man. 

Cheering a rout of rebels with your drum. 
Turning the word to sword ana life to death. 10 
That man that sits within a monarch’s heart. 

And ripens in the sunshine of his favour, 

Would he abuse the countenance of the king, 

• Alack, what mischiefs might he set abroach 

In shadow of such greatness! With you, lord 
bishop, 

It is even so. Who hath not heard it spoken 
How deep you were within the books of God? 

To us the speaker in his parliament ; 

To us the imagined voice of God himself ; 

• The very opener and intelligencer 20 

Between the grace, the sanSities of heaven 
And our dull workings. O, who shall believe 
But you misuse the reverence of your place. 
Employ the countenance and grace of heaven. 

As a false favourite doth his prince’s name, 

In deeds dishonourable? You have ta’en up, 
Under the counterfeited zeal of God, 

The subjects of his substitute, my father, 

And both against the peace of heaven and him 
Have here up-swarm’d them. 

Arch. Good my Lord of Lancaster, 30 

I am not here against your father’s peace ; 

But, as I told nw Lord of Westmoreland, 

• The time misorder’d doth, in common sense. 
Crowd us and crush us to this monstrous form, 

To hold our safety up. I sent your ^^ce 
The parcels and particulars of our gnef. 

The which hath been with scorn shoved from the 
court, 

• Whereon this Hydra son of war is bom ; 

Whose dangerous eyes may well be charm’d asleep 
With grant of our most just and right desires, 40 
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And true obedience, of this madness cured, 

Stoop tamely to the foot of majesty. 

Mawb, If not, we ready arc to try our fortunes 
To the last man. 

Hast, And though we here fall down. 

We have supplies to second our attempt : 

I f they miscarry, theirs shall second them ; 

• And .so success of mischief shall be born 
And heir from heir shall hold this (}uarrel up 
Whiles England shall have generation. 

Lan, You are too shallow, Hastings, much too 
shallow, 50 

To sound the bottom of the after-times. 

West. Pleaseth your grace to answer them 
direftly 

How far forth you do like their articles. 

Lan. I like them all, and do allow them well. 
And swear here, by the honour of my blood. 

My father's purposes have been mistook. 

And some ateut him have too lavishly 
Wrested his meaning and authority. 

My lord, these griefs shall be with speed redress'd ; 
Upon my soul, they shall. If this may please you. 
Discharge your powers unto their several counties. 
As we will ours : and here between the armies 
Let 's drink together friendly and embrace, 

That all their eyes may bear those tokens home 
Of our restored love and amity. 

A rch, I take your princely word for these re- 
dresses. 

Lan, I give it you, and will maintain my word : 
And thereupon I drink unto your grace. 

Hast, Go, captain, and deliver to the army 69 
This news of peace : let them have pay, and part ; 
I know it will well please them. Hie thee, captain. 

\^Exit Officer, 

Arch, Te you, my noble Lord of Westmore- 
land. 

West, I pledge your grace ; and, if you knew 
what pains 

I have bestow'd to breed this present peace. 

You would drink freely : but my love to ye 
Shall show itself more openly hereafter. 

A rch, I do not doubt you. 

West. I am glad of it. 

Health to my lord and gentle cousin, Mowbray. 
Mowb, You wish me health in very happy 
season ; 

For I am, on the sudden, something ill. 80 

A rch. Against ill chances men are ever merry ; 
But heaviness foreruns the good event, 

W est. Therefore be merry, coz ; since sudden 
sorrow 

Serves to say thus, ‘ some good thing comes to- 
morrow.' 

A rch. Believe me, I am passing light in spirit. 
Mawb. So much the worse, if your own rule 
be true. [Shonts within. 

Lan, The word of peace is render’d: hark, 
how they shout ! 

Mawb. This had been cheerful after vicSlory. 
A rch, A peace is of the nature of a conquest ; 
For then both parties nobly are subdued, 90 
And neither party loser. 

Lan. Go, my lord, 

And let our army be discharged too. 

[Exit Westmoreland. 

• And, good my lord, so please you, let our trains 
March by us, that we may peruse the men 
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47 success. Succession. 

Ml trains. Detachments. 
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96 coped withal. Fought with. 

120 stray. Stragglers. 


1—2 condition. Rank. 
20 school. Crowd. 


• We should have coped withal. 

Arch. Go, good Lord Hastings, 

And, ere they be dismiss’d, let them march by. 

[Exit Hastings. 
Lan. I trust, lords, we shall lie to-night toge- 
ther. 


Re-enter Westmoreland. 

Now cousin, wherefore stands our army still? 
West. The leaders, having charge from you to 
stand, 

Will not M off until they hear you speak. loo 
Lan. They know their duties. 

Re-enter Hastings. 

Hast. My lord, our army is disMrsed already : 
Like youthful steers unyoked, they take their 
courses 

East, west, north, south ; or, like a school 
broke up, 

Each hurries toward his home and sporting-place. 
West. Good tidings, my Lord Hastings ; for 
the which 

I do arrest thee, traitor, of high treason : 

And you, lord archbishop, and you, lord Mow- 
bray, 

Of capital treason I attach you both. 

Mawb. I s this proceeding just and honourable ? 
West. Is your assembly so? in 

Arch. Will you thus break your faith? 

Lan. I pawn’d thee none : 

I promised you redress of these same grievances 
Whereof you did complain; which, by mine 
honour, 

I will perform with a most Christian care. 

But for you, rebels, look to taste the due 
Meet for rebellion and such a6ls as yours. 

Most shallowly did you these arms commence, 
Fondly brought here and foolishly sent hence. 

• Strike up our drums, pursue the scatter’d stray : 
God, and not we, hath safely fought to-day. 121 
Some guard these traitors to the block of death. 
Treason’s true bed and yieldcr up of breath. 

[Exeunt. 


Scene III. Another part of the forest. 

Alarum. Excursions. Enter Falst^ff 
aftd CoLBViLB, meeting. 

• Fal. What’s your name, sir? of what condi- 
tion are you, and of what place, I pray? 

Cole. I am a knight, sir; ana my name is 
Colevile of the dale. 

Fal. ^ Well, then, Colevile is your name, a 
knight is your degree, and your place the dale : 
Colevile shall be still your name, a traitor your 
degree, and the dungeon your place, a place 
deep enough; so shall you be still Colevile of 
the dale. xo 

Cole. Are not you Sir John Falstaff? 

Fal. As good a man as he, sir, whoe’er I am. 
Do ye yield, sir? or shall I sweat for you? If I 
do sweat, they are the drops of tl^ lovers, and 
they weep for thy death: therefore rouse up 
fear and trembling, and do observance to my 
mercy. 

Cole. I think you are Sir John Falstaff, and 
in that thought yield me. 19 

• Fal. I have a whole school of tongues in 
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this belly of mine, and not a tongue of them 
all speaks any other word but my name. An I 

• Imd but a belly of ^ any indifferency, I were 
simply the most a( 5 live fellow in Europe: my 
womb, my womb, my womb, undoes me. Here 
comes our general. 

Enter Prince John of Lancaster, West- 
moreland, and others. 

Lan. The heat is past ; follow no further now : 
Call in the powers, good cousin Westmoreland. 

\Exit Westmoreland. 
Now, Falstaff, where have you been all this 
while ? 

When every thing is ended, then you come : 30 

These tardy tricks of yours will, on my life, 

One time or other break some fallows^ back. 

Fal. I would be sorry, my lord, but it should 
be thus : I never knew yet but rebuke and check 
was the reward of valour. Do you think me a 
swallow, an arrow, or a bullet? have I, in my 
rand old motion, the exj>edition of thought? 
ave speeded hither with the very extremest 

• inch of possibility ; I have foundered nine score 

• and odd posts : and here, travel*tainted as I am, 
have, in my pure and immaculate valour, taken 
Sir John Coievile of the dale, a most furious 
knight and valorous enemy. But what of that? 
he saw me, and yielded ; that I may justly say, 
with the hook-nosed fellow of Rome, ^ I came, 
saw, and overcame.’ 

Lan. It was more of his courtesy than your 
deserving. 

Fal. I know not: here he is, and here I yield 
him : and I beseech your grace, let it be booked 
with the rest of this day’s deeds ; or, by the Lord, 

• I will have it in a particular ballad else, with 
niine own pi< 5 lure on the top on’t, Coievile 
kissing my foot : to the which course if I be 
enforced, if you do not all show like gilt two- 
pences to me, and I in the clear sky of fame 
o’ershine you as much as the full moon doth the 

• cinders of the element, which show like pins’ 

heads to her, believe not the word of the noble : 
therefore let me have right, and let desert 
mount. 61 

Lan. Thine *s too heavy to mount 

Fal. Let it shine, then. 

Lan. Thine *s too thick to shine. 

Fal. Let it do somethin^, my good lord, 
that may do me good, and call it what you will. 

Lan. Is thy name Coievile? 

Cole. It is, my lord. 

Lan. A famous rebel art thou, Coievile. 

Fal. And a famous true subjeA took him. 70 

Cole. I am, my lord, but as my betters are 
That led me hither : had they been ruled by me, 
You diould have won them dearer than you have. 

Fal. I know not how they sold themselves : 
but thou, like a kind fellow, gavest thyself away 
gratis ; and I thank thee for tnee. 

Renter Westmoreland. 

Lan. Now, have you left pursuit? 

West. Retreat is made and execution suy’d. 

Lam. Send Coievile with his confederates 

• To York, to present execution ; 80 


2S indifferency. Moderate size. 

S9 foundered. Lamed. 

40 posts, i.e. post horses. 

S2 particular ballad. Broadside proclaiming his ex- 
ploits. 

B8 cinders of the element. Stars. 



Falstaff (Brewster Mason) and Lancaster (Charles 
Dance), Royal Shakespeare Co, 1975 


80 present. Immediate. 
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89 Stand my good lord. Be my patron. 

90 m my condition, i e. as your commanding officer. 

100 greensickness. Form of anaemia, usually found in 
girls. 

101 get. Beget. 


104 sherris-sack. Sherry. 



F'alstatt: ‘A good sherris-sack hath a two-fold operation 
in it*. Tavern drawer with jug and glass of sack. Woodcut 
from a 17th century oallad 


107 forgetive. Inventive. 


Blunt, lead him hence ; and see you guard him 
sure. 

[Exeunt Blunt and others with Colevile. 
And now dispatch we toward the court, my lords: 
I hear the king my father is sore sick : 

Our news shall go before us to his majesty, 
Which, cousin, you shall bear to comfort him, 
And we with sober speed will follow you. 

Fal. My lord, I beseech you, give me leave 
to go 

Through Gloucestershire: and, when you come 
to court, 

• Stand my good lord, pray, in your aood report. 

• Lan. Fare you well, FalstafT: I, in my con- 

dition, 90 

Shall better speak of you than you deserve. 

[Exeunt all but Falstaff. 

FaL I would you had but the wit: 'twere 
better than your dukedom. Good faith, this 
same young sober-blooded boy doth not love 
me; nor a man cannot make him laugh; but 
that’s no marvel, he drinks no wine. There’s 
never none of these demure boys come to any 
proof; for thin drink doth so over-cool their 
blood, and making many hsh-meals, that they 

• fall into a kind of male green-sickness; and then, 

• when they marry, they get wenches : they are 
generally fools and cowards; which some of us 
should be too, but for inflammation. A good 

• sherris-sack hath a two- fold operation in it. It 
ascends me into the brain ; dries me there all the 
foolish and dull and crudy vapours which environ 

• it; makes it apprehensive, quick, forgetive, full 
of nimble fiery and deledlable shapes; which, 
delivered o’er to the voice, the tongue, which 
is the birth, becomes excellent wit. The second 
property of your excellent sherris is. the warming 
of the blood; which, before cold and settled, 
left the liver white and pale, which is the badge 
of pusillanimity and cowardice; but the sherris 
warms it and makes it course from the inwards 
to the parts extreme; it illumineth the face, 
which as a beacon gives warning to all the rest 
of this little kingdom, man, to arm ; and then 
the vital commoners and inland petty spirits 
muster me all to their captain, the heart, who, 
great and puffed up with this retinue, doth any 
deed of courage ; and this valour comes of sherris. 
So that skill in the weapon is nothing without 
sack, for that sets it a-work ; and learning a mere 
hoard of gold kept by a devil, till sack com- 
mences it and sets it in a<fl and use. Hereof 
comes it that Prince Harry is valiant; for the 
cold blood he did naturally inherit of his father, 
he hath, like lean, sterile and bare land, manured, 
husbanded and tilled with excellent endeavour 
of drinking good and good store of fertile sherris, 
that he is become very hot and valiant. If 1 
had a thousand sons, the first humane principle I 
would teach them should be, to forswear thin 
potations and to addidl themselves to sack. 

Enter Bardolph. 

How now, Bardolph? 

Bard, The army is discharged all and gone. 

Fal. Let them go. 1*11 through Gloucester- 
shire ; and there will I visit Master Robert Shal- 
low, esquire: I have him already tempering 
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between my finger and my thumb, and shortly 
will I seal with him. Come away. lExennt, 

Scene IV. IVeshuinster. The Jerusalem 
Chamber. 

Enter the King, the Princes Thomas of 
Clarence and Humphrey of Gloucester, 
Warwick, and others. 

JCing'. Now, lords, if God doth give success- 
ful end 

To this debate that bleedeth at our doors, 

We will our youth lead on to higher fields 
And draw no swords but what are sandlified. 

• Our navy is address'd, our power collcdled, 

Our substitutes in absence well invested. 

And every thing lies level to our wish ; 

Only, we want a little personal strength : 

And pause us, till these rebels, now afoot, 

Come underneath the yoke of government. lo 

IVar. Both which we doubt not but your 
majesty 

Shall soon enjoy. 

King. Humphrey, my son of Gloucester, 

Where is the prince your brother? 

Glou. I think he’s gone to hunt, my lord, at 
Windsor. 

King, And how accompanied? 

Gloti, I do not know, my lord. 

King. Is not his brother, Thomas of Clarence, 
with him? 

Glou. No, my good lord ; he is in presence here. 
Clar, What would my lord and father? 

King, Nothing but well to thee, Thomas of 
Clarence. 

How chance thou art not with the prince thy 
brother? 20 

He loves thee, and thou dost neglcdl him, Thomas ; 
I'hou hast a better place in his aflfedlion 
Than all thy brothers : oherish it, my boy. 

And noble offices thou mayst eflfedl 
Of mediation, after I am dead. 

Between his greatness and thy other brethren : 
Therefore omit him not; blunt not his love. 

Nor lose the good advantage of his grace 
By seeming cold or careless of his will ; 

For he is gracious, if he be observed : 30 

He hath a tear for pity and a hand 
Open as day for melting charity : 

Yet notwithstanding, being incensed, he’s flint. 
As humorous as winter and as sudden 

• As flaws congealed in the spring of day. 

His temper, therefore, must be w'ell ob.served: 
Chide him for faults, and do it reverently, 

When you perceive his blood inclined lo mirth ; 
But, being moody, give him line and scope, 

Till that his passions, like a whale on ground, 40 
Confound themselves with working. Learn thi>, 
Thomas, 

And thou shall prove a shelter to thy friends, 

A hoop of gold to bind thy brothers in, 

1 'hat the united vessel of their blood, 

• Mingled with venom of suggestion— 

As, force perforce, the age will pour it in — 

Shall never leak, though it do work as strong 

• As aconitum or rash gunpowder. 

Clar, I shall observe him with all care and love. 
King, Why art thou not at Windsor with him, 
Thomas? 5® 





Set for the Jerusalem Chamber by Tanya Moisewitch, 
Stratford-upon-Avon, 1951 

5 address’d. Ready. 

35 flatus congealed. Snowflakes. 

45 suggestion. False insinuation. 

48 aconitum. Monkshood, a poisonous plant. 
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66 opposed decay. Likely ruin. 

77 mete. Measure. 

7»-80 *Tis seldom . . . dead carrion. Rarely does the bee 
leave her honey after building her comb in a carcass. 



Costume design for Harcourt by Tanya Moisewitch, 
Stratford-upon-Avon, 1951 


C/ar. He is not there to-day; he dines in 
London. 

Kinz- And how accompanied? canst thou tell 
that? 

Clar. With Poins, and other his continual fol- 
lowers. 

King. Most subjedl is the fattest soil to weeds; 
And he, the noble image of my youth, 

Is overspread with them : therefore my grief 
Stretches itself beyond the hour of death : 

The blood weeps from my heart when I do shape 
In forms imaginary the unguided days 
And rotten times that you shall look upon 60 
When I am sleeping with my ancestors. 

For when his headstrong riot hath no curb, 
When rage and hot blood are his counsellors, 
When means and lavish manners meet together, 
O, with what wings shall his affedlions fly 

• Towards fronting peril and opposed decay ! 

IVar. My gracious lord, you look beyond him 
quite : 

The prince but studies his companions^ 

Like a strange tongue, wherein, to gain the lan- 
guage, 

’Tis needful that the most immodest word 70 
Be look’d upon and learn'd ; which once attain’ d> 
Your highness knows, comes to no further use 
But to be known and hated. So, like ^oss terms, 
The prince will in the perfeftness of time 
Cast off his followers ; and their memory 
Shall as a pattern or a measure live, 

• By which nis grace must mete the lives of others. 
Turning past evils to advantages. 

• King. ’Tis seldom when the bee doth leave 

her comb 

In the dead carrion. 

Enter Westmoreland. 

Who’s here? Westmoreland? 80 
West. Health to my sovereign, and new hap- 
piness 

Added to that that I am to deliver ! 

Prince John your son doth kiss your grace’s hand : 
Mowbray, the Bishop Scroop, Hastings and all 
Are brought to the corredlion of your law; 

There is not now a rebel’s sword unsheathed, 

But Peace puts forth her olive every where. 

The manner how this adlion hath been borne 
Here at more leisure may your highness read, 
With every course in his particular. 90 

King. O Westmoreland, thou art a summer 
bird. 

Which ever in the haunch of winter sings 
The lifting up of day. 

Enter Harcourt. 

Look, here's more news. 
Har. From enemies heaven keep your majesty ; 
And, when they stand against you, may they fall 
As those that I am come to tell you of ! 

The Earl Northumberland and the Lord Bardolph, 
With a great power of English and of Scots, 

Arc by the sheriff of York.shirc overthrown : 

The manner and true order of the fight 100 
This packet, please it you, contains at large. 
King. And wherefore should these good news 
make me sick? 

Will Fortune never come with both hands full, 
But write her fair words still in foulest letters? 
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She either gives a stomach and no food ; 

Such are the poor, in health ; or else a feast 
And takes away the stomach ; such are the rich. 
That have abundance and enjoy it not. 

I should rejoice now at this Kappy news ; 

And now my sight fails, and my brain is giddy ; 
O me ! come near me ; now I am much ill. m 
GUm, Comfort, your majesty I 
Clar. O my royal father I 

West My sovereign lord, cheer up yourself, 
look up. 

War. Be patient, princes; you do know, these 
fits 

Are with his highness very ordinarv. 

Stand from him, give him air ; he^ll straight be 
well. 

Clar, No, no, he cannot long hold out these 
pangs : 

The incessant care and labour of his mind 
s Hath wrought the mure that should confine it in 
So thin that life looks through and will break out. 
Glou. The ^ople fear me ; for they do observe 
% Unfather’d heirs and loathly births of nature: 
The seasons change their manners, as the year 
Had found some months asleep and leap*d them 
over. 

Clar, The river hath thrice flow’d, no ebb 
between ; 

And the old folk, time’s doting chronicles. 

Say it did so a little time before 
That our great-grandsire, Edward, sick’d and died. 
War. Sp>eaJc lower, princes, for the king re- 
covers. 

Glou. This apoplexy will certain be his end. 130 
King. I pray you, take me up, and bear me 
hence 

Into some other chamber : softly, pray. [Exeunt. 

Scene V. Another chamber. 

The King lying o 9 t a bed: Clarence, Glouces- 
ter, Warwick, and others in attendance. 

King. Let there be no noise made, my gentle 
friends ; 

Unless some dull and favourable hand 
Will whisper music to my weary spirit. 

War. Call for the music in the other room. 
King. Set me the crown upon my pillow here. 
Clar. His eye is hollow, and he changes much. 
War. Less noise, less noise ! 

Enter Prince Henry 

Prince. Who saw the Duke of Clarence? 
Clar. I am here, brother, full of heaviness. 
Prince. How now I rain within doors, and 
none abroad ! 

How doth the king? xo 

Glou. Exceeding ill. 

Prince. Heard he the good news yet? 

Tell it him 

Glou. He alter’d much upon the hearing it. 
Prince. If he be sick with joy, he’ll recover 
without physic 

War. Not so much noise, my lords: sweet 
prince, speak low ; 

The Img your father is disposed to sleep. 

Clar. Let us vrithdraw into the other room. 


119 wrought the mure. Made the wall. 

122 Unfatherd heirs. Supernatural conceptions, loathly 
births of nature. Monstrous offspring. 



Costume design for Gloucester by Tanya Moisewitch, 
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27 biggen. Nif(htcap. 
36 rigol. Circle. 



Prince: 'My due from thee is this imperial crown*. 
Prince (Robert Donat) and the King (Abraham Sofaer) 
Old Vic Theatre, London, 1935 


Opposite: Richard Burton as Prince Hal and Harry 
Andrews as Henry IV, Stratford-upon-Avon, 1951 


]Var, WilTt please your grace to go along 
with us? 

Prince, No ; I will sit and watch here by the 
kine. [Exeunt all but the Prince, 20 

Why doth the crown lie there upon his pillow, 
Being so troublesome a bedfellow? 

(J polish’d perturbation ! golden care ! 

That keep’st the ports of slumber open wide 
To many a watchful night ! sleep with it now ! 
Yet not so sound and half so deeply sweet 

• As he whose brow with homely biggen bound 

Snores out the watch of night. O majesty ! 
When thou dost pinch thy bearer, thou dost sit 
Like a rich armour worn in heat of day, 30 

That scalds with safety. By his gates of breath 
'I'here lies a downy feather which stirs not : 

Did he suspire, that light and weightless down 
Perforce must move. My gracious lord ! my 
father ! 

This sleep is sound indeed ; this is a sleep 

• That from this golden rigol hath divorced 
So many Engliim kings. Thy due from me 
Is tears and heavy sorrows of the blood. 

Which nature, love, and filial tenderness. 

Shall, O dear father, f)ay thee plenteously : 40 

My due from thee is this imperial crown. 

Which, as immediate from thy place and blood. 
Derives itself to me. Lo, here it sits. 

Which God shall guard: and put the world’s 
whole strength 

Into one giant arm, it shall not force 
This lineal honour from me : this from thee 
Will I to mine leave, as ’tis left to me. [Exit, 
King* Warwick ! Gloucester ! Clarence ! 

Warwick, Gloucester, Clarence, 
and the rest, 

Clar, Doth the king call? 

War, What would your majesty? How fares 
your grace ? 50 

King, Why did you leave me here alone, my 
lords? 

Clar, We left the prince my brother here, my 
liege. 

Who undertook to .sit and watch by you. 

King, The Prince of Wales ! Where is he ? 
let me see him : 

He is not here. 

War, This door is open ; he is gone this way. 
Clou, He came not through the chamber 
where we stay’d. 

King, Where is the crown ? who took it from 
my pillow? 

War, When we withdrew, my liege, we left 
it here. 

King, The prince hath ta’en it hence ; go, 
seek him out. 60 

Is he .so hasty that he doth suppose 
My sleep my death? 

Find him, my Lord of Warwick; chide lum 
hither. ^ ^ [Exit Warwick, 

This part of his conjoins with my disease. 

And helps to end me. See, sons, what things 
you are! 

How quickly nature falls into revolt 
When gold becomes her objedt ! 

For this the foolish over-careful fathers 
Have broke their sleep with thoughts, their 
brains with care, 
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7S-30 This bitter . . . engrossments. All his labours 
bring nothing but this bitter taste. 




King: *Harry the Fifth is crown’d: up, vanity!’ Engrav- 
ing from Bell’s edition of Shakespeare^ i773~-4 


Their bones with industry ; 70 

For this they have engross’d and piled up 
The canker’d heaps of strange-achievcd gold ; 
For this they have been thoughtful to invest 
Their sons with arts and martial exercises : 
When, like the bee, culling from every flower 
The virtuous sweets, 

Our thighs pack'd with wax, our mouths with 
honey, 

We bring it to the hive, and, like the bees, 

• Are murdered for our pains. This bitter taste 
Yield his engrossments to the ending father. 80 

Re-efiter Warwick. 

Now, where is he that will not stay so long 
Till his friend sickness hath determined me? 
War. My lord, 1 found the prince in the 
next room. 

Washing with kindly tears his gentle cheeks. 
With such a deep demeanour in great sorrow 
That tyranny, which never quafTd but blood, 
Would, by beholding him, have wash’d his knife 
With gentle eye-drops. He is coming hither. 
Kifig, But wherefore did he take away the 
crown ? 

Re-enter Prince Henry. 

Lo, where he comes. Come hither to me, Harry. 
Depart the chamber, leave us here alone. 91 
{Exeunt Wanvtck and the rest. 
Pritice. I never thought to hear you speak 
again. 

King. Thy wish was father, Harry, to that 
thought : 

I stay too long by thee, I weary thee. 

Dost thou so hunger for mine empty chair 
That thou wilt needs invest thee with my honours 
Before thy hour be ripe? O foolish youth ! 

Thou seck’st the greatness that will overwhelm 
thee. 

Stay but a little ; for my cloud of dignity 
Is held from falling with so weak a wind 100 
That It will quickly drop ; my day is dim. 

Thou hast stolen that which after some few 
hours 

Were thine without offence ; and at my death 

• Thou hast seal'd up my expedlation : 

Thy life did manifest thou lovedst me not. 

And thou wilt have me die assured of it. 

Thou hidest a thousand daggers in thy thoughts, 
Which thou hast whetted on thy stony heart, 

To stab at half an hour of my life. Z09 

What ! canst thou not forbear me half an hour? 
Then f^et thee gone and dig my grave thyself, 
And bid the merry bells ring to Aine ear 
That thou art crowned, not that t am dead. 

Let all the tears that should bedew my hearse 
Be drops of balm to sanAify thy head : 

Only compound me with forgotten dust ; 

Give that which gave thee life unto the worms. 
Pluck down my officers, break my decrees ; 

For now a time is come to mock at form : 

Harry the Fifth is crown’d : up, vanity ! lao 
Down, royal state! all you sage counsellors, 
hence * 

And to the English court assemble now. 

From every region, apes of idlene^ ! 

Now, neighbour confines, purge ytm of your 
scum; 


Sao 
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Have you a ruffian that will swear, drink, dance, 
Revel the night, rob, murder, and commit 
The oldest sins the newest kind of ways? 

Be happy, he will trouble you no more ; 

England shall double gild his treble guilt, 
England shall give him office, honour, might ; 130 
For the fifth Harry from curb’d license plucks 
The muzzle of restraint, and the wild dog 
Shall flesh his tooth on every innocent. 

0 my poor kingdom, sick with civil blows I 
When that iny care could not withhold thy riots, 
What wilt thou do when riot is thy care ? 

O, thou wilt be a wilderness again, 

Peopled with wolves, thy old inhabitants ! 

Prince. O, pardon me, my liege 1 but for my 
tears, 

The moist impediments unto my speech, 140 

1 had forestall’d this dear and deep rebuke 
Ere you with grief had spoke and 1 had heard 
The course of it $0 far. There is your crown ; 
And He that wears the crown immortally 
Long guard it yours ! If 1 affedl it more 
Than as your honout and as your renown. 

Let me no more from this obedience rise, 

Which my most inward true and duteous spirit 
Teacheth, this prostrate and exterior bending. 
God witness with me, when 1 here came in, 150 
And found no course of breath within your ma- 
jesty, 

How cold it struck my heart ! If I do feign, 

O, let me in my present wildness die 
And never live to show the incredulous world 
The noble change that I have purposed ! 

Coming to look on you, thinking you dead. 

And dead almost, my liege, to think you were, 

1 spake unto this crown as having sense. 

And thus upbraided it: ^The care on thee de- 
pending 

Hath fed upon the body of my father ; 160 

Therefore, thou best of gold art worst of gold : 
Other, less fine in carat, is more precious, 

\ Preserving life in medicine potable ; 

But thou, most fine, most honour’d, most re- 
nowned, 

Hast eat thy bearer up.’ Thus, my most royal 

liege, 

Accusing it, I put it on my head. 

To try with it, as with an enemy 

That had before my face murder’d my father. 

The quarrel of a true inheritor. 

But if it did infeA my blood with joy, 170 

Or swell my thoughts to any strain of pride ; 

If any rebel or vain ^irit of mine 
Did with die least afmAion of a welcome 
Give entertainment to the might of it. 

Let God for ever keep it from my head 
And make me as the poorest vasbd is 
That doth with awe and terror kneel to it ! 

Kmg. O my son, 

God put it in thy mind to take it hence. 

That thou mightst win the more thy father’s 
love, 180 

Pleading so wisely in excuse of it ! 

Come hither, Harry, sit thou by my bed ; 

And hear, I think, the very latest counsel 
That ever I shall breathe. God knows, my son. 
By what by-paths and indiredl crook’d ways 
1 met this crown: and I myself know well 
How troublesome it sat upon my head. 



Prince: *. . . There is your crown; And He that wears the 
crown immortally Long guard it yours!’ Drawing by 
J.M. Wright (1777- 1866) 

163 medicine potable. Gold in solution was often pre- 
scribed as medicine. 
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202 successively. By hereditary right. 

204 griefs are green. Grievances are fresh. 


To thee it shall descend with better quiet, 

Better opinion, better confirmation ; 

For all the soil of the achievement goes 196 
With me into the earth. It seem'd in me 
But as an honour snatch’d with boisterous hand. 
And I had many living to upbraid 
My gain of it by their assistances ; 

Which daily grew to quarrel and to bloodshed. 
Wounding supposed peace : all these bold fears 
Thou see'st with peril I have answered ; 

For all my reign nath been but as a scene 
A(ftiiig that argument ; and now my death 
Changes the mode; for what in me was pur- 
chased, 200 

Falls upon thee in a more fairer sort ; 

I So thou the garland wear’st successively. 

Yet, though thou stand* st more sure than I 
could do, 

» Thou art not firm enough, since griefs are green ; 
And all my friends, which thou must make thy 
friends. 

Have but their stings and teeth newly ta’en out ; 
By whose fell working I was first advanced 
And by whose power I well might lodge a fear 
To be again displaced : which to avoid, 

I cut them off; and had a purpose now 210 
To lead out many to the Holy Land, 

Lest rest and lying still might make them look 
Too near unto my state. Therefore, my Harry, 
Be it thy course to busy giddy minds 
With foreign quarrels ; that adlion, hence borne 
out. 

May waste the memory of the former days. 

More would I, but my lungs are wasted so 
That strength of speech is utterly denied me. 
How I came by the crown, O God forgive ; 

And grant it may with thee in true peace live I 
Prince. My gracious liege, 221 

You won it, wore it, kept it, gave it me ; 

Then plain and right must my possession be : 
Which I with more than with a common pain 
’Gainst all the world will rightfully maintain. 

Enter Lord John of Lancaster. 

Kif^. Look, look, here comes my John of 
Lancaster. 

Lan. Health, peace, and happiness to my 
royal father! 

King. Thou bring'.st me happiness and peace, 
son Tohn ; 

But health, alack, with youthful wings is flown 
From this bare wither’d trunk : upon thy sight 
worldly busine.ss makes a period. 23 1 

where is my Lord of Warwick? 

Prince. My Lord of Warwick ! 

Warwick, and others. 

King. Doth any name particular belong 
Unto tne lodging where I nrst did swoon? 

War» ’Tis call'd Jerusalem, my noble lord. 
King. Laud be to God ! even there my life 
must end. 

It hath been prophesied to me many years, 

I should not die out in Jerusalem ; 

Which vainly I supposed the Holy Land : 

But bear me to that chamber ; there I 'II lie ; 240 
In that Jerusalem shall Harry die. {Exeunt. 
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ACT V. 

Scene I. Gloucestershire^ Shallow’s house. 

Enter Shallow, Falstaff, Bardolph, 
and Page. 

• SkaL By cock and pie, sir, you shall not 
away to-night. What, Davy, I say I 
Fal. You must excuse me. Master Robert 
Shallow. 

Skal. I will not excuse you ; you shall not be 
excused ; excuses shall not be admitted ; there is 
no excuse shall serve ; you shall not be excused. 
Why, Davy ! 


Enter Davy. 

Davy. Here, sir. g 

SkaL Davy, Davy, Davy, Davy, let me see, 
Davy ; let me see, Davy ; let me see : yea, marry, 
William cook, Vjid him come hither. Sir John, 
you shall not be excused. 

Davy. Marry, sir, thus; those precepts can- 
not be served : and, again, sir, shall we sow the 
headland with wheat? 

ShaL With red wheat, Davy. But for William 
cook : are there no young pigeons ? 

Davy. Yes, sir. Here is now the smith's note 
for shoeing and plough-irons. 20 

ShaL Let it be cast and paid. Sir John, you 
shall not be excused. 

Davy. Now, sir, a new link to the bucket 
must needs be had : and, sir, do you mean to stop 
any of William's wages, about the sack he lost 
the other day at Hinckley fair? 

Shal. A' shall answer it. Some pigeons, Davy, 
a couple of short-legged hens, a joint of mutton, 

• and any pretty little tiny kickshaws, tell William 

cook. 30 

Davy. Doth the man of war stay all night, 

sir? 

Shal. Yea, Davy. I will use him well: a 
friend i’ the court is better than a penny in purse. 
Use his men well, Davy; for they arc arrant 
knaves, and will backbite. 

Davy. No worse than they are backbitten, 
sir ; for they have marvellous foul linen. 

Shal. Well conceited, Davy ; about thy busi- 
ness, Davy. 4Q 

• Davy. I beseech you, sir, to countenance 

William Visor of Woncot against Clement Perkcs 
of the hill. 

Shal. There is many complaints, Davy, against 
that Visor: that Visor is an arrant knave, on my 
knowledge. 

Davy. 1 grant your worship that he is a knave, 
sir; but yet, God forbid, sir, but a knave should 
have some countenance at his friend's request. 
An honest man, sir, is able to speak for himself, 
when a knave is not. I have served your wor- 
ship truly, sir, this eight years ; and if 1 cannot 
once or twice in a Quarter bear out a knave against 
an honest man, I have but a very little credit with 
your worship. The knave is mine honest friend, 
sir; therefore, I beseech your worship, let him be 
countenanced. 

Shal. Go to ; I say he shall have no wrong. 
Look about. Davy. [Exit Davy. 'I Where are 
you, Sir John? Come, come, come, off with 


Costume design for Shallow by Tanya Moisewitch, 
Stratford-upon-Avon, 1951 

1 By cock and pie. A mild oath. 

29 kickshaws. Delicacies; trifles, from the French quelque 
chose. 

41 countenance . Favour. 
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72-73 semblable coherence. Similarity. 



FalstafT: *I will devise matter enough out of this Shallow 
to keep Prince Harry in continual laughter . . .* Hugh 
Griffith as FalstafF, Royal Shakespeare Co, 1964 

90 four terms, i.e. a year, actions. Suits for recovery of 
debts. 

91 intervaliums. Interruptions. 

99 Ul laid up. Full of creases. 

14 heavy issue. Sorrowing sons. 


your boots. Give me your hand, Master Bar- 
dolph. 

Bard. I am glad to see your worship. 

Shal. I thank thee with all my heart, kind 
Master Bardolph : and welcome, my tall fellow 
{to the Page\ Come, Sir John. 

FaL I’ll follow you, good Master Robert 
Shallow. {Exit Shallow. \ Bardolph, look to 
our horses. {Exeunt Bardolph and Page JX If 
1 were sawed into quantities, I should nuHce four 
dozen of such bearded hermits’ staves as Master 

• Shallow. It is a wonderful thin|; to see the sem- 
blable coherence of his men’s spirits and his : they, 
by observing of him, do bear themselves like 
foolish justices ; he, by conversing with them, is 
turned into a justice-like serving-man : their spirits 
are so married in conjuncflion with the participa- 
tion of society that they flock together in consent, 
like so many wild-gee.se. If I had a suit to Mas- 
ter Shallow, I would humour his men with the 
imputation of being near their master ; if to his 
men, I would curry with Master Shallow that no 
man could better command his servants. It is 
certain that either wi.se bearing or ignorant car- 
riage is caught, as men take diseases, one of 
another: therefore let men take heed of their 
company. I will devise matter enough out of 
this Sh^low to keep Prince Harry in continual 
laughter the wearing out of six fashions, which is 

• four terms, or two a( 5 lions, and a' shall laugh 

• without intervaliums. O, it is much that a He 
with a slight oath and a jest with a sad brow will 
do with a fellow that never had the ache in his 
shoulders! O, you shall see him laugh till his 

• face be like a wet cloak ill laid up ! 

Shal. [ IVithin] Sir John ! 

Fal. I come, Master Shallow ; I come. Mas- 
ter Shallow. {Exit. 

Scene II. Westminster. The palace. 

Enter Warwick and the Lord Chief-Justice, 
meeting. 

War. How now, my lord chief-justice ! whither 
away? 

Ch. Jtist. How doth the king? 

War. Exceeding well ; his cares are now all 
ended. 

Ch. Just. I hope, not dead. 

War. rte^s walk’d the way of nature ; 

And to our purposes he lives no more. 

Ch. Just. I would his majesty had call’d me 
with him : 

The service that I truly did his life 
Hath left me open to all injuries. 

War. Indeed I think the young king loves 
you not. 

Ch. Just. I know he doth not, and do arm 
myself 10 

To welcome the condition of the time, 

Which cannot look more hideously upon me 
Than I have drawn it in my fantasy. 

Enter Lancaster, Clarence, Gloucester, 
Westmoreland, and others. 

m War. Here come the heavy issue of dead 
Harry: 

O that the living Harry had the temper 
Of him, the worst of these three gentlemen ! 
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How many nobles then should hold their places, 

• That must strike sail to spirits of vile sort ! 

Chm Just, O God, I fear all will be ovei>- 
turn’d! 

Lan, Good morrow, cousin Warwick, good 
morrow. 20 

C/ar } morrow, cousin. 

Lan, We meet like men that had forgot to 
speak. 

War, We do remember ; but our argument 
Is all too heavy to admit much talk. 

Lan, Well, peace be with him that hath made 
us heavy ! 

Ch. yr 4 st. Peace be with us, lest we be 
heavier ! 

Glou. O, good my lord, you have lost a friend 
indeed ; 

And I dare swear you borrow not that face 
Of seeming sorrow, it is sure your own. 

Lan, Though no man be assured what grace 
to find, 30 

You stand in coldest expecflation : 

I am the sorrier ; would ’twere otherwise. 

Clar, Well, you must now speak Sir John 
Falstaff fair: 

Which swims against your stream of quality. 

Ch. Just. Sweet princes, what I did, I did in 
honour, 

Led by the impartial condu( 5 l of my soul ; 

• And never shall you see that I will beg 
A ragged and forestall’d remission. 

1 f truth and upright innocency fail me, 

I ’ll to the king my master that is dead, 40 

And tell him who hath sent me after him. 

War, Here comes the prince. 

Enter King Henry the Fifths attemied, 

Ch. Just. Good morrow ; and God save your 
majesty ! 

King, This new and gorgeous garment, ma- 
jesty, 

Sits not so easy on me as you think. 

Brothers, you mix your sadness with some fear : 
This is the English, not the Turkish court ; 

• Not Amurath an Amurath succeeds, 

But Harry Harry. Yet be sad, good brothers, 
For, by my faith, it very well becomes you : 50 

Sorrow so royally in you ai^ars 
That I will deeply put the fashion on 
And wear it in my neart : why then, be sad ; 

But entertain no more of it, good brothers. 

Than a joint burden laid upon us all. 

For me, by heaven, I bid you be assured, 

I’ll be your father and your brother too: 

Let me but bear your love, I’ll bear your cares: 
Yet weep that Harry’s dead ; and so will I ; 

But Harry lives, that shall convert those tears 60 
By number into hours of happiness. 

Princes, We hope no other fronvyour majesty. 

• King, You all look strangely on me : and you 

most; 

You are, 1 think, assured I love you not. 

Ch, ynst. I am assured, if I be measured 
rightly. 

Your majes^ hath no just cause to hate me. 
King, No I 

How might a fimoe of my great hopes forget 
So great indignities you Imd upon me! 



Costume design for Warwick by Tanya Moise witch, 
Stratford-upon-Avon, 1951 


18 strike sail. Submit themselves. 

37-38 beg . . . remission. Beg for pardon like a ragged 
beggar. 

48 Amurath. The Turkish sultan, Murad III, who, 
when he succeeded to the throne in 1 574, strangled his 
five brothers. 

83 strangely. Suspiciously. 
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Costume design for the new King Henry V by Tanya 
Moisewitch, Stratford-upon-Avon, 1951 

71 easy. Insignificant. 

72 Lethe. In classical mythology, the river of oblivion. 

124 affections, i.e. his wild behaviour. 

128-129 writ me .. . seeming. Judged me as they saw 
me. 


What ! rate, rebuke, and roughlv send to prison 

• The immediate heir of England f Was this easy? 

• May this be wash’d in Lethe, and forgotten ? 

CA. Just, I then did use the person of your 
father ; 

The image of his power lay then in me ; 

And, in the administration of his law, 

Whiles I was busy for the commonwealth. 

Your highness pleased to forget my place, 

The majesty and power of law and ju.stice, 

The image of the king whom I presented. 

And struck me in my very .seat of judgement; 80 
Whereon, as an offender to your father, 

I gave bold way to my authority 

And did commit you. If the deed were ill, 

Be you contented, wearing now the garland, 

To have a .son .set your decrees at nought, 

To pluck down justice from your awful bench, 

To trip the course of law and blunt the sword 
That guards the peace and safety of your person . 
Nay, more, to spurn at your most royal image 
And mock your workings in a second body. 90 
Question your royal thoughts, make the case 
yours ; 

Be now the father and propose a son. 

Hear your own dignity so much profaned, 

See your most dreadful laws so loosely slighted. 
Behold yourself so by a son disdain’d ; 

And then imagine me taking your part 
And in your power soft silencing your son : 

After this cold considerance, sentence me ; 

And, as you are a king, speak in your state 
What I have done that misbecame my place, 100 
My person, or my liege’s sovereignty. 

Vou are right, justice, and you weigh 
this well : 

Therefore still bear the balance and the sword : 
And I do wish your honours may increase. 

Till you do live to see a .son of mine 
Offend you and obey you, as I did. 

So shall I live to speak my father’s words : 

‘ Happy am I, that have a man so bold. 

That dares do justice on my proper son ; 

And not less happy, having such a son, no 

That would deliver up his greatness so 
Into the hands of justice.’ You did commit me: 
For which, I do commit into your hand 
The unstained sword that you have used to bear ; 
With this remembrance, that you use the same 
With the like bold, just and impartial spirit 
As you have done ’gainst me. There is niy hand. 
You shall be as a father to my youth : 

My voice shall sound as you do prompt mine ear, 
And I will stoop and humble my intents 120 
To your well-pradlised wise direeflions. 

And, princes all, believe me, I beseech you ; 

My father is gone wild into his grave, 

• For in his tomb lie my affe< 5 lions ; 

And with his spirit sadly I survive, 

To mock the expe( 5 lation of the world. 

To frustrate prophecies and to raze out 

• Rotten opinion, who hath writ me down 

After my seeming. I’he tide of blood in me 
Hath proudly flow’d in vanity till now : 130 

Now doth it turn and ebb back to the sea, 

Where it shall mingle with the state of floods 
And flow henceforth in formal majesty. 

Now call wc our high court of parliament : 

And let us choose such limbs of noble counsel, 
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That the great body of our state may gu 
In equal rank with the best govern'd nation ; 
That war, or peace, or both at once, may be 
As things acquainted and familiar to us : 

• In whicri you, father, shall have foremost hand. 

• Our coronation done, we will accite, 141 

• As I before remember’d, all our state : 

And, God consigning to my good intents, 

No prince nor peer shall have just cause to say, 
God shorten Harry's happy life one day! 

ScENK III. Gloucestershire • Shallow’s 
orchard. 

Falstaff, Shallow, Silence, Davy, 
Bardolfh, and the Page. 

Shal. Nay, you shall see my orchard, where, 
in an arbour, we will eat a last year’s pippin 

• of my own grafhng, with a dish of caraways, 
and so forth: come, cousin Silence: and then 
to bed. 

Fal. 'Fore God, you have here a goodly 
dwelling and a rich. 

Shal. Barren, ])arren, barren ; beggars all, 

• beggars all, Sir John : marry, good air. Spread, 

Davy; spread, Davy: well said, Davy. 10 

Fal. This Davy serves you for good uses ; he 
is your serving-man and your husband. 

Shal. A good varlet, a good varlet, a very 
good varlet, Sir John: by the mass, I have 
drunk too much sack at supper: a good varlet. 
Now sit down, now sit doun : come, cousin. 

Sil. Ah, sirrah ! quoth-a, we shall 

Do nothing but eat, and make good cheer, 

IS/n^/n^. 

And praise God for the merry year ; 

When flc.sli is cheap and females dear, 20 

And lusty lads roam here and there 
So merrily, 

And ever :miong so merrily. 

Fal. There’s a merry heart! Good Master 
Silence, I ’ll give you a health for that anon. 

Shal. Give Master Bardolph some wine, 
Davy. 

Davy. Sweet sir, sit; I’ll be with you anon ; 
iiKist sweet sir, sit. Master page, good master 

• y^age, sit. Proface! What you want in meat, 

we’ll have in drink: but you must bear, the 
heart's all. {Exit. 

Shal. Be merry, Master Bardolph : and, my 
little soldier there, be merry. 

Sil. Be merry, be merry, my wife has all , 

XSinc^iti^il, 

For women are shrews, both short and tal! : 

’Tis merry in hall when beards wag all, 

And welcome merry Shrove tide. 

Be merry, be merry. 

Fal. I did not think Master Silence had been 
a man of thi^ mettle. 4T 

Sil. Who, 1 ? I have been merry twice and 
once ere now. 


141 acate Summon. 

142 remember'd. Mentioned 



Shallow; ‘Nay, you shall see my orchard, where, in an 
arbour, we will eat a last year’s pippin . . .’ A garden 
repast. Woodcut from Didymus Mountain’s The 
Gardener'^ Labyrinth, 1577 

2 pippin A type of apple 

3 graffing. Grafting. 

9 Spread Lay the ‘able. 

30 Proface. 'I'emi of welcome to a guest, meaning ‘may 
It do YOU good’, 

44 lcathc 9 -(uats I’ype of apple. 




Davy. 

Shal. 


K e-enter Davy. 

There's a dish of leather-coats for you. 

[To Bardolph. 

Davy ? 


527 


KING HENRY IV Part II Act V Scene III 


48 lemon. Sweetheart. 

62 cavaleros. Gallants. 

68 pottle~pot. Two quart tankard. 

68 liggens. Unexplained. Perhaps *legiance’ for alle- 
giance. 

78 Samingo. Hero of the song. 



FalstafF; ‘How now, Pistol!* Scene in Shallow’s orchard. 
Drawing by J.M. Wright (1776-1866) 


103 f outre. Coarse term of contempt, from the French. 


Davy. Your worship! I’ll be with you 
straight [to BardolpK\. A cup of wine, sir? 

Stl. A cup of wine that’s Drisk and fine, 

[Singing. 

And drink unto the leman mine ; 

And a merry heart lives long-a. 50 

Fal. Well said, Master Silence. 

Sil. An we shall be merry, now comes in the 
sweet o’ the niaht. 

Fal. Health and long life to you, Master 
Silence. 

SiL Fill the cup, and let it come ; [Singing. 

1 ’ll pledge you a mile to the bottom. 

Shal. Honest Bardolph, welcome: if thou 
wantest any thing, and wilt not call, beshrew thy 
heart Welcome, my little tiny thief [to the 
Page\ and welcome indeed too. I’ll drink to 

• Master Bardolph, and to all the cavaleros about 
London. 

Davy, I hope to see London once ere I die. 

Bard. An I might see you there, Davy, — 

ShaL By the mass, you’ll crack a quart to- 
gether, ha! will you not, Master Bardolph? 

• Bard. Yea, sir, in a pottle-pot. 

• Shal, ^ By God’s liggens, I thank thee : the 

knave will stick by thee, I can assure thee that. 
A’ will not out ; he is true bred. 71 

Sard. And I ’ll stick by him, sir. 

Shal. Why, there spoke a king. Lack no- 
thing: be meiTv. [Knocking within.} Look 
who^s at door there, ho! who knocks? 

[Exit Davy. 

Fal. Why, now you have done me right. 

[To Silence^ seeing him take off a bumper. 

Sil. Do me right, ^ [Singing. 

And dub me knight : 

• Samingo. 

Is’t not .so? 80 

Fal. ’Tis so. 

Sil. Is’t so? Why then, say an old man can 
do somewhat. 


Re-enter Davy. 

Davy. An ’t please your worship, there ’s one 
Pistol come from the court with news. 

Fal. From the court ! let him come in. 

Enter Pistol. 

How now. Pistol ! 

Pist. Sir John, God save you 1 
Fal. What wind blew you hither, Pistol? 89 
Pist. Not the ill wind which blows no man 
to good. Sweet knight, thou art now one of the 
greatest men in this realm. 

Sil. By’r lady, I think a’ be, but goodman 
Puff of Barson. 

Pist. Puff! 

Puff in thy teeth, most recreant coward base ! 

Sir John, I am tny Pistol and thy friend, 

And helter-skelter have I rode to thee, 

And tidings do I bring and ludey joys 
And golden times and happy news of price, xoo 
Fal. I pray thee now, deliver tnem like a 
man of this world. 

• Pist. A foutre for the world and worldlings 
base ! 

I speak of Africa and golden joys. 

PaL O base Assyrian knight, what is thy 
news? 
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• Let King Coj^etua know the truth thereoC 

Sil And Robin Hood, Scarlet, and John. 

• Pisi* Shall dunghill curs confront the lieu* 

cons? 

• And shall good news be baffled? 

Then* Pistol, lay thy head in Furies’ lap. xxo 
SAaL Honest gentleman, I know not your 
breeding. 

Put, Why then, lament therefore. 

SAa/. Give me pardon, sir ; if, sir, you come 
with news from the court, I take it there’s but 
two ways, either to utter them, or to conceal 
them. I am, sir, under the king, in some au- 
thority. 

• Put. Under which king, Besonian? speak, 

or die. 

SAa/. Under King Harry. 

Pist. Harry the Fourth? or fifth? 

SAal Harry the Fourth. 

Put. A foutre for thine office! 121 

Sir John, thy tender lambkin now is king; 

Harry the Fifth’s the man. I ^eak the truth: 

• When Pistol lies, do this ; and hg me, like 
The bragging Spaniard. 

Pa/. What, IS the old king dead? 

P/st. As nail in door : the things I speak are 
just. 

Pa/, Away, Bardolph ! saddle my horse. 
Master Robert Shidlow, choose what office thou 
wilt in the land, ’tis thine. Pistol, I will double- 
charge thee with dignities. 131 

Bard. O joyful day ! 

I would not ^e a knighthood for my fortune. 
Pist. What ! I do bring good news. 

Pa/. Cany Master Silence to bed. Master 
Shallow, my Ixird Shallow, — be what thou wilt ; 
I am fortune’s steward — ^t on thy boots: we’ll 
ride all night. O sweet Pistol ! Away, Bardolph ! 
[Exit Bard.] Come, Pistol, utter more to me; 
and withal devise something to do thyself good. 
Boot, boot, Master Shallow : I know the young 
king is sick for me. Let us take any man^ 
horses ; the laws of England are at my command- 
ment. Blessed are they that have been my 
friends; and woe to my lord chief-justice I 
Pist, Let vultures vile seize on his lungs 
also ! 

* Where is the life that late I led?’ say they : 
Why, here it is ; welcome these pleasant days ! 

[Exeunt. 

Scene IV. Lmdon. A street. 

Enter Beadles, dragging in Hostess Quickly 
and Doll Tearshebt. 

Host. No, thou arrant knave ; I would to God 
that I might die, that I might have thee hanged : 
thou hast drawn my shoulder out of joint. 

Pirst Bead. The constables have delivered 

• her over to me ; and she diall have whipping- 
cheer enough, I warrant her : there hath been a 

• man or two lately killed about her.^ 

• Dol. Nut-hook, nut-hook, you lie. ^ Come on ; 
I’ll tell thee whaL thou dsunned tripe-yisaged 
rascal, an the child I now go with do miscarry, 
thou wert better thou hadst struck thy mother, 
thou paper-faced villain. 

Host, O the Lord, that Sir John were come ! 


106 King Cophetua. Allusion to the ballad of King 
Cophetua and the Beggar Maid. 

108 Helicons. The nine Muses, whose sacred mountain 
was Helicon, in Bceotia. 

100 baffled. Disgraced. 

110 Besonian. Scoundrel. 

\7Afig. Insult. 

0—6 whipping-cheer. A whipping for supper. 



Manner in which whipping was practised in Henry IV*s 
time. Engraving by F.W. Fairholt from J.O. Halliweirs 
edition of Shakespeare's works, 1853-65 

7 about her. On her account. 

8 Nut-hook. Abusive term for police officer. 
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17 cushions, 'rhe beadle accuses Doll Tearsheet of using 
cushions to simulate pregnancy. 

20—21 thtn man in a censer. Embossed figure on the lid 
of an incense burner, swinged. Beaten. 

22 blue-hottle. Beadles wore blue coats. 

24 half-kirtles. Skirts. 



Sybil Thorndike as Doll Tearsheet, New Theatre, 
London, 1946 

33 atomy. Anatomy, skeleton. 


30-31 'semper idem*, for 'obsque hoc nihU est*. ‘Always 
the same’ for ‘without this, nothing’. 

36 contagious. Noxious. 

38 mechanical. Menial. 


he would make this a bloody day to somebody. 
But I pray God the fruit of her womb miscarry ! 
First Bead, If it do, you shall have a dozen 

• of cushions again; you have but eleven now. 
Come, I charge you both go with me; for the 
man is dead that you and Pistol beat amongst you. 

• DoL I'll tell you what, you thin man in a 
censer, I will have you as soundly swinged for 

• this, — you blue-bottle rogue, you nlthy famished 
corredlioner, if you be not swinged, I ll forswear 

• half-kirtles. 

First Bead, Come, come, you she knight- 
errant, come. 

Host. O God, that right should thus overcome 
might ! Well, of sufferance comes ease. 

DoL Come, you rogue, come ; bring me to a 
justice. 30 

Host, Ay, come, you starved blood-hound. 
DoL Goodman death, goodman bones ! 

• Host. Thou atomy, thou ! 

DoL Come, you thin thing ; come, you rascal. 
First Bead. Very well. [Exeunt. 

Scene V. A public place rtear Westminster 
Abbey, 

Enter two Grooms, strewing^ rushes. 

First Groom. More rushes, more ru.shes. 

Sec, Groom. The trumpets have sounded twice. 
First Groom. 'Twill be two o'clock ere they 
come from the coronation ; dispatch, dispatch. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter Falstai-f, Shallow, Pistol, Bar- 
DOLFH, and Page. 

Fal. Stand here by me. Master Robert Shal- 
low ; I will make the Icing do you grace : I will 
leer upon him as a* comes by and do but mark 
the countenance that he will give me. 

Pist. God bless thy lungs, good knight. 9 
Fal. Come here. Pistol ; stand behind me. O, 
if I had had time to have made new liveries, 

I would have bestowed the thousand pound I 
borrowed of you. But 'tis no matter ; this poor 
show doth better : this doth infer the zeal I had 
to see him. 

Shal. It doth so. 

Fal. It shows my earnestness of affedlion, — 
Shal, It doth so. 

Fal, My devotion, — 

Shal. It doth, it doth, it doth. 20 

Fal. As it were, to ride day and night ; and 
not to deliberate, not to remember, not to have 
patience to shift me, — 

Shal. It is best, certain. 

Fal, But to stand stained with travel, and 
sweating with desire to see him ; thinking of no- 
thing else, putting all affairs else in oblivion, as 
if there were nothing else to be done but to see 
him. 29 

I Pist, 'Tis ‘semper idem,' for ‘obsque hoc 
nihil cst 'tis all in every part. 

Shal. TTis so, indeed. 

Pist. My knight, I will inflame thy noble liver, 
And make thee rage. 

Thy Doll, and Hden of thy noble thoughts, 

Is in base durance aind contagious prison ; 

Haled thither 

By most mechanical and dirty hand : 
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• Rouse up revenge from ebon den with fell Aledlo's 

snake, 39 

For Doll is in. Pistol speaks nought but truth. 
FaL I will deliver her. 

{Shouts within^ and the trumpets sound. 
Fist. There roar’d the sea, and trumpet-clangor 
sounds. 

Enter the King and his train^ the Lord Chief- 
J u ST ICE among them. 

Fal. God save thy grace, King Hal ! my royal 
Hal ! 

Fist. The heavens thee guard and keep, most 
royal imp of fame ! 

Fal, God save thee, my sweet boy ! 

King, My lord chief-justice, speak to that 
vain man. 

Ch. Just. Have you your wits? know you what 
’tis you speak ? 

Fal, My king ! my Jove ! I speak to thee, my 
heart ! 50 

King. I know thee not, old man : fall to thy 
prayers ; 

How ill white hairs become a fool and jester! 

I have long dream’d of such a kind of man. 

So surfeit-sweird, so old and so profane ; 

But, being awaked, I do despise my dream. 
Make less thy body hence, and more thy grace ; 
Leave gormandizing ; know the grave doth gape 
For thee thrice wider than for other men. 

Reply not to me with a fool-bom jest : 

Pre.sume not that I am the thing I was ; 60 

For God doth know, so shall the world perceive, 
That I have turn’d away my former self ; 

So will I tho.se that kept me company. 

When thou dost hear I am as I have been, 
Approach me, and thou shalt be as thou wast, 
Tne tutor and the feeder of my riots : 

Till then, I banish thee, on pain of death, 

As I have done the rest of my misleaders, 

Not to come near our person by ten mile. 

• For competence of life I will allow you, 70 

That lack of means enforce you not to evil : 

And, as we hear you do reform yourselves. 

We will, according to your strengths and qualities, 
Give you advancement. Be it your charge, my 
lord, 

To see perform’d the tenour of our word. 

Set on. {Exeunt King^ 

Fal. Master Shallow, I owe you a thousand 
pound. 

Shal. Yea, marry. Sir John ; which I beseech 
you to let me have home with me. 80 

Fal. That can hardly be. Master Shallow. 
Do not you grieve at this ; I shall be sent for in 
private to him ; look you, he must seem thus to 
the world : fear not your advancements ; I will be 
the man yet that shall make you great. 

Shal. I cannot well perceive how, unless you 
should give me your doublet and stuff me out 
with straw. I beseech you, good Sir John, let 
me have five hundred of my thousand. 

Fal. Sir, I will be as good as my word : this 

• that you heard was but a colour. 91 

SmI, a colour that I fear you will die in. Sir 
John. 

Fal. Fear no colours: go with me to dinner: 
come. Lieutenant Pistol ; come, Bardolph : I shall 
be sent for soon at night. 


39 ebon. Black. Alecto. One of the Furies. 
70 competence of life. Modest allowance. 



Rejection of Falstaff. Drawing by j.A. Atkinson 
(1775 f.1833) 


91 colour. Pretence. 
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97 Fleet. London prison. 



Costume design for Pistol by Tanya Moise witch, 
Stratford-upon-Avon, 1951 

13 bftak. Am bankrupt. 

19-19 bate me. Relieve me (of some of my debts). 

83 Oidcastie. Sir John Oldcastle, executed for treason in 
1417. See introduction. 


Prince JoHN^ /A^Lord Chief-Justice; 

Officers wttk them. 

• Ch.yust Go, carry Sir John Falstaff to the 

Fleet: 

Take all his company along with him. 

Fal. My lord, my lord, — 

Ch. Just I cannot now speak : I will hear 
you soon. zoo 

Take them away. 

PisL Si fortuna me tormenta, spero contenta. 

[Exeunt all but Prince John and the 
Chief-yustice. 

Lan. I like this fair proceeding of the king’s : 
He hath intent his wonted followers 
Shall all be very well provided for ; 

But all are banish’d till their conversations 
Appear more wise and modest to the world. 

Ch. yust. And so they are. 

Lan. The king hath ^I’d his parliament, my 
lord. 

Ch.yust. He hath. no 

Lan. I will lay odds that, ere this year expire, 
We bear our civil swords and native nre 
As far as France : I heard a bird so sing, 

Whose music, to my thinking, plea.sed the king. 
Come, will you hence ? [Exeunt. 

EPILOGUE. 

Spoken by a Dancer. 

First my fear; then my courtesy; last my 
speech. My fear is, your displeasure ; my cour- 
tesy, my duty; and my speech, to beg your 

pardons. If you look for a good speech now, you 
undo me : for what I have to .say is of mine own 
making ; and what indeed I should say will, I 
doubt, prove mine own marring. ^ But to the pur- 
pose, and so to the venture. Be it known to you, 
as it is veiy well, I was lately here in the end of 
a displeasing plRy» to pray your patience for it 
and to pronuse you a better. I meant indeed to 
pay you with this ; which, if like an ill venture it 

• come unluckily home, I break, and you, my gentle 
creditors, lose. Here I promised you I would be 

• and here I commit my body to your mercies : bate 
me some and I will pay you^ some and, as most 
debtors do, promise you infinitely. 

If my tongue cannot entreat you to acquit me, 
will you command me to use my legs? and yet 
that were but light payment, to dance out of your 
debt But a grad conscience will make any pos- 
sible satisfadlion, and so would I. All the gentle- 
women here have forgiven me : if the genUemen 
will not, then the gentlemen do not agree with 
the gentlewomen, which was never seen before 
in such an assembly. 

One word more, I beseech you. If you be not 
too much cloyed with fat meat, our humble author 
will continue the story, with Sir John in it, and 
make you merry with fair Katharme of France : 
where, for any thing I know. Falstaff shall die of 
a sweat, unless alreMV a’ be killed with your hard 

• opinions ; for Oidcastie died a martyr, and this is 
not the man. My tongue is weary ; when mv legs 
arc too. I will bid you good niaht : and so itneel 
down before you; but, indeed to pray for the 
queen. 


Opposite : Dancer. Engraving by Kenny Meadows from 
Barry Comwall’s Works of Shakspere, 1846 





Henry V, who 
reigned 141J-2J 


King Henry V 

1599 



King Henry V is different again from its predecessors, i and 2 Henry IV, as those were 
from what went before : we see what variety Shakespeare achieved in the rather con- 
fined genre of the history-play. For in this kind his imagination had to work within a 
given framework, and accept the limitations of events, whatever liberties he took with 
chronology to give his material better dramatic shape. 

With Henry V the dramatist is particularly conscious of the limitations, the difficulty 
of representing war on the stage, the crossing of the seas, siege and battlefield. He says 
as much, and introduces a new feature for the purpose: a Chorus, who speaks a 
Prologue to each act and ends the play with an Epilogue. These sound a particularly 
personal note, and were no doubt spoken by the actor-author himself. They help to 
give this play its individual character. 

It has not the obvious dramatic issues of Henry IV’s mortal struggles to gain and 
retain the crown, or the tension of his unhappy relationship with his son. Henry V is 
very much master in his own house, as his father prophesied he would be. Before 
setting out across the Channel for Agincourt he has the minor affair of the Cambridge- 
Scrope conspiracy to settle, but that serves mainly to link the action with what has gone 
before; later, in Henry’s meditations, we are given a further link with Richard II. All 
the same, there is dramatic conflict - the war with France; this is given heroic emphasis 
by the smallness of the English army at Agincourt (the archers who wrought such havoc 
were Welsh), against the vastly superior forces of outdated, heavy French chivalry. 

The subject of the play, then, is heroic valour, the achievement of a king who was a 
hero to the Elizabethans. Once more it answered to the mood of a small people proud 
and shrilly confident at the figure they were making in the world, in the conflict with 
the world-empire and resources of Spain. The year 1596 had seen the capture of 
Spain’s Atlantic fortress of Cadiz - it was a famous victory: would Spaniards not have 
boasted if they had captured Plymouth ? 

Professor Dover Wilson says well that *Hemy F is a play which men of action have 
been wont silently to admire, and literary men, at any rate during the last hundred and 
thirty years, volubly to contemn.’ So much the worse for the literary men : it condemns 
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them of lack of imagination, which they most stand in need of in their profession. Dover 
Wilson found that the play spoke for him, when he went abroad to serve his country in 
the small Expeditionary Force of 1914. Again on 6 June 1944, when the landing craft 
were nearing the coast of France, to liberate Europe, a Yorkshire captain - who fell in 
action - repeated to his men the words of Henry V before Agincourt. Those of us who 
remember D-day in 1944, and have not forgotten what those men died for, think of it 
still in those terms : 


This day is called the Feast of Crispian : 

He that outlives this day, and comes safe home, 

Will stand a-tiptoe when this day is named. 

And rouse him at the name of Crispian. 

He that shall see this day, and live old age, 

Will yearly on the vigil feast his neighbours, 

And say, ‘Tomorrow is Saint Crispian.* 

Chorus. The Chorus points the changing scenes of the action for us, but he also describes 
the theatre and gives us precious indications of what was going on in Shakespeare’s own 
time. 


But pardon, gentles all - 

a characteristic note with him - 

The flat unraised spirits that hath dared 
On this unworthy scaflfold to bring forth 
So great an object. Can this cockpit hold 
The vasty fields of France ? Or may we cram 
Within this wooden O the very casques 
That did affright the air at Agincourt ? 

The wooden O was the Globe Theatre which the Burbages had just erected on the 
South Bank of the Thames, taking the timbers of the old Theatre in Shoreditch, which 
had done such good service and given Shakespeare his opportunities earlier. Hence- 
forth the Globe was to be the permanent home of the Company, indisputably the first 
now in London, the Admiral’s taking second place. The audience were bidden to 
imagine the two monarchies confronting each other ‘within the girdle of these walls’, 
and to jump over the years contracted in the play : 

for the which supply. 

Admit me Chorus to this history. 

Who Prologue-like your humble patience pray. 

Gently to hear, kindly to judge, our play. 

With that he left the stage. 

At each appearance as Chorus he woos the audience — ‘We’ll not offend one stomach 
with our play’ ; next time - ‘Still be kind. And eke out our performance with your mind.’ 
Before the fourth Act we have : 


The armourers, accomplishing the knights, 
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(the very word 'accomplishing’ is a Shakespeare signature) 

With busy hammers closing rivets up, 

Give dreadful note of preparation. 

This was contemporary; for, in isoo» the largest English army that had ever been sent 
to Ireland was being prepared, under Essex, to retrieve the disaster of the Yellow Ford 
in Ulster the year before. The next Chorus describes the historic send-off the ever- 
popular Essex was given by the city, in similar terms to those of Simon Forman who 
watched it. 


How London doth pour out her citizens : 

The Mayor and all his brethren in best sort. 
Like to the senators of th ’antique Rome, 

With the plebeians swarming at their heels, 

Go forth and fetch their conquering Caesar in. 


ito 

Helmet, shield and 
saddle of Henry V. 
Engraving from 
J.R. Green's 
A Short History 
of the English 
People, Vol II, 
igo2 


Julius Caesar, his next play, was already shaping in that teeming mind. Then comes the 
reference to Essex, whom Southampton was accompanying to Ireland (to be cashiered 
by the Queen) : 


As, by a lower but loving likelihood 

Were now the General of our gracious Empress - 

As in good time he may - from Ireland coming. 

Bringing rebellion broached on his sword. 

How many would the peaceful city quit 
To welcome him ! 

The hopes placed on Essex were to be falsified : he made a fiasco in Ireland, and returned 
to ultimate ruin, very nearly bringing Southampton to the scaffold with him. The year 
is supposed to be that of Agincourt, 1415, but it is also 1599. 

It used to be held that Shakespeare so ‘transmuted’ the events of his time that one 
could not recognise them in his work. We now know that this was nonsense : but it 
needs a proper knowledge of the time to be able to recognise them - in the Sonnets, as 
in the plays. Dr. Johnson was right: it would be quite contrary to a real writer not to 
incorporate his experience of life in his work. 


Henry V as King. Dominant in the play is the development of Henry’s character ai 
king. A good critic has noted how much it deepens in the self-revelation before Agin- 
court. when facing the questitm of responsibility for the deaths of his fighting men. 
‘Every subject’s duty is the King’s, blit every subject’s soul is his own’: Dr. Johnson 
thought this ‘a very just distinction, and the whole argument is weU followed and pro- 
perly concluded.’ We do not need to go into the tedious question of the rights and 
wrongs of the war, particularly in anachronistic terms of academic liberals - quite out 
of place - but merely point out thitt it was a renewal of the war, which had been only 
suspended by Ridiard II’s truce and Henry IV’s chronic difficulties; that Henry V, 
like all the Plantagenets, was more than half-French and his claim to the French throne 
was about as good as its occupant’s. It was six of one side to half-a-dozen of die other. 
Henry was taking advantage of the divisions within France to advance what he con- 
sidered his just claims. What is unhistorical is that Archbishop Chichele urged on the 


536 


Introduction KING HENRY V 


war to deflect an attack on the Church and its lands. 

The Archbishop does mention Henry’s conversion : 

The courses of his youth promised it not. 

The breath no sooner left his father’s body 
But that his wildness, mortified in him, 

Seemed to die too. 

This was historically true. It prepares us for the most moving passages of the play, the 
wonderful night-scene before Agincourt, when the King moves among his men dis- 
guised as a common soldier, argues the rights and wrongs of it all with another, Michael 
Williams, and then withdraws to have it out with himself and to pray before battle is 
joined. Williams is given a very fair argument for the ordinary man’s point of view : 

But if the cause be not good, the King himself hath a heavy reckoning to make, 
when all those legs and arms and heads, chopped off in a battle, shall join 
together at the latter day and cry all, 'We died at such a place’ ... I am afeared 
there are few die well that die in a battle, for how can they charitably dispose of 
anything when blood is their argument ? Now, if these men do not die well, it 
will be a black matter for the King that led them to it. 

Henry carefully considers this from every angle in a convincing argument ; the simple 
answer is that everybody is responsible for his own soul. But how about men’s lives ? 

This is the subject of Henry’s meditation when left alone by himself, and we are 
given the famous soliloquy : 

Upon the King! Let us our lives, our souls. 

Our debts, our careful wives. 

Our children, and our sins, lay on the King! 

We must bear all. O hard condition, 

Twin-born with greatness, subject to the breath 
Of every fool, whose sense no more can feel 
But his own wringing ! 

I fear that this betrays, as usual, Shakespeare’s opinion of the average man - not very 
democratic, no humbug. But Shakespeare has no illusions either about kings (sc. 
political leaders. Presidents, what not). 

And what have kings that privates have not too, 

Save ceremony, save general ceremony ? 

This leads to a splendid oration on Ceremony - like that on Commodity in King John, 
or on Rumour in 2 Henry IV, or Falstaff on Honour. Shakespeare sees through cere- 
mony, as he saw through everything: 

Art thou aught else but place, degree, and form. 

Creating awe and fear in other men ? 


Not having had the advantage of a course in anthropology, Shakespeare hardly even 
allows ceremony the plea of social necessity. When, shortly before Charles I’s execution. 
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Cromwellians ceased to kneel to him and kiss his hand, he observed that it was not 
material, only a matter of custom after all. But, notice, they did not fail to heap upon him 
as King the responsibility for the Civil War and kill him for it - a sacrificial victim. As, 
in a way, Richard II had been. 

Contrasts. We are given, by the hand of a master, sufficient contrasts to vary and lighten 
the concentration upon the epic themes of the play. Falstaff *s end is charmingly, and 
affectingly, reported: Mistress Quickly, in character, is able to tell us, ‘Nay, sure, he's 
not in hell: he’s in Arthur’s bosom, if ever man went to Arthur’s bosom’, i.e. for 
Abraham’s bosom. And that was well: it would never have done to have had him in the 
play, as Shakespeare had intended but saw to be quite impossible once he got to work 
on it. Falstaff ’s cronies go to France as camp-followers, behave as badly as might be 
expected, filching and stealing, and get their comeuppance. Pistol has quite a part, 
with his extraordinary, inflated rhodomontade : one wonders, rather, whether he was 
meant to be quite right in the head. 

It is a funny scene where the gallant Welsh captain, Fluellen, makes him eat a leek 
for his bombastic insults. Fluellen is English for Llewelyn, since the English cannot 
pronounce the Welsh inflected ‘11’. He is well informed about classic military discipline ; 
this is thought to come from Dudley Digges’s manual Stratioticos - quite likely, since 
Shakespeare knew the Digges family. The rendering of Welsh, Scotch and Irish accents 
we are given, with Captain Fluellen, Jamie, and MacMorris, are very effective and 
bespeak the mimetic observation of the actor, while the dramatist suggests their 
different national characteristics with skilled economy. Bardolph’s trick of saying every 
now and then, ‘And that’s the humour of it*, is obviously a joke for Ben Jonson, whose 
Every Man in his Humour Shakespeare had played in the year before. 

Henry’s love-scenes with Katherine of France (ancestress of the Tudors, by the way) 
have their own charm. They are in French, simple enough, and broken English. We 
know that Shakespeare could read French; no doubt he wrote these, with their gram- 
matical solecisms, but he may have been helped by the French household in which he 
lodged in Silver Street, and was on terms of confidence with Madame Montjoie. We 
note that the French herald, who has a speaking part, is given the name of Montjoy. 
Henry’s marriage with Katherine produced Henry VI, who inherited her father’s 
neurotic imbecility; Henry V’s triumph in France led to his early death and the long 
agony of the English extrusion from France, which ruined his son’s reign and helped 
on the Wars of the Roses. 

The wheel came full circle: things were as they were before. Such is political activity. 

Background. We have noticed contemporary Elizabethan life showing through the 
texture of the play. Here are the Irish kerns again : 'you rode like a kern of Ireland, your 
French hose off, and in your strait strossers*, i.e. bare-legged. Pistol is described, like 
another Parolles: ‘a gull, a fool, a rogue, that now and then goes to the wars, to grace 
himself at his return into London under the form of a soldier. And such fellows are 
perfect in the great commanders’ names, and they will learn you by rote where services 
were done : at such and such a sconce, at such a breach, at such a convoy ; who came off 
bravely, who was shot, who disgraced, what terms the enemy stood on’, etc. ‘But you 
must learn to know such slanders of the age, or else you may be marvellously mistook.’ 
Shakespeare knew such types about London : unlikely to be mistaken, he observed them 
for his own purpose. 


Personal. Personal touches we note in Shakespeare’s expert praise of the horse - it 



Introduction KING HENRY V 


takes us back once more to the Sonnets and plodding away wearily from his friend and 
patron. Still more do we recognise him in the frequently expressed thought : 

There is some soul of goodness in things evil, 

Would men observingly distil it out . . . 

Thus may we gather honey from the weed. 

Famous lines have entered into the consciousness of all who speak the language: 

Once more unto the breach, dear friends - 

like Henry’s father’s, 

Uneasy lies the head that wears a crown. 

We recognise the characteristic lordly words: crescive for growing, congreeted for met 
together, rivage for shore, legerity for quickness, etc. The caricature of the French and 
the anti- French sentiments were for the groundlings: we need not suppose that they 
speak for William Shakespeare. 

The Epilogue takes the form of a sonnet, and we can see him delivering it, for he says, 
with the usual gentlemanly self-deprecation : 

Thus far, with rough and all-unable pen, 

Our bending author hath pursued the story. 

Opportunity should always be taken in the theatre to present the Chorus as the actor- 
dramatist himself, politely bowing. He then refers to his Henry VI plays: 

Which oft our stage hath shown; and, for their sake, 

In your fair minds let this acceptance take. 

Sources and Text. The main sources for the play were two: Holinshed, which Shake- 
speare had open before him for the first Act, since some of it, expounding Henry’s 
claim to the French throne, is chronicle simply versified. The second was the anonymous 
play, The Famous Victories of Henry the Fifth, the form of which the busy actor- 
dramatist followed for convenience, as he had with The Troublesome Reign for Kingjohn. 

The authoritative text in the First Folio is a good one, almost certainly from the 
author’s manuscript. A poor quarto was printed in 1600, a shortened version put to- 
gether by actors, perhaps for provincial performances. Occasionally a reading in this 
clarifies a dubious phrase - for example, the most famous emendation in Shakespeare : 
the Folio misprint, ‘a Table of green fields’, which the quarco reported as ‘talk of 
flowers’ — ‘play with flowers* appears a line or two before. In the 1 8th century Theobald 
emended this to ‘a babbled of green fields* - quite unnecessarily. Anyone familiar 
with Elizabethan script would recognise the correct reading to be simply, ‘ *a talked of 
green fields*. As in mathematics, the simplest explanation is always best. 


539 




THE LIFE OF 

KING HENRY THE FIFTH. 


DRAMATIS 

King Hbnry the Fifth. 

Duke OF Gloucester, 1 • 

Duke of Bedford, ‘he King. 

Dukb op Exeter, uncle to the King. 

Duke of York, cousin to the King. 

Earls of Salisbury, Westmoreland, and 
Warwick. 

Archbishop of Canterbury. 

Bishop of Ely. 

Earl of Cambridge. 

Lord Scroop. 

Sir Thomas Grey. 

Sir Thomas Erpingham, Gower, Fluel- 
len, Macmorris, Jamy, officers in King 
Henry’s army. 

Bates, Court, Williams, soldiers in the 
same. 

Pistol, Nym, Bardolph. 

Boy. 

A Herald. 


PERSONAE. 

Charles the Sixth, King of France. 

Lewis, the Dauphin. 

Dukes of Burgundy, Orleans, and 
Bourdon. 

The Constable of France. 

Rambures and Grandpre, French Lords. 
Governor of Harileur. 

Montjoy, a French Herald. 

Ambassadors to the King of England. 

Isabel, Queen of France. 

Katharine, daughter to Charles and Isabel. 
Alice, a lady attending on her. 

Hostess of a tavern in East cheap, formerly 
Mistress Quickly, and now married to 
Pistol. 

Lords, Ladies, Officers, Soldiers, Citizens, Mes- 
sengers, and Attendants. 

Chorus. 

Scene : En§^land; afterwards France, 


• A bullet beside a text line indicates an annotation in the 
opposite column 

PROLOGUE. 

Enter Chorus. 

Chor. O for a Muse of fire, that would ascend 
The brightest heaven of invention, 

A kingdom for a staae, princes to a(fl 
And monarchs to behold the swelling scene ! 
Then should the warlike Harry, like himself. 
Assume the port of Mars ; and at his heels, 
Leash’d in like hounds, should famine, sword and 
fire 

Crouch for employment. But pardon, gentles all, 
• The flat unraised spirits that have dared 
On this unworthy scaffold to bring forth lo 
So great an objecfl : can this cockpit hold 
The vasty fields of France? or may we cram 
Within this wooden O the ver^r casques 
That did afirijght the air at ^ncourt? 

O, pardon I since a crooked n^re may 
Attest in little place a million ; 

And let us, ciphers to this great accompt, 

On your imamnary forces work. 

Suppose within the girdle of these walls 
Are now confined two mighty monarchies, 20 
Whose high upreared and abutting fronts 
The perilous narrow oc^ parts asund^ : 

Piece out our imperfedlions with your thoughts ; 
Into a thoumd parts divide one man, 

And make imaginary puissance : 

Think, whm we talk of horses, that you sec them 
Printing their proud hoo& P the receivii^ earth ; 
For *tis your Uiougbu that now must deck our 
kings, 

Carry them here and there ; jumping o'er times, 
Turning the accomplishment of many ]rears 30 


•-14 The flat . . . Agincourt. See introduction. 


Opposite : The meeting between Henry V and the Queen 
of France attended by her daughter Katherine. Painting 
by William Kent (1685-1748) 
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• Into an hour-glass : for the which supply, 

Admit me Chorus to this history : 

Who prologue-like your humble patience pray, 
Gently to hear, kindly to judge, our play. 

ACT 1. 

Scene I. London, An ante-chamber in the 
King’s palace. 

Archbishop OF Canterbury, and the 
Bishop of Ely. 

• Cant, My lord, I’ll tell you; that self bill is 

urged. 

Which in the eleventh year of the last king’s reign 
Was like, and had indeed against us passTd, 

But that the scambling and unquiet time 
Did push it out of farther question. 

Ely, But how, my lord, shall we resist it now? 
Cant. It must be thought on. If it pass 
against us, 

We lose the better half of our possession : 

For all the temporal lands which men devout 
By testament have given to the church zo 

Would they strip from us ; being valued thus : 

As much as would maintain, to the king’s honour, 
Full fifteen earls and fifteen hundred knights, 

Six thousand and two hundred good esquires ; 

• And, to relief of lazars and weak age, 

Of indigent faint souls ppt corporsu toil, 

A hundred almshouses right well supplied ; 

And to the coffers of the king beside, 

A thousand pounds by the year : thus runs the bill, 
Ely, This would drink deep. 

Cant, ’Twould drink the cup and all. ao 


Set design for Henry V by Tanya Moise witch, Stratford- 
upon-Avon, 1951 

31—34 for the which . . . our play. See introduction. 

1 self. Same. 

16 lazars. Lepers. 
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Ely, BiH what prevention? 

Cant The king; is full of gr^ce and fair regard. 
Ely, And a lover of thelioly church. 

• Cant, The courses of his youth promised it not. 
The breath no sooner left his father’s body, 

But that his wildness, mortified in him, 

Seem’d to die too ; yea, at that very moment 
Consideration, like an angel, came 

• And whipp'd tfie offending Adam out of him, 

Leaving nis body as a paradise, 30 

To envelope and contain celestial spirits. 

Never was such a sudden scholar made ; 

Never came reformation in a flood. 

With such a heady currance, scouring faults ; 

• Nor never Hydra-headed wilfulness 
So soon did lose his seat and all at once 
As in this king. 

Ely. We are blessed in the change. 

Cant, Hear him but reason in divinity, 

And all-admiring with an inward wish 

You would desire the king were made a prelate : 40 

Hear him debate of commonwealth affairs. 

You would say it hath been ail in all his study ; 
List his discourse of war, and you shall hear 
A fearful battle render’d you in music: 

Turn him to any cause of policy, 

• The Gordian knot of it he will unloose, 

Familiar as his garter : that, when he speaks, 
The air, a charter’d libertine, is still, 

And the mute wonder lurketh in men’s ears. 

To steal his sweet and honey’d sentences ; 50 

So that the art and pra^Iic part of life 
Must be the mistress to this theoric: 

Which is a wonder how his grace should glean it, 
Since his addidlion was to courses vain. 

His companies unletter’d, rude and shallow, 

His hours fill'd up with riots, banquets, sports. 
And never noted in him any study, 

Any retirement, any sequestration 
From open haunts and popularity. 

Ely, The strawberry grows underneath the 
nettle 60 

And wholesome berries thrive and ripen best 
Neighbour’d by fruit of baser quality ; 

And so the prince obscured his contemplation 
Under the veil of wildness; which, no doubt, 
Grew like the summer grass, fastest by night, 

• Unseen, yet crescive in his faculty. 

Cant, It must be so ; for miracles are ceased ; 
And therefore we must needs admit the means 
How things are perfedled. 

Ely, But, my good lord. 

How now for mitigation of this bill 70 

Urged by the commons? Doth his majesty 
Indine to it, or no? 

Cant. He seems indifferent. 

Or rather swaying more upon our part 
Than cherishing the e.xhibiters against us ; 

For I have made an offer to his majesty. 

Upon our spiritual convocation 
And in regard of causes now in hand. 

Which I have open’d to his grace at large. 

As touching France, to*give a greater sum 
Than ever at one time the clergy yet 80 

Did to his predecessors part withal. 

Ely, luw did this offer seem received, my 
lord? 

Cant, With good acceptance of his majesty ; 
Save that there was not time enough to hear. 


24—27 The courses . . . die too. See introduction. 

29 offending Adam. Original wickedness. 

36 Hydra. A mythical monster with many heads. 

46 Gordian knot. A giant knot which, rather than 
unravel, Alexander cut with his sword ; hence a complex 
problem. 

66 crescive in his faculty. Growing through natural 
capacity. 



Lewis Waller as Henry V, Lyceum Theatre, London, 
1900. Painting by Arthur Hacker (1858-1919) 
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Costume design for the Duke of Warwick by Tanya 
Motsewitch, Stratford-upon-Avon, 1951 


11 law Salique. In French law, females were excluded 
from inheriting the crown. Henry’s claim was through 
his great-great-grandmother. 

16 nicely, Sophistically. 

16 miscreate. Illegitimate. 

19 approbation. Proof. 


As I perceived his grace w6uld fain ifeve done, 
The severals and ynhidden passages 
Of his true titles^to some certaiiiv dukedoms 
And generally to the crown and seat of France 
Derived from Edward, his great-grandfather. 
Ely. What was the impediment that broke 
this off? 90 

Cant. The French ambassador upon that 
instant 

Craved audience : and the hour, I think, is come 
I'o give him hearing: is it four o’clock? 

Ely. It is. 

Cant. Then go we in, to know his embassy; 
Which I could with a ready guess declare. 

Before the Frenchman speak a word of it. 

Ely. I’ll wait upon you, and I long to hear it. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene II. The same. The Presence chamber. 

Enter King Henry, Gloucester, Bedford, 
Exeter, Warwick, Westmoreland, and 
Attendants. 

K. Hen. Where is my gracious Lord of Can- 
terbury ? 

Exe. Not here in pre.sence. 

K. Hen. Send for him, good uncle. 

West. Shall we call in the ainl^ssador, my 
liege? 

K. Hen. Not yet, my cousin : we would be 
resolved, 

Before we hear him, of some things of weight 
That task our thoughts, concerning us and France. 

Enter the Archbishop of Canterbury, and 
the Bishop of Ely. 

Cant. God and his angels guard your sacred 
throne 

And make you long become it ! 

K. Hen. Sure, we thank you. 

My learned lord, we pray you to proceed 
And justly and religiously unfold 10 

• Why the law Salique that they have in France 
Or should, or should not, bar us in our claim : 
And God iforbid, my dear and faithful lord. 

That you should fashion, wrest, or bow your 

reading, 

• Or nicely charge your understanding .soul 

• With opening titles miscreate, whose right 
Suits not in native colours with the truth ; 

For God doth know how many now in health 

• Shall drop their blood in approbation 

Of what your reverence shall incite us to. ao 
Therefore take heed how you impawn our person. 
How you awake our sleeping sword of war: 

We charge you, in the name of God, take heed ; 
For never two such kingdoms did contend 
Without much fall of blood ; whose guiltless drops 
Are every^ one a woe, a sore complaint 
’Gainst him whose wrongs give edge unto the 
sword.s 

That make such waste In brief mortality. 

Under this conjuration speak, my lord ; 

For we will hear, note and believe in heart m 
T hat what you s^ak is in your conscience waahM 
As pure as sin with baptism. 

Cant. Then hear me, gracious sovereign, and 
you peers, 

That owe yourselves, your lives and services 
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To this imjiierial throne. Tliere is no bar 
To make against your highness' claim to France 

• But this, which they produce from Pharamond, 

* In terram Salicam mulieres ne succedant : ’ 

‘No woman shall succeed in Salique land 
Which Salique land the French unjustly glose 40 
To be the realm of France, and Pharamond 
The founder of this law and female bar. 

Yet their own authors faithfully affirm 
That the land Salique is in Germany, 

Between the floods of Sala and of Elbe ; 

Where Charles the Great, having subdued the 
Saxons, 

There left behind and settled certain French ; 
Who, holding in disdain the German women 

• For some di^onest manners of their life, 
Establish’d then this law ; to wit, no female 50 
Should be inheritrix in Salique land : 

Which Salique, as I said, ’twixt Elbe and Sala, 

Is at this day in Germany call’d Meisen. 

Then doth it well appear the Salique law 
Was not devised for the realm of France : 

Nor did the French possess the Salique land 
Until four hundred one and twenty years 
After defundlion of King Pharamond, 

Idly supposed the founder of this law ; 

Who died within the year of our redemption 60 
Four hundred twenty-six : and Charles the Great 
Subdued the Saxons, and did seat the French 
Beyond the river Sala, in the year 
Eight hundred five. Besides, their writers say. 
King Pepin, which deposed Childeric, 

Did, as heir general, Ming descended 
Of Blithild, which was daughter to King Clothair, 
Make claim and title to the crown of France. 
Hugh Capet also, who usurp’d the crown 69 
Of Charles the duke of Lorraine, sole heir male 
Of the true line and stock of Charles the Great, 
To find his title with some shows of truth, 
Though, in pure truth, it was corrupt and naught, 

• Convey’d himself as heir to the Laay Lingare, 

• Daughter to Charlemain, who was the son 
To Lewis the emperor, and Lewis the son 

• Of Charles the Great. Also King Lewis the Tenth, 
Who was sole heir to the usurper Capet, 

Could not keep quiet in his con^ience. 

Wearing the crown of France, till satisfied 80 
That fair Queen Isabel, his grandmother, 

Was lineal of the Lady Ermcngare, 

Daughter to Charles the foresaid duke of Lorraine : 
By me which marriage the line of Charles the 
C^at 

Was re-united to the crown of France. 

So that, as clear as is the summer’s sun. 

King Pepin’s title and Hugh Capet’s claim, 

King Lewis his satisfaction, all smpear 
To hold in right and title of the female : 

So do the Idngs of France unto this (by ; 90 

Howbeit they would hold up this Salique law 
To bar vour highness claiming from the female, 
And rather cho^ to hide them in a net 

• Ilian amply to imbar their enmked titles 
Usurp’d from you and your progenitors. 

K. Htn, May I with right and conscience 
nuke diis claim? 

Cmi, The sin upon my head, dread sovereign ! 
For in the book of Numbers is it writ, 

When the man dies, let the inkeritaoce 
Descend unto the daughter. Gracious lord, too 


37 Phatamond. A legendary king of the Franks. 
49 dishonest. Unchaste. 



Henry V. From John Speed's Theatre of the Empire of 
Great Britaine, 1611-12 

74 Convey'd himself. Passed himself off. 

79 Charlemain. In historic fact Charles the Bald. 

77 Lewis the Tenth. Actually Lewis IX. 

94 amply to imhof. Frankly lay bare. 
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106-114 Wh) on .. . action. The battle of Crecy, 1346. 



The Hattie of Crecy, where Edward III defeated the 
French. Engraving from Old England, 1854 

137 lay doum our proportions. Allocate our forces. 

140 marches. Borders. 

148 unfurnished. Undefended. 

186 feared. Frightened. 

161 King of Scots. David II, captured at Neville’s 
Cross. 


Stand for your own ; unwind your bloody flag ; 
Look back into your mighty ancestors : 

Go, my dread lord, to your great-grandsire’s tomb, 
From whom you claim ; invoke his warlike spirit, 
And your great-uncle's, Edward the Black Pnnce, 

• Who on the French ground play'd a tragedy. 

Making defeat on the full power of France, 
Whiles his most miehty father on a hill 
Stood smiling to behold his lion's whelp 
Forage in blood of French nobility. 1x0 

O noble English, that could entertain 

With half their forces the full pride of France 
And let another half stand laughing by. 

All out of work and cold for a^ion I 
Ely, Awake remembrance of these valiant dead 
And with your puissant arm renew their feats: 
You are their heir ; you sit upon their throne ; 
The blood and courage that renowned them 
Runs in your veins ; and my th rice-puissant liege 
Is in the very May-mom of his youth, 120 

Ripe for exploits and mighty enterprises. 

Exe. Your brother kings and monarchs of the 
earth 

Do all cxpe6l that you should rouse yourself. 

As did the former lions of your blood. 

West. They know your grace hath cau.se and 
means and might ; 

So hath your highness ; never king of England 
Had nobles richer and more loyal subjedts, 
Who.se hearts have left their bodies here in England 
And lie pavilion'd in the fields of France. 129 
Cant. O, let their bodies follow, my dear liege. 
With blood and sword and fire to win your right ; 
In aid whereof we of the spiritualty 
Will raise your highness such a mighty sum 
As never did the clergy at one time 
Bring in to any of your ancestors. 

K, Hen. We must not only arm to invade the 
French, 

• But lay down our proportions to defend 
Against the Scot, who will make road upon us 
With all advantages. 

• Cant. They of those marches, gracious 

sovereign, 140 

Shall be a wall sufficient to defend 
Our inland from the pilfering borderers. 

AT. Hen. We do not mean me coursing snatchers 
only. 

Hut fear the main intendment of the Scot, 

Who hath been still a giddy neighbour to us ; 

For you shall read that my greatgrandfather 
Never went with his forces into France 

• But that the Scot on his unfumish'd kingdom 
Came pouring, like the tide into a breach. 

With ample and brim fulness of his force, 150 
Galling tne gleaned land with hot assays, 

Girdi^ with grievous siege castles and towns ; 
That England, being empty of defence. 

Hath shook and trembled at the ill neighbourhood. 

• Cant, She hath been then more fear'd than 

harm'd, my liege ; 

For hear her but exampled by herself: 

When all her chivalry hath been in France 
And she a mourning widow of her nobles. 

She hath herself not only well defended 

But taken and impounded as a stray x6o 

• I'he King of Scots ; whom she did send to France, 
To fill King Edward’s fame with prisoner kings 
And make her chronicle as rich with praise 
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As is the ooze and bottom of the sea 
With sunken wreck and sumless treasuries. 

IVest, But there 's a saying very old and true, 
‘If that you will France win, 

Then with Scotland first begin : ' 

For once the eagle England being in prey, 

To her unguarded nest the weasel Scot 170 

Comes sneaking and so sucks her princely eggs, 
Playing the mou.se in absence of the cat, 

To tear and havoc more than she can eat. 

Exe, 1 1 follows then the cat must stay at home : 

• Yet that is but a crush’d necessity. 

Since we have locks to safeguard necessaries, 
And pretty traps to catch the petty thieves. 

While that the armed hand doth fight abroad, 

• The advised head defends itself at home ; 

For government, though high and low and lov/er, 

• Put into parts, doth keep in one consent, 181 

• Congreeing in a full ana natural close. 

Like music. 

Cant. Therefore doth heaven divide 
The state of man in divers fundlions, 

Setting endeavour in continual motion ; 

To which is fixed, as an aim or butt. 

Obedience : for so work the honey-bees. 
Creatures that by a rule in nature teach 
The a< 5 l of order to a peopled kingdom. 

They have a king and officers of sorts ; 190 

Where some, like magistrates, correct at home, 
Others, like merchants, venture trade abroad, 
Others, like soldiers, armed in their stings, 

• Make boot upon the summer’s velvet buds. 
Which pillage they with merry march bring 

home 

To the tent-royal of their emperor ; 

Who, busied in his majesty, surveys 
The singing masons building roofs of gold, 

The civil citizens kneading up the honey, 

The poor mechanic porters crowding in 200 
Their heavy burdens at his narrow gate, 

The sad-eyed justice, with his surly hum, 
Delivering o’er to executors pale 
The lazy yawning drone. I this infer, 

That many things, having full reference 
To one consent, may work contrariously : 

As many arrows, loosed several ways, 

Come to one mark ; as many ways meet in one 
town ; 

As many fresh streams meet in one salt sea ; 

As many lines close in the dial’s centre ; 2x0 

So may a thousand a<5lions, once afoot, 

End in one purpose, and be all well borne 
Without defeat. Therefore to France, my liege. 
Divide your happy England into four ; 

Whereof take you one quarter into France, 

And you withal shall make all Gallia shake. 

If we, with thrice such powers left at home. 
Cannot defend our own doors from the dog, 

Let us be worried and our nation lose 
The name of hardiness and policy. 220 

AT. Hen, Call in the messengers sent from the 
Dauphin. [Exeunt some A tte^idants. 
Now are we well resolved ; and, by God’s help. 
And yours, the noble sinews of our power, 

France being ours, we’ll bend it to our awe, 

Or break it all to pieces : or there we’ll sit, 

• RuHm in large and ample empei^ 

O’er France and all her almost kingly dukedoms, 
Or lay these bones in an unworthy um, 


175 crush'd necessity. Lessened need. 
179 advised. Prudent. 

181 consent. Harmony. 

182 close. Cadence. 

194 boot. Booty. 



Costume design for the French ambassador, the Duke of 
Orleans, by Tanya Moisewitch, Stratford-upon-Avon, 


1951 


226 empery. Dominion. 
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233 Noi worshipped . . . epitaph. Without even an epitaph 
written on wax. 

239 sparingly. In order not to offend. 

292 galliard. A lively dance. 



Courtiers dancing. Engraving from a painting of the 
mid-sixteenth century 


2M wrangler. Opponent. 

296 chaces. Points in court tennis. 
267 comes o*er. Tauiits- 



A game of Tennis. Woodcut from Comeniua* OrhU 
Setmudmm Fietutt 1659 


Tombless, with no remembrance over them: 
Either our history shall with full mouth 230 
Speak freely of our adts, or else our grave, 

Like Turkish mute, shall have a tongueless mouth, 

• Not worshipp*d with a waxen epitaph. 

Enter Ambassadors of France. 

Now are we well prepared to know the pleasure 
Of our fair cousin Dauphin ; for we hear 
Your greeting is from him, not from the king. 
First A mh. May 't please your majesty to give 
us leave 

Freely to render what we have in chaige; 

• Or shall we s^ringly show you far off 

The Dauphin^s meaning and our embas^? 240 
K. Hen. We are no tyrant, but a Christian 
king : 

Unto whose grace our passion is as subjedl 
As are our wretches fetter’d in our prisons : 
Therefore with frank and with uncurbed plain- 
ness 

Tell us the Dauphin’s mind. 

First A mb. Thus, then, in few. 

Your highness, lately .sending into France, 

Did claim some certain dukedoms, in the right 
Of your great predecessor. King Edward the 
Third. 

In answer of which claim, the prince our ma.ster 
Says that you savour too much of your youth, 250 
And bids you be advised there ’s nought in France 

• That can be with a nimble galliard won ; 

You cannot revel into dukedoms there. 

He therefore sends you, meeter for your spirit. 
This tun of treasure ; and, in lieu of this. 

Desires you let the dukedoms that you claim 
Hear no more of you. This the Dauphin speaks. 
K. Hen. What treasure, uncle? 

Exe. Tennis-balls, my liege. 

K, Hen. We are glad the Dauphin is so 
pleasant with us ; ^ 

His present and your pains we thank you for ; 260 
When we have match’d our rackets to these balls. 
We will, in France, by God’s f^ce, play a set 
Shall strike his father’s crown into the hazard. 

• Tell him he hath made a match with such a 

wrangler 

That all the courts of France will be disturb’d 

• With chaces. And we understand him well, 

• How he comes o’er us with our wilder days, 

Not measuring what use we made of them. 

We never valued this poor seat of England ; 

And therefore, living hence, did give ourself 270 
To barbarous license ; as *tis ever common 
That men are merriest when they are from home. 
But tell the Dauphin I will keep my state. 

Be like a king and show my sail of greatness 
When I do rouse me in my throne of France : 

For that I have laid by my mijesty 
And plodded like a man for woikiw-daySi 
But I will rise there with so fiill a jpory 
That I will dazzle all the eves of Fiance, 

Yea, strike the Dauphin bund to look on us. aSo 
And teU the pleasant prince this mock of his 
Hath turn’d nis balb to gun-stones ; and his soul 
Shall stand sore! dbargedfor the wasteful venge- 
ance 

That dmll fly with them: for many a thousand 
widows 
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Shall this his mock mock out of their dear hua- 
bands; 

Mock mothers from their sons, mock casdesdown ; 
And some are yet ungotten and unborn 
That shall have cause to curse the Dauphin’s 
scorn. 

But this lies all within the will of God, 

To whom I do appe^ ; and in whose name 290 
Tell you the Daimhin 1 am coming on, 

To venge me as 1 may and to put forth 
My rightful hand in a well-hallow'd cause. 

So get you hence in peace ; and tell the Dauphin 
His jest will savour but of shallow wit, 

When thousands weep more than did laugh at it. 
Convey them with sate condudl. Fare you well. 

{Exeunt A mbassadors. 
Exe, This was a merry message. 

/T. Hen. We hope to make the sender blush 
at it 

Therefore, my lords, omit no happy hour 300 
That may give furtherance to our expedition r 
For we have now no thought in us but France, 
Save those to God, that run before our business. 
Therefore let our proportions for these wars 
Be soon colleAed and all things thought upon 
That may with reasonable swiftness add 
More feathers to our wings ; for, God before, 
We’ll chide this Dauphin at his father’s door. 
Therefore let every man now task his thought. 
That this fair addon may on foot be brought. 310 

{Exeunt. Fl&urish. 

ACT 11 . 

PROLOGUE. 

Flourish. Enter Chorus. 

Char. Now all the youth of England are on 
fire, 

And silken dalliance in the wardrobe lies : 

Now thrive the armourers, and honour’s thought 
Reigns solely in the breast of every man : 

They sell the pasture now to buy the horse, 
Following the mirror of all Christian kings, 

• With winged heels, as English M^curies. 

For now sits E^pe^tion in the air, 

And hides a sword from hilts unto the point 
With crowhs imperial, crowns and coronets, zo 
Promised to Harry and his followei^ 

The French, advised by good intelligence 
Of this most dreadful preparation. 

Shake in their fear and with pale policy 
Seek to divert the English purposes. 

O England I model to thv inward greatness, 

Like uttle body with a nughty heart, 

• What mightst thou do, that honour would thee do. 
Were aU thy c^dren kind and natural 1 

But see thy fault I France hath in thee found out 
A nest of Imllow bosoms, which he fills 21 

With treacherous crowns ; and three corrupted 
men, 

One, Richard Earl of Cambridge, and the second, 
Hen^ Lord Scroop of Mariiam, and the third. 
Sir Tnomaa Chey, knight, of Northumterland, 
Have, for thegiu of F^ce, — O guilt indeed ! — 
Confirm'd coaqtitacy with fearfiil Trance ; 

And by their himds this grace of kings must die. 
If hdl and treason hold tneir ftromises. 

Ere he take sUp for France, and in Southampton. 



Henry V arming for battle with the help of hia squires. 
Engraving from Old England, 1854 

7 Mercuries. In mythology Mercury was the messenger 
of the Gods. 

18 would thee. Would have thee. 
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31-32 V)e*ll digest . . . distance. Overcome the violation 
of unity of place. 

3 Ancient. Ensign ; lowest rank of officer. 

8 iron. Slang for sword. 

17 rest. Gambling term meaning *to stake one's all*. 

21 troth-^plight. Betrothed. 

31 tike. Cur. 


• Linger your patience on ; fand we’ll digest 31 
The abuse ot distance ; force a play : 

The sum is paid ; the traitors are agreed ; 

The king is set from London ; and the scene 
Is now transported, gentles, to Southampton ; 
There is the pl^house now, there must you sit : 
And thence to France shall we convey you safe, 
And bring you back, charming the narrow seas 
To aive you gentle pass ; for, If we may. 

Well not offend one stomach with our play. 40 
But, till the king come forth, and not till then, 
Unto Southampton do we shift our scene. [Exit, 


44 Iceland dog. A curly-haired lap dog. 

47 shog. Jog. 

48 solus. Alone. 



William Davidge, the Victorian actor, as Pistol, Coburg 
Theatre, London, 1830 


Scene I. London, A street* 

E nter CorpoTsd Nym a;/// Lieutenant Bardolph. 

Bard, Well met. Corporal Nym. 

Nynt, Good morrow, Lieutenant Bardolph. 

• Bard, What, arc Ancient Pistol and you 
friends yet? 

Nym, For my part, I care not: I say little; 
but when time shall serve, there shall be smiles ; 
but that shall be as it may. I dare not fight ; but 

• I will wink and hold out mine iron : it is a simple 

one : but what though ? it will toast cheese, and 
it will endure cold as another man’s sword will : 
and there’s an end. ii 

Bard, I will bestow a breakfast to make you 
friends; and we’ll be all three sworn brothers to 
France: let it be so, good Corporal Nym. 

Nym, Faith, I will live so long as I may, that’s 
the certain of it; and when I cannot live any 

• longer, I will do as I may : that is my rest, that 
is the rendezvous of it. 

Bard, It is certain, corporal, that he is married 
to Nell Quickly: and certainly she did you 

• wrong; for you were troth-plight to her. 21 

Nym* I cannot tell: things must be as they 
may : men may sleep, and they may have their 
throats about them at that time ; and some say 
knives have edjg^es. It must be as it may : though 
patience be a tired marc, yet she will plod. There 
must be conclusions. Well, I cannot tell. 

Enter Pistol and Hostess. 

Bard, Here comes Ancient Pistol and his 
wife : good corporal, be patient here. How now, 
mine host Pistol ! 30 

• Pist, Base tike, call’st thou me host? 

Now, by this hand, I swear, I scorn the term; 
Nor shall my Nell keep lodgers. 

Host, No, by my trotn, not long; for we 
cannot lodge and board a dozen or fourteen gen- 
tlewomen that live honestly by the prick of their 
needles, but it will be thought we keep a bawdy 
house straight. [Nym and Pistol draw,'\ O well 
a day, Lady, if he be not drawn now ! we shall 
see wilful adulteiy and murder committed. 40 

Bard* Good lieutenant ! good corporal ! offer 
nothing here. 

Nynt, Pish 1 

• Pist* Pish for thee, Iceland dog ! thou prick* 

ear’d cur of Iceland ! 

Host, Good Corporal Nym, show thy valour, 
and put up your sword. 

• Nym, will you shpg off? I would have you 

• solus. 

Pist* * Solus,’ egregious do^? O viper vile I 
The ' solus’ in my most mervailous face; 50 
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The * solus ’ in thy teeth, and in thy throat, 

• And in thy hateful lungs, yea, in thy maw, perdy. 
And, which is worse, within ^y nasty mouth 1 

I do retort the * solus’ in thy bowels; 

For I can take, and Pistol’s cock is up. 

And flashing fire will follow. 

• Nym. I am not Barbason; you cannot conjure 
me. I have an humour to knock you indifferently 
well. If you grow foul with me, Pistol, I will 
scour you with my rapier, as I may, in fair terms : 
if you would walk off, I would prick your ^ts a 
little* in good terms, as 1 may : and that°s the 
humour of it. 

Pist, O braggart vile and damned furious 
wight ! 

The grave doth gape, and doting death is near ; 

• Therefore exhale. 

Bard, Hear me, hear me what I say : he that 
strikes the first stroke, 1 ’ll run him up to the hilts, 
as I am a soldier. [Draws, 

m Pist. An oath of mickle might ; and fury shall 
abate. 70 

Give me thy fist, thy fore-foot to me give : 

Thy spirits are most tall. 

Nym, I will cut thy throat, one time or other, 
in fair tenns : that is the humour of it. 

• Pist, ‘Couple a gorge !* 

That is the word. I thee defy again. 

0 hound of Crete, think’ st thou my spouse to get? 

• No; to the spital go, 

• And from the powdering-tub of infamy 

• Fetch forth the lazar kite of Cressid’s kind, 80 
Doll Tearsheet she by name, and her espouse : 

1 have, and I will hold, the quondam Quickly 

• For the only she; and — pauca, there's enough. 
Go to. 


52 mav). Stomach. 

57 Barbason. A demon. 

56 exhale, i.e. draw your sword. 

70 mickle. Great. 

75 'Couple a gorge!* Inaccurate French for ‘cut the 
throat’. 

78 spital. Hospital. 

79 powdering-tub. Slang for the hot tub treatment of 
venereal disease. 

80 lazar kite of Cressid’s kind. A leprous whore like 
Cressid, who, according to Robert Henryson’s Testa- 
ment of Cressidy ended her days as leper and beggar. 

83 pauca. Few, i.c. words. 

91—92 yield the craw a pudding. Proverbial for ‘to be 
food for crows on the gallows’. 

103 compound. Decide. 


Enter the Boy. 

Boy, Mine host Pistol, you must come to my 
master, and you, hostess : he is very sick, and 
would to bed. Good Bardolph, put thy face 
between hi 5 sheets, and do the office of a warm- 
ing-pan. Faith, he’s very ill. 

Bard, Awsiy, you rogue I 90 

• Host. By my troth, he’ll yield the crow a 
pudding one of these days. The king has killed 
his heart. Good husband, come home presently. 

[Exeunt Hostess and Boy. 

Bard. Come, shall I make you two friends? 
We must to France together : why the devil should 
we keep knives to cut one another’s throats? 

Pist. Let floods o’erswell, and fiends for food 
howl on ! 

Nym. You’ll pay me the eight shillings I won 
of you at betting? 

Pist. Base is the slave that pays. 100 

Nym. That now I will have : that’s the humour 
of it. 

• Pist. As manhood shall compound : push home. 

[ ihety draw, 

Bard. By this sword, he that makes the first 
thrust, ni kill him; by this sword, I will, 

Pist. Sword is an oath, and oaths must have 
their course. 

Bard. Corporal Nym, an thou wilt be friends, 
be friends : an thou wilt not, why, then, be enemies 
with me too. Prithee, put up. 

Nym. I shall have my eight shillings I won of 
you at betting? xxz 
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112 noble. Coin worth six shillings and eightpence. 
116 sutler. Seller of provisions. 

124 quotidian tertian. The Hostess is confusing two 
different fevers. 

190 fr acted. Broken. 

192 careers. Gallops at full speed. 

8 bedfellow. Scrod|> had been a favourite of Henry. 


» Pist A noble ahalt thouhave^ and present pay ; 
And liquor likewise will I pve to thee^ 

And friendship shall combmct and brodierhood: 
I'll live by Nyin, and Nym shall live by me ; 
a Is not this just? for I shall sutler be 
Unto the camp, and profits will accrue. 

Give me thy hand. 

Nym. I shall have my noble ? 

Pist. In cash most justly paid. . xao 

Nym. Well, then, that’s the humour of’t. 

Re-enter Hostess. 

Host. As ever you came of women, come in 
quicklv to Sir John. Ah, poor heart I he is so 
a snaked of a burning quotidian tertian, that it is 
most lamentable to behold. Sweet men, come to 
him. 

Nym. The king hath run bad humours on the 
knight ; that’s the even of it 
Pist. Nym, thou hast spoke the right; 
a His heart is fradled and corroborate. ^ 130 

Nym. The king is a good king : but it must be 
a as it may; he passes some humours and careers. 
Pist. Let us condole the knight; for, lambkinst 
we will live. 

Scene II. Southampton. A counciUchamher. 

Exeter, Bedford, Westmoreland. 

Bed. ’Fore Cknl, his grace is bold, to trust these 
traitors. 

Exe. They shall be apprehended by and by. 
West. How smooth and even they do bear 
themselves ! 

As if allegiance in their bosoms sat. 

Crowned with faith and constant loyalty. 

Bed. The king hath note of all that diey intend. 
By interception which they dream not of. 
a Exe. Nay, but the man that was his bedfellow. 
Whom he hath dull’d and cloy’d with gracious 
favours. 

That he should, for a foreim purse, so sell xo 
His sovereign’s life to deam and treachery. 

TrumMs sound. Enter King Henry, Scroop, 
CAMBRIDGE, Grey, and Attendants. 

K. Hen. Now sits the wind fair, and we will 
aboard. 

My Lord of Cambridge, and my kind Lord of 
Masham, 

And you, my gentle knight, givemevour thoughts : 
Think you not that the powers we bear with us 
Will cut their pas^e through the force of France, 
Doing the execution and the aA 
For which we have in head assembled them? 
Scroop. No doubt, my liege, if each man do 
his best 

K. Hen. I doubt not that; since we are well 
persuaded ao 

We caurry not a heart with us from hence 
That grows not in a fair consent with ours. 

Nor leave not one behind that doth not wish 
Success and conquest to attend on us. 

Cam. Never was monarch better fear’d and 
loved 

Than is your mui^sty: there’s not, 1 Aink, a 
suljeA 

That rits in heart^ef and uneasifl 
Under the sweet Made of your gos 
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True: those that were your father’s 
enemies 


40 Enlarge, Set free. 


Have steep’d their galls in honey and do serve you 
With hearts create of duty and of zeal. 3z 

K. Hen. We therefore have great cause of 
thankfulness ; 

And shall forget the office of our hand» 

Sooner than quittance of desert and merit 
According to the weight and worthiness. 

Scroop, So service shall with steeled sinews 
tou, 

And labour shall refresh itself with hope. 

To do your grace incessant services. 

JC, fien. We judge no less. Uncle of Exeter, 

• Enlarge the man committed yesterday, 40 

That rail’d against our person : we consider 

It was excess of wine that set him on ; 

• And on his more advice we pardon him. 

• Scroop, That’s mercy, but too much security : 
Let him be punish’d, sovereign, lest example 
Breed, by his sufferance, more of such a land. 

K, Hen. O, let us yet be merciful. 

Cam, So may your highness, and yet punish 
too. 


Crw. Sir, 

You show great mercy, if you give him life, 50 
After the taste of much corre<5hon. 

K, Hen, Alas, your too much love and care 
of me 

• Are heavy orisons ’gainst this poor wretch ! 

• If little faults, proceeding on oistemper, 

Shall not be wuik’d at, how shall we stretch our 
eye 

When capital crimes, chew’d, swallow’d and di- 
gested, 

before us? We’ll yet enlam that man, 
id Grey, in their 


Appear 
Though 


:h Cambridge, Scroop an< 
[ear care 


now to our 
60 


And tender preservation of our person, 

Would have him punish’d. And 
French causes: 

• Who are the late commissioners? 

CeuH. I one. my lord : 

Your highness bade me ask for it to-day. 

Scroop. So did you me, my liege. 

Grey, And I, my royal sovereign. 

K, Hen, Then, Richard Earl of Cambridge, 
there is yours : 

There yours, Lord Sc^xKip of Masham ; and, sir 
knight. 

Grey of Norihumberland, this same is yours : 

Read them ; and know. I know your worthiness. 

My Lord of Westmoreland, and uncle Exeter, 70 

We will aboard to night Why, how now, gen- 
tlemen! 


What see you in those papers that you lose 
So much complexion? Low ye, how they change ! 
Their chedks are paper. Why, what read you 
there. 

That hath so oowarded and chased your blood 
Out of appearance? 

Cam. I do confess my fault ; 

And do submit me to your highness’ mercy. 

} To whidi we all appeal. 

K. aen. The mercy that liras quidc in us but 
late. 

By your own ooimsel is suppcesuTd and kill’d : 8o 
You must not dare, for drnina^ to talk of mercy; 


43 Off hu more advice. Thinking better of it. 

44 security. Excessive confidence. 
tS orisons. Pleas. 

B4 distemper. Drunkenness. 

41 late. Newly appointed. 



Henry : What see you in those papers that you lose so 
much complexion?’ Painting by Henry Fuseli (1741- 
1825) 
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90 practices. Plots. 

108 That admiration . . . them. That they did not arouse 
astonishment. 

114 suggest. Seduce. 

116 fetch 'd. Contrived. 

1 23 Tartar. Tartarus, one of the classical names for Hell. 



Hell’s mouth and interior. Nineteenth century engrav- 
ing from the chapel at Stratford-upon-Avon 

126 jealousy. Suspicion. 

127 affiance. Trust. 

134 complement. Demeanour. 

137 bolted. Sifted. 

139 full-fraught. Fully imbued (with good qualities). 


For your own reasons turn into your bosoms* 

As dogs upon their masters* worrving you. 

See yoi^ my princes and my noble peers* 

These Englisn monsters ! My Lord of Cambridge 
here* 

You know how apt our love was to accord 
To furnish him with all appertinents 
Belonging to his honour ; and this man 
Hath* for a few light crowns* lightly conspired* 

• And sworn unto the pradlices of France* 90 
To kill us here in Hampton : to the which 

This knight* no less for bounty bound to us 
Than Cambridge is* hath likewise sworn. But. O* 
What shall 1 say to thee* Lord Scroop? thou 
cruel* 

Ingrateful, savage and inhuman creature ! 

Thou that didst Dear the key of all my counsels* 
That knew'st the very bottom of my soul, 

That almost mightst have coin’d me into gold, 
Wouldst thou have pra( 5 lised on me for thy use! 
May it be possible* that foreign hire 100 

Could out of thee extradl one spark of evil 
That might annoy my finger? 'tis so strange, 
That* though the truth of it stands off as gross 
As black and white, my eye will scarcely see it. 
Treason and murder ever kept together. 

As two yoke-devils sworn to cither’s purpose* 
Working so grossly in a natural cause, 

• That admiration did not hoop at them : 

But thou, ’gainst all proportion, didst bring in 
Wonder to wait on trea.son and on murder: no 
And whatsoever cunning fiend it was 
That wrought upon thee so preposterously 
Hath got the voice in hell for excellence : 

• All other devils that suggest by treasons 
Do botch and bungle up damnation 

• With patches* colours* and with forms being 

fetch’d 

From glistering semblances of piety ; 

But he that temper’d thee bade thee stand up* 
Gave thee no instance why thou shouldst do 
treason, 

Unless to dub thee with the name of traitor. 120 
If that same demon that hath gull’d thee thus 
Should with his lion gait walk the whole world* 

• He might return to vasty Tartar back, 

And tell the legions ‘ I can never win 
A soul so easy as that Englishman’s.’ 

• O, how hast thou with jealousy infeAed 

• The sweetness of affiance ! Show men dutiful ? 
Why* so didst thou : seem they grave and learned? 
Why* so didst thou: come they of noble family? 
Why* so didst thou: seem they religious? 130 
Why* so didst thou : or arc they spare in diet* 
Free from gross passion or of mirth or anger, 
Consent in spirit, not swerving with the blood, 

• Garnish’d and deck’d in modest complement* 

Not working with the eye without the ear* 

And but in purged judgement trusting neither? 

• Such and so finely bolted didst thou seem : 

And thus thy fall hath left a kind of blot* 

• To mark the full-fraught man and best indued 
With some suspicion. 1 will weep for thee ; 140 
For this revolt of thine* methinks, is like 
Another fall of man. Their faults are open : 
Arrest them to the answer of the law ; 

And God acquit them of their pradtioes ! 

£xe* I arrest thee of high treason* by the name 
of Richard Earl of Cambridge. 
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I arrest thee of high treason, by the name of 
Henry Lord Scroop of Masham. 

I arrest thee of high treason, by the name of 
Thomas knight, of Northumberland. 150 

Scroop, Our purposes God justly hath disco- 
ver'd ; 

And I repent my fault more than my death ; 
Which I beseech your highness to forgive, 
Although my body pay the price of it. 

Cam, P or me, the gold of France did not 
seduce •, 

Although 1 did admit it as a motive 
The sooner to effecfl what I intended : 

But God be thanked for prevention ; 

Which I in sufferance heartily will rejoice, 
Beseeching God and you to pardon me. 160 
Grey, Never did faithful .subje<5l more rejoice 
At the discovery of most dangerous treason 
Than I do at this hour joy o’er myself, 

Prevented from a damned enterprise : 

My^fault, but not my body, pardon, sovereign. 

A'. Hen, God quit you in his mercy! Hear 
your sentence. 

You have conspired against our royal person. 
Join’d with an enemy proclaim’a and from his 
coffers 

• Received the golden earnest of our death ; 
Wherein you would have sold your king to 

slaughter, 170 

His princes and his peers to servitude, 

His subjedls to oppression and contempt 
And his whole kingdom into desolation. 

Touching our person seek we no revenge ; 

But we our kingdom’s safety must so tender, 
Whose ruin you have sought, that to her laws 
We do deliver you. Get you therefore hence. 
Poor miserable wretches, to your death : 

The taste whereof, God of his mercy give 
You patience to endure, and true repentance 180 

• Of all your dear offences ! Bear them hence. 

[Exeunt Cambridge^ Scroop and Grey^ 

guarded. 

Now, lords, for France; the enterprise whereof 
Shall be to you, as us, like glorious. 

We doubt not of a fair and lucky war, 

Since God so graciously hath brought to light 
This dangerous treason lurking in our way 
To hinder our beginnings. We doubt not now 

• But every rub is smoothed on our way. 

Then forth, dear countrymen : let us deliver 
Our puissance into the hand of God, 190 

Putting it straight in expedition. 

Cheerly to sea ; the si|^ns of war advance : 

No king of England, if not king of France. 

[Exeunt, 



Costume design for Sir Thomas Grey of Northumber- 
land by Tanya Moisewitch, Stratford-upon-Avon, 1951 


109 golden earnest. Payment in gold. 
181 dear. Dire. 


Scene III. London, Before a tavern. 188 n<6. Obstacle. 

Enter Pistol, Hostess, Nym, Bardolph, and 

S yearn. Grieve. 

Host. Prithee, honey-sweet husband, let me 
bnn^ thee to Staines. 

• Pist. No; for my manly heart doth yearn. 

Bardolph, be blithe: Nym, rouse thy vaunting 
veins : 

Boy, bristle thy courage up ; for Falstaff he is dead, 

And we must yearn therefore. 

Bard. Would I were with him, wheresome’er 
he is, either in heaven or in hell I 
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Sir John Falstalf. Engraving from a 19th century 
painting (detail) 


12 ckristom. Newly christened. 

29 out of sack. Against sherry. 

81 * Pitch and Pay*. No credit; cash only. 


88 Caveto. Beware. 



Pistol (Jeffrey Dench), Boy (Richaid Derrington) and the 
Hostess (Valerie Lush). Royal Shakespeare Co, 1977 


Host Nay» sure, he’s not in hell: he’s in 
Arthur’s bosom, if ever man went to Arthur’s 
bosom. A’ made a finer end and went away an 

• it had been any christom child ; a* parted even 
just between twelve and one, even at the turning 
o’ the tide : for after I saw him fumble with the 
sheets and pla^ with flowers and smile upon his 
fingers’ ends, 1 knew there was but one way ; for 
his nose was as sharp as a pen, and a* babbled of 
men fields. * How now. Sir John !’ quoth I : 
^what, man ! be o’ good cheer.’ So a’ cried out 
‘God, God, God!* three or four times. Now I, 
to comfort him. bid him a’ should not think of 
God ; I hoped there was no need to trouble him- 
self with any such thoughts yet. So a’ bade^ me 
lay more clothes on his feet : I put my hand into 
the bed and felt them, and they were as cold as 
any stone ; then I felt to his knees, and they were 
as cold as any stone, and so upward and upward, 
and all was as cold as any stone. 

Nym, They say he cried out of sack. 

Host. Ay, that a’ did. 30 

Bard. Ajid of women. 

Host Nay, that a’ did not. 

Boy. Yes, that a* did; and said they were 
devils incarnate. 

Host A’ could never abide carnation ; ’twas 
a colour he never liked. 

Boy. A’ said once, the devil would have him 
about women. 

Host. Pl did in some sort, indeed, handle 
women ; but then he was rheumatic, and talked 
of the whore of Babylon. 41 

Boy. Do you not remember, a’ ^w a flea 
stick upon Bardolph’s nose, and a’ said it was a 
black soul burning in hell-fire? 

Bard. Well, the fuel is gone that maintained 
that fire : that’s all the riches I got in his service. 

Nym. Shall we shog? the king will be gone 
from Southampton. 

Pist. Come, let’s away. My love, give me 
thy lips. 

Look to my chattels and my movables : 50 

• Let senses rule ; the word is ‘Pitch and Pay:’ 
Trust none ; 

For oaths are straws, men’s faiths are wafer- 
cakes. 

And hold-fast is the only dog, my duck : 

• Therefore, Caveto be thy counsellor. 

Go, clear thy crystals. Yoke-fellows in arms. 

Let us to France ; like horse-leeches, my boys. 
To suck, to suck, the very blood to suck ! 

Boy. And that’s but unwholesome food, they 
say. & 

Pist Touch her soft mouth, and march. 

Bard. Farewell, hostess. [Kissinsr her. 

Nym. I cannot kiss, that is the humoui of it ; 
but, adieu. 

Pist. Let housewifery appear: keep close, I 
thee command. 

Host Farewell; adieu, {Exeunt. 

Scene IV. France. The King’s palace. 

Fleurish. Enter the French the Dau- 

phin, the Dukes of Berri and Bretagne, 
the Constable; and others. 

Fr. King. Thus comes the English with full 
power upon us; 
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And more than carefully it us concerns 
To answer royally in our defences. 

Therefore the Dukes of Berri and of Bretame, 
Of Brabant and of Orleans, shall make forth. 

And you. Prince Dauphin, with all swift dis- 
patcm, 

• To line and new repair our towns of war 

With men of courage and with means defendant ; 
For England his approaches makes as fierce 

• As waters to the sucking of a gulf. lo 

It fits us then to be as provident 

As fear may teach us out of late examples 

• Left by the fatal and negledted English 
Upon our fields. 

Dau. My most redoubted father. 

It is most meet we arm us ’gainst the foe : 

For peace itself should not so dull a kingdom, 
Though war nor no known quarrel were in ques- 
tion. 

But that defences, musters, preparations. 

Should be maintain’d, assembled and colledled, 
As were a war in expe<^tion. 20 

Therefore, I say ’tis meet we all go forth 
To view the sick and feeble parts of France : 

And let us do it with no show of fear ; 

No, with no more than if we heard that England 

• Were busied with a Whitsun morris-dance : 

For, my good liege, she is so idly king'd, 

Her sceptre so fantastically borne 

By a vain, giddy, shallow, humorous youth, 

That fear attends her not. 

Con. O peace. Prince Dauphin ! 

You are too much mistaken in this king : 30 

Question your grace the late ambassadors. 

With what great state he heard their embassy. 
How well supplied with noble counsellors. 

How modest in exception, and withal 
How terrible in constant resolution. 

And you shall find his vanities forespent 

• Were but the outside of the Roman Brutus, 
Covering discretion with a coat of folly ; 

As gardeners do with ordure hide those roots 
That shall first spring and be most delicate. 40 
Dau. Well, ^is not so, my lord high con- 
stable ; 

But though we think it so, it is no matter: 

In cases of defence 'tis best to weigh 
The enemy more mighty than he seems : 

So the proportions of defence are fill’d ; 

Which of a weak and nigg^ly projedlion 
Doth, like a miser, spoil his coat with scanting 
A little cloth. 

Fr. King. Think we King Harry strong ; 
And, princes, look you strong^ arm to meet him. 

• The kindred of him hath been flesh’d upon us ; 50 
And he is bred out of that bloody strain 

That haunted us in our familiar paths : 

Witness our too much memorable shame 
When Cressy ^ttle fatally was struck, 

And all our princes carved by the hand ^ 

Of that bla^ name, Edward, Black Prince of 
Wales ; 

Whiles that his mountaun sire, on mountain stand- 

Upi&% air, crown’d with the golden sun, 

Saw his heroical seed, and smiled to see him, 
Mangle the work of nature and deface 60 

The patterns that by God and by French fitthers 
Had twenty years been made. This is a stem 


7 lint. Strengthen. 

10 gulf. Whirlpool. 

13 neglected. Despised. 

28 Whitsun morris-dance. Country dances were per- 
formed at Whitsuntide. 



A morris dance. Engraving by Israel von Mecheln from 
j.O. Halliwell's edition of Shakespeare’s works, 1853-05 


37 Roman Brutus. Lucius Junius Brutus, who feigned 
madness to prevent Tarquin, last king of Rome, of 
suspecting him of conspiracy. 

60 flesh*d. Initiated to blood-shed. 
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70 spend their mouths. Cry. 



Costume design for the Dauphin by John Bury with 
Ann Curtis, Royal Shakespeare Co, 1964 

86 sinisur. Illegitimate. 

•1 evmly. Truly. 


Of that vidlorious stock ; and let us fear 
The native mightiness and fate of him. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess, Ambassadors from Harry King of 
England 

Do crave admittance to your majesty. 

Fr. King, We’ll give them present audience. 
Go, and bring them. 

[Exeunt Messenger and certain Lords. 
You see this chase is hotly follow’d, friends. 

Dati. Turn head, and stop pursuit; for coward 
dogs 

» Most spend their mouths when what they seem 
to threaten 70 

Runs far before them. Good my sovereign. 

Take up the English short, and let them know 
Of what a monarchy you are the head : 

Self-love, my liege, is not so vile a sin 
As self-negled\ing. 

Re-enter Lords, Tvith Exeter and train, 

Fr. Kiitg. From our brother England? 

Exe. From him; and thus he greets your 
majesty. 

He wills you, in the name of God Almighty, 

That you divest yourself, and lay apart 
The borrow’d glories that by gift of heaven. 

By law of nature and of nations, 'long 80 

To him and to his heirs; namely, the crown 
And all wide-stretched honours that pertain 
By custom and the ordinance of times 
Unto the crown of France. That you may know 

• ’Tis no sinister nor no awkward claim, 

Pick’d from the worm-holes of long-vanish’d days. 
Nor from the dust of old oblivion raked. 

He sends you this most memorable line. 

In every branch truly demonstrative; 

Willing you overlook this pedigree : 90 

• And when you find him evenly derived 
From his most famed of famous ancestors, 

Edward the Third, he bids you then resign 
Your crown and kingdom, indirecflly held 
From him the native and true challenger. 

Fr. King. Or else what follows? 

Exe, Bloody constraint ; for if you hide the 
crown 

Even in your hearts, there will he rake for it : 
Therefore in fierce tempest is he coming. 

In thunder and in earthquake, like a Jove, 100 
That, if requiring fail, he will compel ; 

And bids you, in the bowels of the Lord, 

Deliver up the crown, and to take mercy 
On the poor souls for whom this hungry war 
Opens his vasty jaws ; and on your head 
Turning the widows' tears, the orphans’ cries. 

The dead men’s blood, the pining maidens’ groans. 
For husbands, fathers and betrothed lovers, 

That shall be swallow’d in this controversy. 

This is his claim, his threatening and my mes- 
sage; xxo 

Unless the Dauphin be in presence here. 

To whom expressly I bring greeting too. 

Fr, King, For us, we will consider of this 
further : 

To-morrow shall you bear our full intent 
Back to our brother England. 

Dau, For the Dauphin, 

I stand here for him : what to him from England? 
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Exe, Scorn and defiance ; slight regard, con- 
tempt, 

And any thing that may not misbecome 
The mighty sender, doth he prize you at. 

Thus says my king ; an if your father’s highness 
Do not, in grant of all demands at large, 121 
Sweeten the bitter mock you sent his majesty, 
He*Il call you to so hot an answer of it, 

• That caves and womby vaultages ot France 
Shall chide your trespass and return your mock 

• In second accent of his ordnance. 

Dau, Say, if my father render fair return. 

It is against my will; for I desire 
Nothing but odds with England : to that end, 

As matching to his youth and vanity, 130 

1 did present him with the Paris balls. 

Exe, He’ll make your Paris Louvre shake 
for it, 

Were it the mistress-court of mighty Europe : 
And, be assured, you’ll find a difference. 

As we his subjects have in wonder found. 
Between the promise of his greener days 
And these he masters now : now he weighs time 
Even to the utmost grain : that you shall read 
In your own losses, if he stay in France. 

Fr, King, To-morrow shall you know our 
mind at full. 140 

Exe, Dispatch us with all speed, lest that 
our king 

Come here himself to question our delay ; 

For he is footed in this land already. 

Fr, King. You shall be soon dispatch’d with 
fair conditions : 

A night is but small breath and little pause 
To answer matters of this consequence. 

[Flourish, Exeunt. 

ACT III. 

PROLOGUE. 

Enter Chorus. 

• Chor, Thus with imagined wing our swift 

scene flies 

In motion of no less celerity 
Than that of thought. Suppose that you have 
seen 

The well-appointed king at Hampton pier 
Embark his royalty ; and his brave fleet 
With silken streamers the young Phoebus fanning : 
Play with your fancies, and in them behold 
Upon the hempen tackle ship-boys climbing; 
Hear the shrill whistle which dom order give 
To sounds confused ; behold the threaden sails, 
Borne with the invisible and creeping wind, xz 
Draw the huge bottoms through the furrow’d sea, 
Breasting the lofty surge: O, do but think 

• You stand upon the rivage and behold 

A city on the inconstant oillows dancing ; 

For so appears this fleet majesticaL 

Holding due course to Harneur. Follow, follow: 

Grapple your minds to stemage of this navy. 

And leave your England, as dead midnight still, 
Guarded with grandsires, babies and old women, 
Either past or not arrived to pith and puissance ; 
For who is he, whose chin is out enrich’d 
With one appearing hair, that will not follow 
These cull’d and choice-drawn cavaliers to France t 


124 womby vaultages. Hollow caverns. 

126 second . . . ordnance. Echoing his artillery. 



Henry V, (F.R. Benson) departs for France, Stratford- 
upon-Avon, igoi. 


1 imagined wing. The wings of imagination. 
14 rivage. Shore. 



English ships of war. Engraving from a 15th century 
manuscript 
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33 linstock. The stick which held the gunner’s match. 



King Henry; ‘Once more unto the breach . . Breaching 
tower, typical of those used at the time of Henry V. 
Engraving from Old England, 1854 


10 portage. Port holes. 

12 galled. Worn away. 

13 confounded. Wasted. 



King Henry : ‘On, on, you noblest English . . Scene 
illustration from William Charles Macready’s produc- 
tion, Covent Garden Theatre, London, 1839 


IS fet. Fetched. 
31 slips. Leashes. 


Worky work your thoughts, and therein see a 
sicEc ; 

Behold the ordnance on their carriages. 

With fatal mouths gamng on girded Harfleur. 
Suppose the ambassador from the French comes 
back; 

Tells Harry that the king doth offer him 
Katharine his daughter, and with her, to dowry, 
Some pettv and unprofitable dukedoms. 31 

The offer likes not : and the nimble gunner 

• With linstock now the devilish cannon touches, 

[AlarufHy and chambers gp off. 
And down goes all before them. Still be kind. 
And eke out our performance with your mind* 

\Exii. 

Scene I. France. Before Harfleur, 

Alartun, Enter King Henry, Exeter, Bed- 
ford, Gloucester, Soldiers, withscaling- 
ladders, 

K, Hen, Once more unto the breach, dear 
friends, once more; 

Or close the wall up with our English dead. 

In peace there’s nothing so ^comes a man 
As modest stillness and humility : 

But when the blast of war blows in our ears. 
Then imitate the adiion of the tiger ; 

Stiffen the sinews, suinmon up the blood, 
Disguise fair nature with hard-favour’d rage ; 
l*hen lend the eye a terrible aspedl ; 

• Let it pry through the portaae of the head xo 
Like the brass cannon ; let tne brow o’erwhelm it 

• As fearfully as doth a galled rock 

• O’erhang and jutty his confounded base, 

Swill’d with the wild and wasteful ocean. 

Now set the teeth and stretch the nostril wide, 
Hold hard the breath and bend up every spirit 
To his full height. On, on, you noblest English, 

• Whose blood is fet from fathers of war-proof I 

Fathers that, like so many Alexanders, 19 

Have in these parts from mom till even fought 
And sheathed their swords for lack of argument : 
Dishonour not your mothers ; now attest 

That those whom you call’d fathers did beget you. 
Be copy now to men of grosser blood, 

And teach them how to war. And you, good 
yeomen, 

Whose limbs were made in England, show us here 
The mettle of your pasture ; let us swear 
That you are worth your breeding; which I 
doubt not; 

For there is none of you so mean and base. 

That hath not noble lustre in your eves. 30 

• I see you stand like greyhounds in the slips, 
Straining upon the start The ^ame^s afoot : 
Follow your spirit, and upon this cha^ 

Cry * GMfor Harry, England, and Saint Geoige T 
[Exetsnt, Alarum^ and chanAersge off. 

ScBNB II. The usme. 

Enter Nym, Bardolfh, Pistol, assd Boy. 

Bard. On, on, on, on, on ! to the breach, to 
the breach! 

A^. Pray thee, corporal, stay: die knodts 
are too hot ; and, for mine own part, 1 have not 

• acaseofUves: the bunioiir of It is ese bcii Ihit 
btha verypkin-fongofit 


S cose. Set. 
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Pist The pIain*ioiig is most just; for humours 
do abound: 

Knocks go and come ; God’s vassals drop and die ; 
And sword and shield^ 

In bloody fieldp xo 

Doth vrin immortal fame. 

Would I were in an alehouse in London I 
I woidd give all my fame for a pot of ale and 
safety. 

Pu/. And I : 

If wishes would pKvail with me, 

My purpose should not fail with me. 

But thither would I hie. 

Bay. As duly, but not as truly, 

As bird doth sing on bough. 20 

Enter Fluellen. 

Flu. Up to the breach, ^ou dogs! avaunt, 

• you cullions I {Driving them forward. 

• Piet. Be merciful, great ouke, to men of 

mould. 

Abate thy rage, abate thy manly rage, 

Abate thy rage, great duke I 

• Good bawcow, bate thy rage ; use lenity, sweet 

chuck! 

Nym. These be good humours ! your honour 
wins bad humours. [Exeunt all but Boy. 

Boy. As young as I am, I have observed these 

• three swashers. I am boy to them all three : but 
all they three, though they would serve me, could 

• not be man to me ; for indeed three such antics 
do not amount to a man. For Bardolph, he is 
white-livered and red-faced ; by the means where- 
of a’ faces it out, but fights not. For Pistol, he 
hath a killing tonrae and a quiet sword ; by the 
means whereof a’ oreaks words, and keeps whole 
weapons. For Nym, he hath heard that men of 
few words are the best men; and therefore he 
scorns to say his prayers, lest a’ should be thought 
a coward: but his few bad words are matched 
with as few good deeds ; for a’ never broke any 
man’s head but his own, and that was against a 
post when he was drunk. They will steal any 
thing, and call it purchase. Bardolph stole a lute- 
case, bore it twelve leagues, and sold it for three 
half-pence. N3rm and Bai^olph are sworn bro- 
thers in filching, and in ptiais they stole a fire- 
shovel : I knew bv that piece of service the men 

• would car^ coals. They would have me as 
familiar with men’s po^ets as their gloves or 
their handkerchers : which makes mu(£ against 
my manhood, if I should take from another’s 
pocket to put into mine ; for it is plain pocketing 
up of wrong8« I must leave them, and seek some 
better service : their villany goes against my weak 
stomach, and therefore I must cast it up. [Exit 

Re-enter Fluellen, Gower following. 

Cow. Captain Fluellen, ym must come pre- 
sently to the mines; the Duke of Gloucester 
would 4peak with you. 60 

Fi$L To the mines I tell you the duke, it is not 
•0 good' to come to the mines ; for, look you, the 
miMS li tot according to the disdpUnes of the 
war; the ooncavities of it is not sufficient; for, 
Mk ithversary, you may discuss unto 

^ look you, is digt himself four yard 


22 cullions. Scoundrels. 

23 mould. Earth, i.e. mortal men. 

26 batvcock. Fine fellow; from the French beau coq. 



Costume design for Boy by John Bury with Ann Curtis, 
Royal Shakespeare Co, 1964 

30 swashers. Blusterers. 

32 antics. Clowns. 

10 carry coals. Submit to affronts or perform degrading 
work. 
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68 plow. Blow; Fluellen uses ‘p’ for ‘b’ 
76 disciplines. Tactics. 

82 expedition. Experience. 

92 pioners. Sappers and mine diggers. 
110 quit Answ^er vou. 



Soldiers at the time ol Henry \. Nineteenth eeiiiur\ 
engraving from a medieval manuscript. 


under the countermines : by Cheshu, I think a’ 

• will plow up all, if there is not better directions. 

Gow. The Duke of Gloucester, to whom the 
order of the siege is given, is altogether diredVed 
by an Irishman, a very valiant gentleman, i’ faith. 

Flu. It is Ca|)tain Maemorris, is it not? 

Gow. I think it be. 

Flu. By Cheshu, he is an ass, as in the world ; 
I will verify as much in his beard: he has no 

• more directions in the true disciplines of the wars, 
look you, of the Roman disciplines, than is a 
puppy-dog. 

Enter Macmorris and Captain Jamy. 

Gow. Here a’ comes ; and the Scots captain, 
Captain Jamy, with him. 8o 

Flu. Captain Jamy is a marvellous falorous 

• gentleman, tWt is certain ; and of great expedition 
and knowledge in th’ aunchient wars, upon my 
particular knowledge of his directions : by Cheshu, 
he will maintain his argument as well as any 
milita^ man in the world, in the disciplines of 
the pristine wars of the Romans. 

Jamy. I say gud-day, Captain Fluellen. 

Flu. God-den to your worship, good Captain 
James. 90 

Gow. How now, Captain Macmorris! have 

• you quit the mines? have the pioners given o*cr? 

Mac. By Chrish, la! tish ill done: the work 
ish give over, the trompet sound the retreat. By 
my hand, 1 swear, and my father's soul, the work 
ish ill done ; it ish give over : I would have blowed 
up the town, so Chrish save me, la ! in an hour : 
O, tish ill done, tish ill done ; by my hand, tish 
ill done ! 99 

Flu. Captain Macmorris, I beseech you now, 
will you voutsafe me, look you, a few disputa- 
tions with you, as partly touching or concerning 
the disciplines of the war, the Roman wars, in 
the way of argument, look you, and friendly com- 
munication ; partly to satisfy my opinion, and 
partly for the satisfaction, look you, of my mind, 
as touching the direction of the military discipline ; 
that is the point. 

Jamy. It sail be vary gud, gud feith, gud 

• captains bath : and I sail quit you with gud leve, 
as I may pick occasion; that sail I, marry, m 

Mac. It is no time to discourse, so Chrish 
save me : the day is hot, and the weather, and 
the wars, and the king, and the dukes : it is no 
time to discourse. The town is beseeched, and 
the trumpet call us to the breach ; and we talk, 
and, be Chrish, do nothing : 'tis shame for us all : 
so God sa’ me, ’tis shame to stand still ; it is shame, 
by my hand : and there is throats to be cut, and 
works to be done ; and there ish nothing done, so 
Chrish sa’ me, la ! 121 

Jamy. By the mess, ere theise eyes of mine 
take themselves to slomber, ay’ll de gud service, 
or ay'll lig i' the grund for it ; ay, or go to death ; 
and ay’ll pay 't as valorously as I may, that sail 
I suerly do, that is the brefF and the long. 
Marry, 1 wad full fain hear some question 'tween 
you tway. 

Flu. Captain Macmorris, I think, look you, 
under your correction, there is not iltkay of your 
nation— 131 

Mac. Of my nadoa ! What Itik latif utkm? 
Ish a villain, and a bastard, and a Jma^ Jtfid a 
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rascal — What ish my nation? Who talks of my 
nation ? 

Flu* Look you, if you take the matter other- 
wise than is meant, Captain Macmorris, perad- 
venture I shall think you do not use me with that 
affability as in discretion you ought to use me, 
look you ; being as good a man as yourself, both 
in the disciplines of war, and in the derivation of 
my birth, and in other particularities. 

Iffac. I do not know you so good a man as 
myself: so Chrish save me, I will cut off your 
head. 

Cazv. Gentlemen both, you will mistake each 
other. 

ydmy. A ! that’s a foul fault. 

\A parley sounded. 
Go 7 v. The town sounds a parley. 149 

Flu, Captain Macmorris, when there is more 
better opportunity to be required, look you, I 
will be so bold as to tell you I know the disciplines 
of war ; and there is an end. {^Exeunt, 

Scene III. The same. Before the gates* 

The Governor and some Citizens ott the walls; 
the E nglisk forces below, E nter King Henry 
and his train. 

K* Hen, How yet resolves the governor of 
the town? 

This is the latest parle we will admit ; 

'rherefore to our best mercy give yourselves ; 

Or like to men proud of destru( 5 lion 
Defy us to our worst : for, as I am a soldier, 

A name that in my thoughts becomes me best, 

If I begin the battery once again, 

I will not leave the half-achieved Harfleur 
Till in her ashes she lie buried. 

The gates of mercy shall be all shut up, 10 

And the flesh'd soldier, rough and hard of heart, 
In liberty of bloody hand shall ran^e 
With conscience wide as hell, mowing like grass 
Your fresh-fair virgins and your flowering infants. 
What is it then to me, if impious war, 

Array'd in flames like to the prince of flends, 

• Do, with his smirch’d complexion, all fell feats 
Enlink’d to waste and desolation? 

What is’t to me, when you yourselves are cause. 
If your pure maidens fall into the hand ao 

Of hot and forcing violation ? 

What rein can hdd licentious wickedness 
When down the hill he holds his fierce career? 
We may as bootless spend our vain command 
Upon the enraged soldiers in their spoil 
As send precepts to the leviathan 
To come ashore. Therefore, you men of Harfleur, 
Take pity of your town and of your people. 

Whiles yet my soldiers are in my command ; 
Whiles yet the cool and temperate wind of grace 
O’erblows the filthy and contagious clouds 31 
Of heady murder, spoil and villany. 

If not, why, in a moment look to see 

• The blind and bloody soldier with foul hand 
Defile the locks of your shrill-shrieking daughters ; 
Your fathers taken by the silver beards, 

And their most reverend heads dash’d to the walls. 
Your naked infants spitted upon pikes. 

Whiles the mad mothers with their howls confused 
Do break dlie clouds, as did the wives of Jewry 40 
At Herod^s bloody^hunting slaughtermen. 



Storming a town. Engraving from Old England, 1854 
17 fell. Cruel. 

34 blind. Heedless. 



A beleaguered city. Engraving from an early isth 
century manuscript 
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Scene IV. A translation of this 'language lesson* follows: 

Katherine. Alice, you’ve been in England and you speak 
the language well. 

Alice. A little, madam. 

Katherine. I pray you, teach me. 1 must learn to speak it. 
How do you say la main in English ? 

Alice. La main? It's called de hand. 

Katherine. De hand. And les doigts ? 

Alice. Les doigts? My faith, I’ve forgotten les doigts, but 
ril remember. Les doigts? I think they are called de 
hngres; yes, de fingres. 

Katherine. La main, de hand; les doigts, de fingres. I 
think I’m a good student. I’ve learned two English 
words quickly. What do you call les angles ? 

Alice. Les angles ? We call them de nails. 

Katherine. De nails. Listen, tell me if 1 speak well: 
de hand, de fingres, and de nails. 

Alice. That’s well done, madam; it’s very good English. 
Katherine. What’s the English for le bras ? 

Alice. De arm, madam. 

Katherine. And le coude ? 

Alice. De elbow. 

Katherine. De elbow. I’m going to repeat all the words 
you have taught me so far. 

Alice. I think it’s too difficult, madam. 

Katherine. Excuse me, Alice; listen: de hand, de 
fingres, de nails, de arma, de bilbow. 

Alice. De elbow, madam. 

Katherine. O Lord God, I can’t remember! de elbow. 
How do you say le col ? 


W'hat say ^ou ? will you yield, and this avoid. 
Or, guilty in defence, be thus destroy’d? 

Gav. Our expectation hath this day an end : 
The Dauphin, wnom of succours we entreated. 
Returns us that his powers are yet not readv 
To raise so great a sieae. Therefore, jpaat king, 
We yield our town and lives to thy soft mercy. 
Enter our gates ; dispose of us and ours ; 

For we no longer are defensible. so 

K. Hen. Open your gates. Come, unde 
Exeter, 

Go vou and enter Harfleur ; there remain, 

And fortify it strongly ’gainst the French : 

Use mercy to them all. For us, dear uncle. 

The winter coming on and sickness sowing 
Upon our soldiers, we will retire to Calais. 
To-night in Harfleur will we be your guest ; 
To-morrow for the march are we addrest^ 

{^Flourish. The King and his train enter 

the town. 

Scene IV. The French King’s palace. 

Enter Katharine and Alice. 

Kaih. Alice, tu as 6 t 6 en Angleterre, et tu 
paries bien le langage. 

Alice. Un peu, madame. 

Kath. Je te prie, m’enseignez; il faut que 
j’apprenne h parler. Comment rppelez-vous la 
main en Anglois ? 

Alice. jGi main? elle est appel^e de hand. 

Kath. De hand. Et les doigts ? 

Alice. Les doigts? mafoi, j’oublie les doigts; 
mais je me souviendrai. Les doigts? je pense 
qu’ils sent ampelds de fingres ; oui, de fingres. zx 

Kath. La main, de hwd ; les doigts, ^ de 
fingres. Je pense que je suis le bon dcolier ; j’ai 
gagn^ deux mots d’Anglois vltement. Comment 
appelez-vous les ongles? 

Alice. Les ongles? nous les appelons de nails. 

Kath. De nails, l^outez ; dites-moi, si je 
parle bien : de hand, de fingres, et de nails. 

Alice. C’est bien dit, madame ; il est fort bon 
Anglois. 20 

Kath. Dites-moi 1 ’ Anglois pour le bras. 

Alice. De arm, madame. 

Kath. Et le coude ? 

Alice. De elbow. 

Kath. De elbow. Je m’en fais la rdpdtition 
de tous les mots que vous m’avez appris dbs k 
present. 

Alice. Il est trop difficile, madame, comme je 
pense. 

Kath. Excusez-moi, Alice ; dcoutez : de hand, 
de fingres, de nails, de arma, de bilbow. 31 

Alice. De elbow, madame. 

Kath. O Seigneur Dieu, je m’en oublie! de 
elbow. Comment appelez-vous le col? 

Alice. De neck, madame. 

Kath. Denick. Etlementon? 

Alice. De chin. 

Kath. De sin. Le col, de nick; le menton, 
de sin. 39 

Alice. Oui. Sauf votre honneur, es wdri^ 
vous proiipnces les mots aussi droit qiia te natift 
d’ Angleterre. 

Kath. Je ne doute point 
grace de^pteti, et en jpeu de teiil^>' ' . 
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AIm. N’avez vous pas oublid ce que je 
vous ai enseignd? 

Katk, Non, je reciterai k vous promptement : 
de hand, de fingres, de mails, — 

Alice. De nails, madame. 

Kath. De nails, de arm, de ilbow. 50 

Alice. Sauf votrc honneiir, de elbow. 

^ Kath. Ainsi dis-je ; de elbow, de nick, et de 
sin. Comment appelez-vous le pied et la robe ? 
Alice. De foot, madame ; et de coun. 

Katk, De foot et de coun ! O Seigneur Dieu ! 
ce sont mots de son mauvais, corruptible, gros, 
et impudique, et non pour les dames d’honneur 
d’user : je ne voudrais prononcer ces mots devan t 
les seigneurs de France pour tout le monde. 
Foh ! le foot et le coun ! N^anmoins, je reciterai 
une autre fois ma le;on ensemble : de hand, de 
fingres, de nails, de arm, de elbow, de nick, de 
sin, de fooL de coun. 

A lice. Excellent, madame ! 

Katk. C’est assez pour une fois: allons-nous 
h diner. \jExeunt, 

Scene V. Tke same. 

Enter ike King of France, tke Dauphin, ike 
Duke op Bourbon, tke Constable of 
France, and otkers. 

Fr. Kinr. HTis certain he hath pass’d the 
river ^mme. 

Con. And if he be not fought withal, my lord, 
Let us not live in France ; let us quit all 
And give our vineyards to a barbarous people. 
Dau. O Dieu vivant! shall a few sprays 
of us, 

• The emptying of our fathers’ luxury, 

Our scions, put in wild and savage stock, 

Spirt up so suddenly into the clouds, 

• And overlook their grafters Y 

Bour. Normans, but bastard Normans, Nor- 
man bastards ! zo 

• Mort de ma vie 1 if th^ march along 
Unfought withal, but I will sell my dukedom, 

To buy a slobbery and a dirty farm 

• In that nook-shotten isle of Albion. 

• Con. Dieu de batailles I where have they this 

mettle? 

Is not their climate f<^gy, raw and dull, 

On whom, as in despite, the sun looks pale. 
Killing their fruit with frowns? Cam sodden 
vrater, 

• A drench for sur-rein’d jades, their barley-broth, 
Decodl their cold blood to such valiant heat ? 20 
And shall our quidc blood, spirited with wine. 
Seem frostv? O, for honour of our land. 

Let us not hang like roping icicles 
Upon our houses’ thatch, whiles a more frosty 
people 

Sweat drops of gallant ^^uth in our rich fields ! 
Poor we may cml them in their native lorda 
Dasi. By faith and honour, 

Our madams mock at us, and plainly say 
Our mettle is bred out and diev will give 
Tlmir bodies to the lust of English youth , ^ 30 
To new-store France with batturd warriois. 

Bear. They bid us to the F^tgUjjh dandng- 
•choob, 

e And tench lavoltas high and swift conmtos; 
Seibkf OUT grace b only in our hedb^^ 


Alice. De neck, madam. 

Katherine. De nick. And le menton ? 

Alice. De chin. 

Katherine. De sin. Le col, de nick; le menton, de sin. 

Alice. Yes. Saving your honour, truly, you pronounce 
the words as well as a native of England. 

Katherine. I’ve no doubt, with the grace of God, I 
could learn it quickly. 

Alice. You haven’t already forgotten what I’ve taught 
you? 

Katherine. No, I’ll recite them for you now: de hand, de 
fingres, de mails, - 

Alice. De nails, madam. 

Katherine. De nails, de arm, de ilbow. 

Alice. Saving your honour, de elbow. 

Katherine. That's what I said; de elbow, de nick, and 
dc sin. What do you call le pied and la robe ? 

Alice. De foot, madam; and de coun (gown). 

Katherine. De foot and dc coun! (Here the Princess 
associated these words with the indecent French words 
f outre and con). 

0 Lord! These words are bad, wicked, coarse and 
immodest, and not suitable for well-bred women to use. 

1 wouldn’t speak those words in front of the gentlemen 
of France for all the world. Foh! le foot and le counl 
Nevertheless, I’ll recite my entire lesson one more time! 
de hand, de fingres, de nails, de arm, de elbow, de nick, 
de sin, de foot, de coun. 

Alice. Excellent, madam! 

Katherine. That’s enough for one time. Let’s go to 
dinner. 


6 luxury. Lust. 

9 grafters. The original plant from which a graft (scion) 
was taken. 

11 Mort de ma vie! Death of my life! 

14 nook-shotten. Full of nooks and corners. 

19 Dieu de batailles. God of battles. 

19 drench for sur~rein*d jades. A medicinal draft for 
over-ridden horses. 

S3 lavoltas . . . corantos. Two kinds of energetic dances. 
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60 And for achietJement. In place of combat. 



Siege of Rouen. Drawing from a series made in 1493 


And that we are most lofty runaways. 

Fr. King, Where is Montjoy the herald? 
speed him hence: 

Let him greet England with our sharp defiance. 
1^, princes ! and, with spirit of honour edged 
More sharper than your swords, hie to the field : 
Charles Delabreth, high constable of France ; 40 
You Dukes of Orleans, Bourbon, and of Berri, 
Alengon, Brabant, Bar, and Burgundy; 

Jaques Chatillon, Rambures, Vaudemont, 
Beaumont, Grandprd, Roussi, and Fauconberg, 
Foix, Lestrale, Bouciqualt, and Charolois; 

High dukes, great princes, barons, lords and 
knights, 

For your great seats now quit you of great 
shames. 

Bar Harry England, that sweeps through our land 
With pennons painted in the blood of Harfieur : 
Rush on his host, as doth the melted snow 50 
Upon the valleys, whose low vassal seat 
The Alps doth spit and void his rheum upon : 

Go down upon him, you have power enough, 

And in a captive chariot into Kouen 
Bring him our prisoner. 

Con, This becomes the great. 

Sorry am I his numbers are so few, 

His soldiers sick and famish’d in their march. 

For I am sure, when he shall see our army, 

He’ll drop his heart into the sink of fear 
I And for achievement offer us his ransom. 60 
Fr, Kin^, Therefore, lord constable, haste on 
Montjoy, 

And let him say to England that we send 
To know what willing ransom he will give. 

Prince Dauphin, you shall stay with us in Rouen. 
Dau, Not so, I do beseech your majesty. 

Fr, King, Be patient, for you shall remain 
with us. 

Now forth, lord constable and princes all, 

And quickly bring us word of England’s fall. 

[Exeunt, 

Scene VI. The English camp in Picardy, 

Enter Gower and Fluellen, meeting. 

G<m, How now. Captain Fluellen ! come you 
from the bridge? 

Flu, I as.sure you, there is very excellent 
services committed at the bridge. 

Gow. Is the Duke of Exeter safe? 

Flu. The Duke of Exeter is as magnanimous 
as Agamemnon; and a man that I love and 
honour with my soul, and my heart, and my 
duty, and my life, and my living, and my utter- 
most power: he is not— God be praised and 
blessed I — ^any hurt in the world ; but keeps the 
bridge most valiantly, with excellent discipline. 
There is an aunchient lieutenant there at the 
pridge» 1 think in my very conscience he is as 
valiant a man as Mark Antony ; and he is a man 
of no estimation in the world; but I did see him 
io as gallant service. 

Gnu, What do you call himt 

Flu. He is callra Aunchient Pistol 

Gnu. t know! him not. ao 

Enter PiSTOU 

#lb> Bore is the man. 
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PisL Captain^ I thee beseech to do me fa- 
vours: 

The Duke of Exeter doth love thee well. 

Flu. Ay, I praise God; and I have merited 
some love at his hands. 

Put. Bardolph, a soldier, firm and sound of 
heart, 

And of buxom valour, hath, by cruel fate. 

And giddy Fortune’s furious nckle wheel, 

That goddess blind, 

That stands upon the rolling restless stone-~ 30 
Flu. By your patience, Aunchient Pistol. 
Fortune is pmnted blind, with a muffler afore 
her eyes, to signify to you that Fortune is blind; 
and she is painted also with a wheel, to signify to 
you, which Is the moral of it, that she is turning, 
and inconstant, and mutability, and variation; 
and her foot, look you, is fixed upon a spherical 
stone, which rolls, and rolls, and rolls: in good 
tnith, the poet makes a most excellent descrip- 
tion of it : Fortune^ is an excellent moral. 40 
Ptst. Fortune is Bardolph’s foe, and frowns 
on him ; 

• For he hath stolen a pax, and hanged must a’ be : 
A damned death ! 

Let gallows rape for do^; let man go free 
And let not hemp his wind-pipe suffocate : 

But Exeter hath given the doom of death 
For pax of little price. 

Therefore, go speak : the duke will hear thy voice ; 
And let not Bardolph’s vital thread be cut 
With edge of penny cord and vile reproach : 50 

Speak, captam, for his life, and I will thee 
requite. 

Flu. Aimchient Pistol, I do partly understand 
your meaning. 

Pist. Why then, rejoice therefore. 

Flu. Certainly, aunchient, it is not a thing to 
rejoice at : for if, look you, he were my brother, 
1 would desire the duke to use his good pleasure, 
and put him to execution ; for discipline ought to 
be used. 

• Pist. Die and be damn’d I and figo for thy 

friendship ! 60 

Flu. It is well. 

Pist. The fig of Spain ! [Exit. 

Flu. Veiy good. 

Gow. Why, this is an arrant counterfeit rascal ; 
I remember n^ now; a bawd, a cutpurse. 

Flu. I ’ll assure you, a' uttered as prave words 
at the pridge as you shall see in a summer’s day. 
But it IS very well ; what he has spoke to me, that 
is well, I warrant you, when time is serve. 69 
Gow. Why, ’tis a gull, a fool, a rogue, that 
now and then goes to the wars, to grace himself 
at his return into London under the form of a 
soldier. And such fellows are perfedt in the great 
commanders’ names : and they will learn you by 
rote where services were done; at such and such 

• a sconce at sudi a breadi, atsuefa a convoy; who 
came off bravely, who was shot, who disgraced, 
what terms the enemy stood on ; and this they 
con perfeAly in the phrase of war, which they 
trick up with new-tuned oaths , and what a heard 
of the general’s cut and a horrid suit of the camp 
will do among foaming bottles andr ale-washed 
wiu, is wonderful to be thought on. But you must 
learn to know such slanders of the age, or else you 
may be marvellously mistook. 



Costume design for Pistol by John Bury with Ann 
Curtis, Royal Shakespeare Co, 19^4 

42 pax. A piece of wood or metal with the figure of 
Christ on it. Holinshed, however, writes ‘pyx’ which is 
the box containing the consecrated host. 

60 fiffo. A gesture of contempt in which the thumb was 
thrust between the fingers. 



An ornamental figo. Engraving by F.W. Fairholt from 
J.O. HalliwcU’s edition of Shakespeare, 1853-65 


76 sconce. Round fort. 
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88—89 find a hoit in his coat. A chance to expose him. 



Henry V. Engraving from the Frontispiece to History of 
Henry V, 1704 

188 bubukles, whelks, Carbuncles, pimples. 

121 habit. Dress. 

128 bruise an injury. Squeeze a boil. 


<Fiu. I tell you what, Captain Gower; I do 
perceive he is not the man that he would gladly 

• n^e show to the world he is: if I find a hole in 

his coat, I will tell him my mind. lDr$tm Aimn£] 
Hark you. the king is coming, and I must speak 
with him from the pridge. 91 

Drum and coienrM. Enter King Henry, 
Gloucester, a$ut Soldiers. 

God pless your majesty! 

K. Hen. How now, Fluellen! earnest thou 
from the bridge? 

Flu. Ay, so please your majesty. The Duke 
of^ Exeter has very gallantly maintained the 
pridge: the French is gone off, look you: and 
there is gallant and most pravejpassues; marry, 
th* athversary was have possession o Ahe pridge ; 
but he is enforced to retize, and the I^ke of 
Exeter is master of the pridge : I can tell your 
maiesty, the duke is a prave man. zoz 

K. Hen. What men have you lost, Fluellen? 

Flu. The perdition of th’ athversary hath been 
very neat, reasonable neat: marry, formy part, 
I thiw the duke hath lost never a man, hut one 
that is like to be executed for robbing a church, 
one Bardolph, if your nugesty know the man: 

• his face is all bubiikles, and whelks, and knobs, 
and flames o’ fire : and his lips blows at his nose, 
and it is like a coal of fire, sometimes plue and 
sometimes red ; but his nose is executed, and his 
fire’s out 

AT. Hen. We would have all such offenders so 
ait off; and we give express charge, that in our 
inarches through the country, there be nothing 
compelled from the villages, nothing taken but 
paiclfor, none of the French upbraided or abused 
in disdainful language ; for when lenity and 
cruelty play for a kingdom, the gentler gamester 
is the soonest winner. zao 

Tucket. Enter Montjoy. 

• Mont. You know me by my habit 

K. Hen. Well then I know thee: what shall 
I know of thee? 

Mont. My master’s mind. 

K. Hen. Unfold it 

Mont. Thus says my king; Say thou to Harry 
of England : Though we seemed dead, we did but 
slero : advantage is a better soldier than rashness. 
Tell him we could have rebuked him at Harfleur, 

• but that we thought not good to bruise an injury 
till it were full rif^ : now we speak upon our cue, 
and our voice is imperial : England shall repent 
his foU^ see his wewness, and admire our simb- 
ance. Bid him therefore consider of his ransom ; 
which must proportion the losses we have borne, 
the suUedls we have lost, die disgrace we have 
digested; which in wei|^ to re*answer. his petti* 
ness would bow under. Tor our losses, nis exche- 
quer Is too poor ; for the effusion of our blood, die 
muster of his kinji^m too fidnt a number; and 
for our disgrace, ms own person, kneeling at our 
fe^ but a weak and worailess satbfiidUon. To 
this hdd defiance : and teO him, for conclusion, he 
hath betrayed Ms ibUowers, whose ooudemnadon 
is pronoundidl So fiur my king and master; so 
mudi my office. 

KJ Hen* What Is thy name! I know dqr 

i;^iility. 
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Mont. Montjoy. 

AT. Hen. Thou dost thy office fairly. Turn 
thee back, 

And tell thv kina I do not seek him now ; 

But could be willing to march on to Calais 150 

• Without impeachment : for, to say the sooth, 
Though ’tis no wisdom to confess so much 
Unto an enemy of craft and vantage, 

My people are with sickness much enfeebled, 

My numbers lessen'd, and those few I have 
Almost no better than so many French ; 

Who when they were in health, I tell thee, herald, 
I thought upon one pair of English legs 
Did march three Frenchmen. Yet, forgive me, 
God, 159 

That I do brag thus ! ^ This your air of France 
Hath blown that vice in me ; I must repent. 

Go therefore, tell thy master here I am ; 

My ransom is this frail and worthless trunk, 

My army but a weak and sickly guard ; 

Yet, God before, tell him we will come on, 
Thouah France himself and such another neigh- 
bour 

Stand in our way. There ’s for thy labour, Mont- 
joy. 

Go, bid thy master well advise himself : 

If we may pass, we will; if we be hinder'd, 169 
We shall your tawny ground with your red blood 
Discolour: and so, Montjoy, fare you well. 

The sum of all our answer is but this : 

We would not seek a battle, as we are ; 

Nor, as we are, we say we will not shun it: 

So tell your master. 

Mont. I shall deliver so. Thanks to your 
highness. ^ \Exit. 

Glou. I hope they will not come upon us now. 
K. Hen. We are in God’s hand, brother, not 
in theirs. 

March to the bridge ; it now draws toward night : 
Beyond the river we'll encamp ourselves, 180 
And on to-morrow bid them niarch away. 

\Exeunt. 

Scene VII. The French catnp^ near Agincourt. 

Enter the Constable of France, the Lord Ram- 
BURES, Orleans, Dauphin, with others. 

Con. Tut ! I have the best armour of the 
world. Would it were day 1 
Orl. You have an excellent armour; but let 
my horse have his due. 

Con. It is the best horse of Eur<^ie. 

Orl. Will it never be morning? 

Dau. My Lord of Orleans, and my lord high 
constable, you talk of horse and armour? 

OrL You are as well provided of both as any 
prince in the world. 10 

Dau. What a long night is this ! I will not 
change my horse with any that treads but on four 
pasterns. (^, ha ! he bounds from the earth, as 

• u his entrails were hairs ; le cheval volant, Ae 

• Pegasus, dies lesnarinesdefeu! When I bestride 
him. I soar, I am a hawk : he trots the air: the 
earm sings when he touches it; the basest horn 
of li^ hoof is more musical than the pipe of 
Hermes. 

Orl. He's of the colour of the nutmeg. ao 

Dem. And of the heat of the ginger. It is a 


111 impeachment. Hindrance. 


14 hairs, i.e. stuffed with hair like a tennis ball. 
le cheval volant. The flying horse. 


16 Pegasus. In classical mythology, the winged horse of 
Perseus, chez les narines de feu. With nostrils of Are. 



Pegasus, ridden by Perseus who holds the head of 
Medusa. A 17 th century engraving 
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34 lodging. Lying down. 

49 prescript. Prescribed. 

59-97 kern. Irish foot-soldier. French hose. Wide 
breeches, strait strossers. I'ight trousers. 

SS'-SS *Le chien . . . au hour bier ‘The dog returned to 
his own vomit, and the sow that was washed, to wallow- 
ing in the mire’. 2 Peter 2: xxii. 

90 faced out. Shamed. 



Costume design for Lord Rambures by Tanya Moise- 
witch, Stratford-upon-Avon, 1951 


beast for Perseus : he is pure air and fire ; and the 
dull elements of earth and water never appear in 
him, but only in patient stillness while his rider 
mounts him : he is indeed a horse ; and all other 
jades you may call beasts. 

Con, Indeed, my lord, it is a most absolute 
and excellent horse. 

Dau, It is the prince of palfreys ; his neigh is 
like the bidding of a monarch and his countenance 
enforces homage. 31 

Or/o No more, cousin. 

Dau, Nay, the man hath no wit that cannot, 

• from the rising of the lark to the lodging of the 
lamb, vary deserved praise on my palfrey : it is 
a theme as fluent as the sea : turn the sands into 
eloquent tongues, and my horse is argument for 
them all : 'tis a subjedl for a sovereign to reason 
on, and for a sovereign’s sovereign to ride on; 
and for the world, familiar to us and unknown,to 
lay apart their particular fundlions and wonder at 
him. I once writ a sonnet in his praise and 
began thus: ‘Wonder of nature,’ — 

Ori. I have heard a sonnet begin so to one’s 
mistress. 

Z>au. Then did they imitate that which I com- 
posed to my cour.ser, for my horse is my mistress. 

Orl, Your mistress bears well. 

• Dau. Me well ; which is the prescript praise 
and perfedlion of a good and particular mistress. 

Con, Nay, for me thought yesterday your 
mistress shrewdly shook your back. 

DaUn So perhaps did yours. 

Con. Mine was not bridled. 

Dau. O then belike she was old and ^ntle ; 

• and you rode, like a kern of Ireland, your French 
hose off, and in your strait strossers. 

Con. You have good judgement in horseman- 
ship. 59 

Dau. Be warned by me, then : they that ride 
so and ride not warily, fall into foul bogs. I had 
rather have my horse to my mistress. 

Ccn. I had as lief have my mistress a jade. 

Dau. I tell thee, constable, my mistress wears 
his own hair. 

Con. I could make as true a boast as that, if 
I had a sow to my mistress. 

• Dau. *Le chien est retournd k son propre 

vomissement, et la truie lavde au bourbier:’ thou 
makest use of any thing. ^ 70 

Con. Yet do I not use my horse for my mistress, 
or any such proverb so little kin to the purpose. 

Ram. My lord constable, the armour that I 
saw in your tent tonight, are those stars or suns 
upon it? 

Can. Stars, my lord. 

Dau. Some of them will fall to-morrow, I hope. 

Con. And yet my sky shall not want. 

Dau. That may be, for you bear a many 
superfluously, and ’twere more honour some were 
away. 8z 

Con. Even as your horse bears your praises ; 
who would trot as well, were some of your brags 
dismounted. 

Dau. Would I were able to load him with his 
desert! Will it never be day? I will trot to- 
morrow a mile, and my way shall be paved with 
Eitf lish faces. 

Can. I will not say so, for fear I should be 
faced out of my way: but I would it were mom- 
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ing ; for I would fain be about the ears of the 
English. 

• Ram. Who will go to hazard with me for 
twenty prisoners? 

Con. You must first go yourself to hazard, ere 
you have them. 

Da%i. ^Tis midnight ; I Ml go arm myself. \Exit. 

OrL The Daitimin longs for morning. 

Ram. He longs to eat the English. 

Con. I think he will eat all he Icills. xoo 

Orl. By the white hand of my lady, he 's a 
gallant prince. 

Con. Swear by her foot, that she may tread 
out the oath. 

Orl. He is simply the most adlive gentleman 
of France. 

Con. Doing is a( 5 livity; and he will still be 
doing. 

Orl. He never did harm, that I heard of. 

Con. Nor will do none to-morrow: he will 
keep that good name still. iii 

Orl. I know him to be valiant. 

Con. I was told that by one that knows him 
better than you. 

Orl. What’s he? 

Con. Marry, he told me so himself ; and he 
said he cared not who knew it. 

Orl. He needs not ; it is no hidden virtue in 
him. 1 19 

Con. By my faith, sir, but it is ; never any 

• body .saw it but his lackey : ’tis a hooded valour ; 

• and when it appears, it will bate. 

Orl. Ill will never said well. 

Con. I will cap that proverb with ' There is 
flattery in friendship.* 

Orl. And I will take up that with ‘ Give the 
devil his due.’ 

Con. Well placed: there stands your friend 
for the devil : have at the very eye of that proverb 
with ‘A pox of the devil.’ 130 

Orl. You are the better at proverbs, by how 
much ' A fool’s bolt is soon shot.’ 

Con. You have shot over. 

Orl. ’Tis not the first time you were overshot. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My lord high constable, the English lie 
within fifteen hundred paces of your tents. 

Con. Who hath measured the ground ? 

Mess. The Lord Grandprd. 

Con. A valiant and most expert gentleman. 
Would it were day ! Alas, poor Harry of England ! 
he longs not for the dawning as we do. 141 

Orl. What a wretched and peevish fellow is 

• this king of England, to mope with his fat-brained 
followers so far out of his knowledge ! 

Con. If the English had any apprehension, 
th^ would run away. 

Orl. That they lack; for if their heads had 
any intellcftual armour, they could never wear 
such heavy head-pieces. 149 

Ram. That island of England breeds very 
valiant creatures ; their mastiffs are of unmatch- 
able courage. 

Orl. Foolish curs, that run winking into the 
mouth of a Russian bear and have their heads 
crushed like rotten apples ! You may as well say, 
that’s a valiant flea that dare eat his breakfast on 
the lip of a lion. 


93 go to hazard with me. Wager me. 

121 hooded. A falcon was hooded until the game was 
sighted. 

122 bate. To ‘flutter like a hawk', or to ‘diminish’. 

143 mope. Wander. 



Rambures: ‘ their mastiffs are of unmatchablc 
courage.' Woodcut of English hunting dogs from George 
M’urberville’s The Noble Art of Venerie or Hunting, 161 1 
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168 sympathize. Resemble. 



An army camp. Engraving from Holinahed’s Chronicles, 

1577 


2 poring. Difficult to see in. 

9 battle. Army, umbered. Darkened. 

12 accomplishing. Putting the finishing touches on. 

39 over-bears attaint. Conquers any signs of exhaustion. 


• Cm* Just, just ; and the men do sympathize 
with the mastiffs in robustious and rough coming 
on, leaving their wits with their wives: and then 

S ’ve them great meals of beef and iron and steel, 
^ will eat like wolves and fight like devils. 
Ori. Ay, but these English are shrewdly out 
of beef. 

Con. Then shall we find to-morrow they have 
only stomachs to eat and none to fight. Now is 
it time to arm: come, shall we about it? 

Or/. It is now two o'clock: but, let me see, 
by ten 

We sh^l have each a hundred Englishmen. 

[Exeunt. 

ACT IV. 

PROLOGUE. 

Enter Chorus. 

Chor. Now entertain conjeeflure of a time 
• When creeping murmur and the poring dark 
Fills the wide vessel of the universe. 

From camp to camp through the foul womb of 
night 

The hum of either army stilly sounds, 

That the fix*d sentinels almost receive 
The secret whispers of each other's watch : 

Fire answers fire, and through their paly flames 
• Each battle sees the other's umber'd face ; 9 

Steed threatens steed, in high and boastful neighs 
Piercing the night's dull ear; and from the tents 
• The armourers, accomplishing the knights. 

With busy hammers closing nvets up. 

Give dreadful note of preparation : 

The Country cocks do crow, the clocks do toll, 
And the third hour of drowsy morning name. 
Proud of their numbers and secure in soul. 

The confident and over-lusty French 
Do the low-rated English play at dice ; 

And chide the cripple tardy-gaited night 20 
Who, like a foul and ugly witch, doth lixnp 
So tediously away. The poor condemned I&nglish, 
Like sacrifices, by their watchful fires 
Sit patiently and inly ruminate 
The morning's danger, and their gesture sad 
Investing lank-lean cheeks and war-worn coats 
Presenteth them unto the gazing moon 
So many horrid ghosts. O now, who will behold 
The royal captain of this ruin’d band 
Walking from watch to watch, from tent to tent, 
Let him cry ' Praise and priory on his head !’ 31 
For forth he goes and visits all his host, 

Bids them eood morrow with a modest smile 
And calls them brothers, friends and countrymen. 
Upon his royal face there is no note 
How dread an aimy hath enrounded him ; 

Nor doth he dedicate one jot of colour 
Unto the weary and all-watdied night, 

* But freshly looks and over-bears attaint 
With cheerful semblance and sweet migesty ; 40 
That every wretch, pining and pale before. 
Beholding him, plucks comfort from his lo^ : 

A lamss universal like the sun 
His liberal eye doth mve to every onOf 
Thawing cold fear, 3 iat mean am gentle all 
Behold, as may unworthiness define, 

A little toudi m Hany in the night 
And $0 our scene must to the battle fly; 
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Where — O for pity ! — ^we shall much disgrace 
With four or five most vile and ragged foils, 50 
Right ill-disposed in brawl ridiculous, 

The name of Amncourt Yet sit and see, 

• Minding true things by what their modceries be. 

[Exit 

Scene I. The English camp at AgincourL 

Enter King Henrv, Bedford, and Glou- 
cester. 

K, Hen, Gloucester, 'tis true that we are in 
great danger ; 

The jg^reater therefore should our courage be. 
Gooa morrow, brother Bedford. God Almighty ! 
There is some soul of goodness in things evU, 
Would men observingly distil it out. 

For our bad neighbour makes us early stirrers, 
Which is both healthful and good husbandry : 
Besides, they are our outward consciences. 

And preachers to us all, admonishing 

That we should dress us fairly for our end. zo 

Thus may we gather honey from the weed. 

And make a moral of the devil himself. 

Enter £r pinch am. 

Good morrow, old Sir Thomas Erpingham ; 

A good soft pillow for that good white head 
Were better than a churlish turf of France. 

Erp, Not so, my liege : this lodging likes me 
better, 

Since I may say ^ Now lie I like a king/ 

K. Heft, ^ *Tis good for men to love their pres- 
ent pains 

• Upon example ; so the spirit is eased : 

And when nie mind is quicken’d, out of doubt. 
The organs, though defundt and dead before, 21 
Break up their drowsy grave and newly move, 
a With casted slough and fresh legerity. 

Lend me thy cloak, Sir Thomas. Brothers both, 
Commend me to the princes in our camp ; 

Do my good morrow to them, and anon 
Desire mem all to my pavilion. 

Glou, We shall, my liege. 

Erp, Shall I attend your grace? 

AT. Hen, No,^ my good knight ; 

Go with my brothers to my lords of England : 30 
I and my bosom must debate a while. 

And then I would no other company. 

Erp, The Lord in heaven bless thee, noble 
Harry ! \^Exeunt all but King, 

K, Hen, God-a-mercy, old heart ! thou speak' st 
cheerfully. 

Enter Pistol, 

Piet, Qui va Ik? 

K, Hen. A friend. 

Pist. Discuss unto me ; art thou officer? 

Or art thou base, common and popular? 

K, Hen, I am a gentleman of a company. 
Piet. TraiPst thou the puissant pike? 40 
K. Hen, Even so. Wnat are you? 

Pist, As nod a gentleman as the emperor. 

K. Hen, Then you are a better than tne king. 
Pi^. The king’s a bawcock, and a heart of 
gold. 

A lad of life, an imp of fame ; 

Of parents good, ot fist most valiant. 

1 k&t Us d&rty ihoe, and from heart-string 


53 Minding. Imagining. 



Sir Thomas Erpingham. Engraving from Old England, 
1854 

19 Upon example. By comparison. 

23 slough. Cast-off skin of a snake. 
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64—66 ril knock . . . day. The Welsh celebrated St. 
David’s day by wearing leeks in their caps. 



William Mollisoif as Pistol. Engraving from a painting 
by George Henry, 1905 


1 love the lovely bully. What is thy name? 

K. Hen, Harry Ic Roy. 

Fist, Le Roy ! a Cornish name : art thou of 
Cornish crew? 50 

K. Hen. No, I am a Welshman, 

Fist Know’st thou Fluellen ? 

K. Hen. Yes. 

• Fist. Tell him, I’ll knock his leek about his 
pate 

Upon Saint Davy’s day. 

K, Hen. Do not you wear your dagger in 
your cap that day, lest he knock that about yours. 
Fist. Art thou his friend ? 

K. Hen. And his kinsman too. 

Fist. The figo for thee, then ! 60 

K. Hen. I thank you : God be with you ! 
Fist. My name is Pistol call’d. [Exit. 

K. Hen. It sorts well with your fierceness. 

Enter Fluellen and Gower. 

Gaw. Captain Fluellen ! 

Flu. So 1 in the name of Jesu Christ, speak 
lower. It is the greatest admiration in the uni- 
versal world, when the true and aunchient pre- 
rogatifes and laws of the wars is not kept : if you 
would take the pains but to examine the wars of 
Pompey the Great, you shall find, I warrant you, 
that there is no tiddle taddle nor pibble pabble in 
Pompey’s camp; I warrant you, you shall find 
the ceremonies of the wars, and the cares of it, 
and the forms of it, and the sobriety of it, and the 
modesty of it, to be otherwise. 

Gow^ Why, the enemy is loud ; you hear him 
all night. 

Elui If the enemy is an ass and a fool and a 
prating coxcomb, is it meet, think you, that we 
should also, look you, be an ass and a fool and a 
prating coxcomb? ait your own conscience, now? 
Gow, I will speak lower. 

Flu, I pray you and beseech you that you 
will. ^ [Exeunt Gaiuer and Fluellen. 

K. Hen. Though it appear a little out of 
fashion, 

There is much care and valour in this Welshman. 

Enter three soldiers., John Bates, Alexander 
Court, and Michael Williams. 

Court. Brother John Bates, is not that the 
morning which breaks yonder? 

Bates. I think it he : but we have no great 
cause to desire the approach of day. * 90 

IVill. We see yonder the beginning of the 
day, but I think we shall never see the end of it. 
Who goes there ?^ 

A". Hen. A friend, 

JVill, Under what cwtain serve you ? 

JC* Hen. Under Sir Thomas Erpingham. 
Will. ^ A good old commander and a most 
kind gentleman : I pray you, what thinks he of 
our estate? 

K. Hen. Even as men wrecked upon a sand, 
that look to be washed off the next tide. 101 
Bates. He hath not told his thought to the 
kiim? 

K. Hen. No ; nor it is not meet he diould« 
For, though 1 speak it to you, I think the king is 
but a man, as I am : the violet smells to him as it 
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• doth to me ; the element shows to him as it doth 
to me; all his senses have but human condi- 
tions; his ceremonies laid bv, in his nakedness 
he appears but a man; and though his affedlions 
are higher mounted than ours, yet, when they 
stoop, they stoop with the like wing. Therefore 
when he sees reason of fears, as we do, his fears, 
out of doubt, be of the same relish as ours are : 
yet, in reason, no man should possess him with 
any appearance of fear, lest he, by showing it, 
should dishearten his army. 

Bate$, He may show what outward courage 
he will ; but I believe, as cold a night as 'tis, he 
could wish himself in Thames up to the neck; 
and so I would he were, and I by him, at all ad- 
ventures, so we were quit here. 

• K. Hen, By my troth^ I will speak my con- 
science of the king : I think he would not wish 
himself any where but where he is. 

Safes, Then I would he were here alone ; so 
should he be sure to be ransomed, and a many 
poor men’s lives saved. 

AT. Hen. 1 dare say you love him not so ill, to 
wish him here alone^ howsoever vou .speak this 
to feel other men’s minds : methinks I could not 
die any where so contented as in the king’s 
company: his cause being just and his quarrel 
honourable. 

IViU. That’s more than we know. 

Bates, Ay, or more than we should seek after; " 
for we know enough, if we know we are thd' 
king’s subjedls : if nis cause be wrong, our obe- 
dience to the king wipes the crime of it out oCus. 
o WilL But if Uie cause be not good, the king 
himself hath a heavy reckoning to make, when 
all those legs and arms and heads, chopped off in 
a battle, shall join together at the latter day and 
cry all * We died at such a place ; ’ some swearing, 
some crying for a surgeon, sqme upon their wives 
left poor b<mind them, some Upon the debts they 
owe, some upon their children rawly left. I am 
afeard there are few die well that die in a battle ; 
for how can they charitably dispose of any thing, 
when blood is their argument? Now, if these 
men. do not die well, it will be a black matter for 
the king that led them to it ; ^ whom to disobey 
o were itfainst all proportion of stSbjedlion. 

AT. Hen. So, if a son that is hy his father sent 
o about merchandise do sinfully miscarry upon the 
sea, the imputation of his wickedness, by your 
rule, should be imposed upon his father that sent 
him: or if a servant, under his master’s com- 
mand transporting a sum of money, be assailed 
by robbers and die in many irreconciled iniqui- 
ties you may call the business of the master the 
aumor of the servant’s damnation : but this is not 
so : the king is not bound to answer the particular 
endings of his soldiers, the father of his son, nor 
Ae master of his servant ; for they purpo^ not 
dieir death, when they purpose their services* 
B^des, there is no king, be his cause never so 
qpodess, if it come to the arbitrement of swords, 
can try it out with all unspotted soldiers: some 
peradventure have on them the guilt of preme^t- 
ated and contrived murder; some, of oeguiling 
vinms widi the broken sefls of penury i some, 
mmuM the wars their bulwark, that have before 
gored the gentle bosom of peace with pillage and 
robbery* Now, If these men have defeated the 


107 element. Sky. 

123-124 my conscience. Opinion. 

140-1 B2 But it .. . led them to it. See introduction. 

1SS proportion of subjection. The proper obligations of a 
subject to his king. 

166 sinfully miscarry. Die unabsolved of his sins. 



Laurence Olivier as Henry V, Old Vic Theatre, London, 
1937 
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178 beadle. A parish officer whose duty was to whip 
petty offenders. 

210 elder-gun. A pop-gun made by removing the pith 
from elder wood. 

216 round. Frank. 

223 gage. Pledge 



■> 

Henry V : ‘Give me any gage of thine . . .’ Engraving by 
Kenny Meadows from Barry Cornwall's The Works of 
Shakspere, 1846 ^ 


law and outrun native punishment, though they 
can outstrip men, thev nave no wings to ny from 
• God : war is his beadle, war is his vengeance ; so 
that here men are punished for before-breach of 
the king’s laws in now the king’s quarrel : where 
thev feared the death, they have bme life away; 
ana where they would be safe, they perish: then 
if they die unprovided, no more is tht king miilty 
of their damnation than he was before guHty of 
those impieties for the which they are now visited. 
Every subjeA’s duty is the king’s; but every 
subiedl’s soul is his own. Therefore Aould every 
soldier in the wars do as every sick man in his 
bed, wash every mote out of his conscience : and 
dying so, death is to him advantage; or not 
dying, the time was blessedly lost wherein such 
preparation was gained : and in him that escapes, 
It were not sin to think that, making God so free 
an offer. He let him outlive that day to see His 
greatness and to teach others how they should 




prepare. 

Pvt//. ’I'is certain, every man that dies ill, 
the ill upon his own head, the king is not to an« 
swer it 109 

Bates. I do not desire he should answer for 
me ; and yet I determine to fight lustily for him. 

AT. Hen. I myself heard the king say he would 
not be ransomed. 

Will. Ay, he said ao^ to make us fight cheer- 
fully: but when our thimts are cut, he may be 
ransomed, and we ne'ei the wiser. 

K. Hen. If I live to see it, 1 will never trust 
his word after* 

will. You pay him then. That’s a perilous 
shot out of an elder-gun, that a poor and a private 
displeasure can do against a monardi 1 you may 
as well fo about to turn the sun to ice with fan- 
ning in nis face with a peacock’s feather* You’ll 
never trust his word mter ! come, ’tis a foolish 
saying. 

AT. Hen. Your reproof is something too round : 
I should be angry with you, if the time were 
convenient. 

Will. Let it be a quarrel between us, if you 
live. sso 


if. Hen. I embrace it. 

Will. How Aall I Imow diee againt 
AT. Hen. Give me any gage of thine, and I 
will wear it in my bonnet! then, if ever thou 
dares! acknowledge it, I will make it my quarrel. 

WtU. Here’s my glove : give mummer of 
thine. 

JC. Hen. There. ^ 

WiU. This will I also wear in my cap: if ever 
thou come to me and say, after to-monow, ’This 
is mv glove,’ by this hara, I will take thee a box 
on the ear. 

AT. Hem. Ifever I live to see it^ I will chal- 
lit. 

Thou dasest as well be hanged. 

AT. Hem. Well, I will do it, though 1 lake 
thee in the kiiig*s compa n y. 

Will. Keep Ay word : thee welL 

Bmies. Be IHends, you Eagiiah Ibols, be 
friends: we have Fiendi quaiim aaow, if you 
could tell how to reckon* S4t 

AT. Hem. Indeed, the French nmy lay twen^ 
Frendi crowns to one, they wiH beat us; lor 
they bear them on their dmoUen: but it is no 
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• English treason to cut French crowns, and to- 

• morrow the king himself will be a clipper. 

[Exeunt Soldiers, 

• Upon the king 1 let us our lives, our souls, 

Our debts, our careful wives, 

Our children and our sins lay on the king ! 

We must bear all. O hard condition, 250 

Twin-bom with greatness, subjedl to the breath 
Of every fool, whose sense no more can feel 
But his own wringing ! What infinite heart*s>ease 
Must kings neglec 5 t, that private men enjoy ! 

And what have kings, that privates have not too, 
Save ceremony, save generm ceremony? 

And wlmt art thou, thou idol ceremony ? 

What kind of god art thou, that suffer’st more 
Of mortal mefs than do thy worshippers? 

What are thy rents ? what are thy comings in ? 

0 ceremony, show me but thy worth ! 261 

• What is thy soul of adoration? 

Art thou aught else but place, degree and form. 
Creating awe and fear in other men? 

Wherein thou art less happy being fear’d 
Than they in fearing. 

What drink’st thou oft, instead of homage sweet. 
But poison’d flattery ? O, be sick, great greatness. 
And bid thy ceremony give thee cure ! 

Think’st thou the fiery fever will go out 270 

• With titles blown from adulation? 

Will it give place to flexure and low bending ? 
Canst thou, when thou command’st the beggar’s 
knee. 

Command the health of it ? No, thou proud dream, 
That play’st so subtlv with a king’s repose ; 

1 am a king that find thee, and I know 

• ’Tis not the balm, the sceptre and the ball, 

The sword, the mace, the crown imperial. 

The intertissued robe of gold and pearl, 

• The farced title running %re the king, 280 
The throne he sits on, nor the tide of pomp 
That beats upon the high shore of this world, 

No, not all these, thrice-gor^eous ceremony. 

Not all these, laid in bed majestical. 

Can sleep so soundlv as the wretched slave. 

Who with a body fifl’d and vacant mind 

Gets him to rest, cramm’d with distressful bread ; 

Never sees horrid night, the child of hell. 

But, like a lackey, from the rise to set 

• Sweats in the eye of Phoebus and all night 290 

• Sleeps in Elysium; next day after dawn, 

• Doth risd^and help Hyperion to his horse, 

And follows so the ever-running year. 

With profitable labour, to his grave : 

And, but for ceremony, such a wretch, ^ 

Winding up days with toil and nights with sleep, 
Had the fore-hand and vantage of a king. 

The slave, a member of the country’s peace, 

• Enjoys it ; but in gross brain little wots 

What watch the king keeps to maintain the peace. 
Whose hours the peasant best advantages. 301 


24B treason. It was treason to clip coins. 

246 clipper. A pun on clip, to ‘cut ofT and to ‘trim the 
edges of coins'. 

Upon the King . . . wringing. See introduction. 

262 thy . . . adoration. The nature of the adoration paid 
to you. 

271 from adulation. From flatterers. 

277 balm. The oil used to anoint the king in the 
coronation ceremony. 



F .R. Benson as Henry V, Lyceum Theatre, London, 1900 . 
280 farced. Stuffed. 

290 Phoebus. In classical myths, the god of the sun. 

291 Elysium. The habitation of the virtuous after death. 

292 Hyperion. Father of the sun-god. 


Re-esiUr Erpingham. , 

Erf. My lord, your nobles, jealous of your 
absence. 

Seek through your camp to find you. 

K.Hen. Good old knight, 

CoUeft them all together at my tent : 

I ’ll he before thee. 

Erf^ 1 diall do’t, my lord. {Exit. 


wots. Knows. 
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312 Richard. Henry IV was responsible for the death of 
Richard 11. 



Funeral of Richard II. Engraving from an illumination 
in Froissart’s Chronicles, iSth century 

2 Montez a cheval! . . . laquais! To horse! My horse» 
lackey I 

4 Via! les eaux et la terre. Away (over) water and earth. 

B Rien puis? I* air et le feu. Orleans jokingly asks if the 
Dauphin’s horse will not soar above the other two 
elements, air and fire. 

6 del. To the heavens themselves. 


AT. Hen. O God of battles ! steel my soldiers’ 
hearts ; 

Possess them not with fear ; take from them now 
The sense of reckoning, if the opposed numbers 
Pluck their hearts from them. Not to-day. O 
Lord, 

O, not to-day, think not upon the fault 3x0 
My father made in compassing the crown ! 

• I Richard's body have interred new ; 

And on it have bestow’d more contrite tears 
Than from it issued forced drops of blood : 

Five hundred poor I have in yearly pay, 

Who twice a-day their wither'd hands hold up 
Toward heaven, to pardon blood; and 1 have 
built 

7 wo chantries, where the sad and solemn priests 
Sing still for Richard's soul. More will I do ; 
Though all that 1 can do is nothing worth, 320 
Since that my penitence comes after all, 
Imploring pardon. 

Re-enter Gloucester. 

Glou. My liege ! 

A'. Hen. M y brother Gloucester's voice ? Ay ; 

I know thy’ errand, I will gawith thee: 

The day, my friends and all things stay for me. 

iExeunt. 

Scene 1 1. The French camp. 

Enter the Dauphin, Orleans, Rambures, 
and ethers. 

Orl. The sun doth gild our armour ; up, my 
lords ! 

• Dau. Montez h cheval 1 My horse! varlet ! 

laquais ! ha ! 

Orl. O brave spirit I 

• Dau. Via I les eaux et la terre. 

• Orl. Rien puis? I'air et le feu. 

• Dau. Ciel, cousin Orleans. 

Enter Constable. 

Now, my lord con.stable ! 

Con. Hark, how our steeds for present service 
neigh ! 

Dau. Mount them, and make incision in their 
hides, 

That their hot blood may spin in English eyes, 10 
And dout them with superHuous courage, ha ! 
Ram. What, will you have them weep our 
horses' blood? 

How shall we, then, behold their natural tears? 
Enter Messenger. 

Mess. The English are embattled, you French 
peers. 

Con. To horse, you gallant princes ! straight 
to hor.se I 

Do but behold yon poor and starved band, 

And your fair snow shall suck away their souls, 
Leavii^^ them but the shales and husks of men. 
There is not work enough for all our hands ; 
Scarce blood enough in all their sickly veins 20 
To give each naked curtle-axe a suin, 

That our French gallants shall to-day draw out, 
And sheathe for lack of sport: let us but blow on 
them, 

The vai^ur of our valour will o’ertum them. 

Tis positive ’gainst all exceptions, lords, 
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That our superfluous lackeys and our peasants, 
Who in unnecessary adlion swarm 
About our squares of battle, were enow 

• To purge this field of such a hilding foe, 

Though we upon this mountain’s basis by 30 

• Took stand for idle speculation : 

But that our honours must not. What’s to say? 
A very little little let us do, 

And all is done. Then let the trumpets sound 

• The tucket sonance and the note to mount ; 

• For our approach shall so much dare the field 
That England shall couch down in fear and yield. 


29 hilding. Menial. 

31 speculation. Looking on. 

35 tucket sonance. Trumpet sound. 

36 dare. Challenge. 

39 desperate of. Desperate to save. 
41 curtains. Banners, flags. 


Enter Grandpre. 


44 beaver. Visor. 


Grand, Why do you stay so long, my lords of 
France? 

• Yon island carrions, desperate of their bones, 

Ill-favouredly become the morning field : 40 

• Their ragged curtains poorly arc let loose, 

And our air shakes them pa.ssing scornfully: 

Big Mars seems bankrupt in their beggar’d host 

• And faintly through a rusty beaver peeps : 

The horsemen sit like fixed candlesticks, 

With torch-staves in their hand; and their poor 
jades 

• Lob down their heads, dropping the bides and 

hips, 

The gum down-roping from their pale-dead eyes, 

• And in their pale dull mouths the gimmal bit 

Lies foul with chew’d grass, still and motionless ; 
And their executors, the knavish crows, 51 

Fly o’er them, all impatient for their hour. 
Description cannot suit itself in words 

To demonstrate the life of such a battle 
In life so lifeless as it shows itself. 

Con. I'hey have said their prayers, and they 
stay for death. 

Dau. Shall we go send them dinners and 
fresh suits 

And give their fasting horses provender. 

And after fight with them? 

• Con. I stay but for my guidon : to the field ! 

I will the banner from a trumpet take, 61 

And use it for my haste. Come, come, away ! 
The sun is high, and we outwear the day. 

\^Exeunt. 

Scene III. The English camp. 

Enter Gloucester, Bedford, Exeter, Er- 
piNGHAM, with all his host: Salisbury 
Westmoreland. 

Glou, Where is the king? 

Bed. The king himself is rode to view their 
battle. 

West, Of fighting men they have full three 
score thousand. 

Exe^ There ’s five to one ; besides, they all 
are fresh. 

Sal, God’s arm strike with us ! 'tis a fearful 
odds. 

God be wi’ you, princes all ; I ’ll to my charge ; 

If we no more meet till we meet in heaven, 

Then, joyfully, my noble Lord of Bedford, 

My dear Lord Gloucester, and my good Lord 
Exeter, 

And my kind kinsman, vrarriors all, adieu I 10 


47 Lob. Hang down. 
49 gimmal. Jointed. 
60 guidon. Standard. 
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Earl of Westmoreland. Engraving; from Old England, 
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40 46 This day . . Crispian. See introdutiion. 

40 (fast of ("rispian. October 25th Saint» Crispin and 
Crispin ian are the patron saints of shoemakers. 

62 vile. Of low status. 

63 gentle. Improve, raise. 


Bed. Farewell, good Salisbury; and good 
luck go with thee 1 

Exe, Farewell, kind lord ; fight valiantly to- 
day ; 

And yet I do thee wrong to mind thee of it, 

For thou art framed of the firm truth of valour. 

[Exii Salisbury. 

Bed, He is as full of valour as of kindness; 
Princely in both. 

Enter the King. 

West, O that we now had here 

But one ten thousand of those men in England 
That do no work to-day ! 

K, Hen. What’s he that wishes so? 

My cousin Westmoreland? No, my fair cousin : 
If we are mark’d to die, we arc enow 20 

To do our country loss ; and if to live, 

The fewer men, the greater share of honour. 
God’s will ! I pray thee, wish not one man more. 
By Jove, I am not covetous for gold, 

Nor care I who doth feed upon my cost; 

It yearns me not if men my garments wear ; 

Such outward things dwell not in my desires: 

But if it be a sin to covet honour, 

I am the most offending soul alive. 29 

No, faith, my coz, wish not a man from England : 
God’s peace ! I would not lose so great an honour 
As one man more, methinks, would share from 
me 

For the best hope I have. O, do not wish one 
more ! 

Rather proclaim it, Westmoreland, through iny 
host, 

That he which hath no stomach to this fight, 

Let him depart; his passport shall be made 
And crowns for convoy put into his purse : 

We would not die in that man’s company 
That fears his fellowship to die with us. 

• This day is call’d the feast of Crispian : 40 

He that outlives this day, and comes safe home, 
Will stand a tip-toe when this day is named. 

And rouse him at the name of Crispian. 

He that shall live this day, and see old age. 

Will yearly on the vigil feast his neighbours. 

And say ‘To-morrow is Saint Crispian:'^ 

J’hen will he strip his sleeve and show his scars, 
And say ‘ The.se wounds 1 had on Crispin’s day.* 
Old men forget; yet all shall be forgot. 

But he’ll remember with advantages 50 

What feats he did that day : then shall our names. 
Familiar in his mouth as household words, 

Harry the king, Bedford and Exeter, 

Warwick and Talbot, Salisbury and Gloucester, 
Be in their flowing cups freshly remember’d. 

This story shall the good man teach his son; 

And Crispin Crispian shall ne’er go by. 

From this day to the ending of the world, 

But wc in it shall be remembered ; 

We few, we happy few, we band of brothers; 60 
For he to-day tnat sheds his blood with me 

• Shall be my brother ; be be ne’er so vile, 

• This day snail gentle his condition : 

And gentlemen in England now a-bed 

Shall think themselves accursed they were not 
here, 

And hold their manhoods cheap whiles any q>eaks 
That fought with us noon 55 aint Crisoln^s day. 



Re-enter Salisbury. 

SaL My sovereign lord, bestow yourself with 
speed: 

• The French are bravely in their battles set, 

And will with all expedience charge on us. 70 

K, Hen. All things are ready, if our minds 
be so. 

West, Perish the man whose mind is back- 
ward now! 

K, Hen, Thou dost not wish more help from 
England, cozf 

West, God’s will 1 my liege, would you and 
I alone, 

Without more help, could fight this royal battle ! 
H. Hen, Why, now thou hast unwish’d five 
thousand men ; 

Which likes me better than to wish us one. 

You know your places : God be with you all ! 

Tucket, Enter Montjoy. 

Mont, Once more I come to know of thee, 
King Harry, 

• If for thy ransom thou wilt now compound, 80 
Before thy most assured overthrow : 

For certainly thou art so near the gulf, 

Thou needs must be englutted. Besides, in 
mercy, 

The constable desires thee thou wilt mind 
Thy followers of repentance ; that their souls 
May make a peaceful and a sweet retire 
From off these fields, where, wretches, their poor 
bodies 

Must lie and fester. 

K. Hen. Who hath sent thee now? 

Mont, The Constable of France. 

K, Hen. I pray thee, bear my former answer 
back : 90 

• Bid them achieve me and then sell my bones. 
Good God I why should they mock poor fellows 

thus? 

The man that once did sell the lion’s skin 
While the beast lived, was killed with hunting 
him. 

A many of our bodies shall no doubt 
Find native graves : upon the which, I trust, 
Shall witness live in brass of this day’s work : 
And those that leave their valiant bones in France, 
Dying like men, though buried in your dunghills, 
They shall be famed ; for there the sun shall greet 
them, 100 

And draw their honours reeking up to heaven ; 
Leaving their earthly parts to choke your clime. 
The smell whereof shall breed a plague in 
France. 

Mark then abounding valour in our English, 

• That being dead, like to the bullet’s grazing, 
Break out into a second course of mischief, 

• Killing in relapse of mortality. 

Let me speak proudly : tell the constable 
We are but warriors for the working-day ; 

Our gayness and our ^ilt are all besmirch’d no 
With rainy marching in the painful field : 

There ’s not a piece of feather in our host— 

Good argument, 1 hope, we will not fly — 

And time hath worn us into slovenry : 

But. by the mass, our hearts are in the trim ; 
And my poor soldiers tell me, yet ere night 
TheyMl be in fresher robes, or they will pluck 
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91 achier^e. Overcome. 

105 grazing. Glancing off. 

107 relapse of mortality. A deadly rebound. 
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130 vaward. Vanjifuard 


2—3 Je pense . . . qualite. I think you art* a gentleman of 
good standing. 

4 {)ualtitif . . . mt\ Pistol does not understand, and 
replies with the mangled refrain of a popular song. 

6 


\ 


Pistol : ‘Perpend mv words . . Drawing by P.J. de 
Loutherbourg (1740 1812 ) 

9 fox. Sword. 

12—13 O, prenez . . . de mot! O, have mercy! Take pity 
on me. 

14 Moy. Pistol thinks this is the name of a coin. 

17—18 Est-il possible . . . ton bras. Is it possible to 
escape the strength of your arm ? 

26 Ecoutez . . . appeleY Listen, what’s your name? 

29 firk. Beat. 

30 ferret. Worry. 

36 Que dit-il, monsieur? What does he say? 



The ny new coats o’er the French soldiers’ 
heads 

And turn them out of service. If they do this,-^ 
A.s, if God please, they shall, — my ransom then 
Will soon be levied. Herald, save thou thy 
labour ; 12Z 

Come thou no more for ransom, gentle herald : 
They shall have none, I swear, but these my 
joints ; 

Which if they have as I will leave ’em them, 
Shall yield them little, tell the constable. 

Mont. I shall, King Harry. And so fare 
thee well ; 

Thou never shalt hear herald any more. [Exit. 

K. Hen. 1 fear thou ’it once more come again 
for ransom. 


Enter York. 

York. My lord, most humbly on my knee 
I beg 

• The leading of the vaward. 130 

K. Hen. Take it, brave York. Now, soldiers, 
march away : 

And how thou pleasest, God, dispose the day ! 

[Exeunt. 

Scene IV. The field of battle. 

Alarum. Excursions. A* Pistol, French 
Soldier, and Boy. 

Pist. Yield, cur ! 

• Fr. Sol. Je pense que vous etes gentilhomme 
de bonne quality. 

• Fist. Qualtitie calmie custure me! Art thou 
a gentleman? what is thy name? discuss. 

• Fr, Sol. O Seigneur Dieu ! 

Fist. O, Signicur Dew should be a gentleman : 
Perpend my words, O Signicur Dew, and mark ; 

• O Signicur Dew, thou dicst on point of fox. 

Except, O signicur, thou do give to me 10 

Egregious ransom. 

• Fr. Sol. O, prenez mis^ricorde ! ayez pitie 
de moil 

• Fist. Moy shall not serve ; I will have forty 

moys; 

Or I will fetch thy rim out at thy throat 
In drops of crimson blood. 

• Fr. Sol. Est-il impossible d'^chapper la force 
de ton bras? 

Pist. Brass, cur ! 

Thou damned and luxurious mountain goat, 20 
Offer’st ms brass? 

Fr. Sol. O pardonnez moi ! 

Fist. Say’st thou me so? is that a ton of 
moys ? 

Come hither, boy: ask me this slave in French 
What is his name. 

• Boy. Ecoutez: comment etes- vous appele? 
Fr, Sol. Monsieur le Fer. 

Boy. He says his name is Master Fer. 

• Pist. Master Fer! I’ll fer him, and firk him, 

• and ferret him: discuss the same in French unto 

him. 31 

Boy. I do not know the French for fer, and 
ferret, and firk. 

Fist. Bid him prepare; for I will cut his 
throat. 

• Fr. Sol. Que dit-il, monsieur? 
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• Boy, 11 me commande de vous dire que vous 
faites vous pret ; car ce soldat ici est disposd tout 
k cette heure de couper votre gorge. 

Pist, Owy, cuppele gorge, permafoy, 

Peasant, unless thou give me crowns, brave 
crowns ; 40 

Or mangled shall thou be by this my sword. 

Fr, Sol, O, je vous supplie, pour T amour de 
Dieu« me pardonner ! Je suis gentilhomme de 
bonne maison : gardcz ma vie, et je vous don- 
iierai deux cents dcus. 

Fist. What are his words? 

Boy, He prays you to save his life: he is a 
gentleman of a good house; and for his ransom 
he will give you two hundred crowns. 

I'ist. Tell him my fury shall abate, and I 50 
The crowns will take. 

• Fr, Sol, Petit monsieur, que dit-il? 

• Boy, Encore qu'il est centre son jurement de 
pardonner aucun prisonnier, n^anmoins, pour les 
ecus que vous I’avez promis, il est content de 
vous donner la liberte, le franchisement. 

Fr. Sol, Sur mes genoux je vous donne mille 
reinercimens ; ct je m*e.stime heureux que je suis 
tonibe entre les mains d^un chevalier, je pense, 
le plus brave, vaillant, et tres distingue seigneur 
d’Angleterre. 61 

Pist, Expound unto me, boy. 

Boy He gives you, upon his knees, a thou- 
sand thanks; and he esteems himself happy that 
he hath fallen into the hands of one, as he thinks, 
the most brave, valorous, and thrice- worthy 
signieur of England. 

Pist, As I suck blood, I will .some mercy .show. 
Follow me ! ^ ^ 69 

• Boy, Suivez-vousle grand capitalne. [Exeunt 
Pistol^ and French S<Hdier.\ I did never know 
so full a voice issue from so empty a heart : but 
the saying is true, * The empty vessel makes the 
greatest sound.' Bardolph and Nym had ten 
times more valour than this roaring devil i' the 

• old play, tliat every one may pare his nails with 

a wooden dagger: and they are both hanged; 
and so would this be, if he durst steal any thing 
adventurously. I must stay with the lackeys, 
with the luggage of our camp: the French might 
have a good prey of us, ii he knew of it; for 
there is none to guard it but boys. [Exit. 

Scene V. Another part of the field. 

Enter Constable, Ori.kans, Bourbon, 
Dauphin, and Rambukes. 

Con, O diable ! 

• Orl, O seigneur! le jour est perdu, tout est 

perdu ! 

Dnu, Mort de ma vie ! all is confounded, all ! 
Reproach and everlasting shame 

• Sits mocking in our plumes. O indchante fortune ! 

Do not run away. [A short alarutn. 

Con, Why, all our ranks are broke. 

• Dau. O perdurable shame! let’s stab our- 

selves. 

Be these the wretches that we play’d at dice for? 

Orl, Is this the king we sent to for hi.s 
ransom? 

Bour, Shame and eternal shame, nothing but 
shame ! , 

Let us die in honour : once more back again ; 


36-38 11 me commande . . . votre gorge. He commands me 
to tell you to prepare yourself, for this soldier has a mind 
at once to cut your throat. 



Pistol: ‘What are his words?’ Engraving from Bell’s 
Works . . . 1773 


62 Petit . . . dit-il? Little sir, what does he say? 

53-56 Encore qu*il . . .franchisement. Again, although it 
is against his oath to pardon any prisoner, nevertheless 
for the crowns you have promised, he is willing to give 
you liberty, freedom. 

70 Suives!-vous le grand capitaine. Follow the great 
captain. 

76 old play. The Morality plays in which the Devil was 
often mocked by the character Vice, who would some- 
times belabour him with a wooden sword. 


2 le jour . . . perdu. The day is lost, all is lost. 
5 O mechante fortune. O spiteful fortune. 

7 perdurable. Eternal. 
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8 Larding, Enriching. 

9 honouT^owing. Honour-owning. 
11 haggled. Hacked. 


And he that will not follow Bourbon now, 

Let him go hence, and with his cap in hand, 

Like a base pandar, hold the chamber-door 
Whilst by a slave, no gentler than my dog. 

His fairest daughter is contaminated. 

Con» Disoraer, that hath spoil* d us, friend us 
now! 

Let us on heaps go offer up our lives. 

Or/, We are enow yet living in the field 
To smother up the English in our throngs, ao 
If any order might be thought upon. 

Boter, The devil take order now! I'll to the 
throng : 

Let life be short ; else shame will be too long. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene VI. Another part the field* 

Alarums. Enter King Henry and forces, 
Exeter, and others. 

K. Hen, Well have we done, thrice valiant 
countrymen : 

But airs not done ; yet keep the French the field. 
Exe. The Duke of York commends him to 
your m^esty. 

K, Hen, Lives he, good uncle? thrice within 
this hour 

I saw him down ; thrice up again, and fighting; 
From helmet to the spur all Wood he was. 

Exe, In which array, brave soldier, doth he lie, 

> Larding the plain ; and by his bloody side, 

> Yoke-fellow to his honour-owing wounds, 

The noble Earl of Suffolk also lies. 10 

> Suffolk first died : and York, all haggled over, 
Comes to him, where in gore he lay insteep'd, 
And takes him by the beard ; kisses the gashes 
That bloodily did yawn upon his face ; 

And cries aloud ‘ Tarry, dear cousin Suffolk ! 

My soul shall thine keep coiripany to heaven ; 
Tarry, sweet soul, for mine, then fly abreast. 

As in this glorious and well-foughten field 
We kept together in our chivalry !' 

Upon Aese words I came and cheer'd him up : 20 
He smiled me in the face, raught me his hand, 
And, with a feeble gripe, says ‘Dear my lord, 
Commend my service to my sovereign.' 

So did he turn and over Suffolk's neck 
He threw his wounded arm and kiss’d his lips ; 
And so espoused to death, with blood he seal’d 
A testament of noble-ending love. 

The pretty and sweet mwner of it forced 
Those waters from me which I would have stopp’d ; 
But I had not so much of man in me, 30 

And all my mother came into mine eyes 
And gave me up to tears. 

K, Hen. I blame you not; 

For, hearing this, I must perforce compound 
With mistfrn eyes, or they will issue too. 

[Alarum. 

But, hark I what new alarum is this same? 

The French have reinfor^d ^eir scatter’d men : 
Then every soldier kill his prisoners ; 

Give the word through. [Exeunt. 

ScBNB VIL Another part of the field. 

Enter Flubllbn and Gowbr. 

Flu. Kill the p(m and the luggage ! ’tie ex- 
pret^ against the law of amts: ^tis as anraitt a 
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piece of knaveryi mark you now, as can be 
offer’t; in your conscience, now, is it not? 

Gew. *Tis certain there's not a boy left alive ; 
and the cowardly rascals that ran from the battle 
ha' done this slaughter : besides, they have burned 
and carried away all that was in the king's tent; 
wherefore the king, most worthily, hath caused 
every soldier to cut his prisoner's throat O, 'tis 
a gallant kina! ii 

/ 7 «. Ay, he was pom at Monmouth, Captain 
Gower, what call you the town's name where 
Alexander the Pia was bom ! 

Ginv* Alexander the Great. 

Fiu, Why, I pray you, is not pig great? the 
pig, or the S[reat, or the mighty, or the huge, or 
the magnanimous, are all one reckonings, save 
the phrase is a little variations. 19 

Gow. 1 think Alexander the Great was born 
in Macedon: his father was called Philip of 
Macedon, as I take it. 

J* 7 u. I think it is in Macedon where Alexander 
is pom. I tell you, captain, if you look in the 
maps of the 'orld, I warrant you sail And, in the 
comparisons between Macedon and Monmouth, 
that the situations, look you. is both alike. There 
is a river in Macedon ; and there is also moreover 
a river at Monmouth: it is called Wye at Mon- 
mouth ; but it is out of my prains what is the 
name of the other river ; but 'tis all one, 'tis alike 
as my fingers is to my fingers, and there is sal- 
mons in both. If you mark Alexanders life well, 

• Harry of Monmouth's life is come after it indif- 

• ferent well; for there is figures in all things. 
Alexander, God knows, and you know, in his 
rages, and his furies, and his wraths, and his 
cholers, and his moods, and his displeasures, and 
his indignations, and also being a little intoxicates 
in his prains, did, in his ales and his angers, look 

• you, kill his best friend, Cleitus. 41 

Gow, Our king is not like him in that: he 
never killed any of his friends. 

Flu. It is not well done, mark you now, to 
take the tales out of my mouth, ere it is made 
and finished. I speak but in the figures and 
comparisons of it : as Alexander killed his friend 
Cleitus, being in his ales and his cups; so also 
Harry Monmouth, being in his right wits and his 
good judgements, turned away the fat knight 
with the great-belly doublet : he was full of jests, 
and gipes, and knaveries, and mocks; I have 
forgot his name. 

Gcw. Sir John Falstaflf. 

Flu. That is he: I'll tell you there is good 
men pom at Monmouth. 

Gow. Here comes his majesty. 

Alarum. Enter King Henry, and forces; 
^KYC 9 f\ziii^ Gloucester, Exeter, and others. 

K. Hen. I was not angry since I came to 
France 

Until diis instant. Take a trumpet herald ; 

Ride tbou unto the horsemen on yon hill : 60 

If they will fight with us, bid them come down, 
Or void the field; they do ofiend our sight: 

If they'll do neither, we will come to them, 

• And maJLe them skirr away, as swift as stones 
Enforced from the old Assyrian slings: 

Besides, we'll cut the throau of those we have, 
And not a man of them that we diall take 


34 come after. Is similar. 

36 figures. Parallels. 

41 Cleitus, Alexander killed his best friend in a drunken 
argument. 

64 skirr. Scurry. 
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72 fined. Wagered. 
83 Yerk. Kick. 

88 peer. Appear. 



King Henry: ‘For yet a many of your horsemen peer 
And gallop o’er the field.* Woodcut of a cavalry charge 
from Holinshed’s Chronicles, 1577 

104 Monmouth caps. Brimless, circular hats with high 
crowns. 




Shall taste our mercy. Go and tell them so. 

Enter Montjoy. 

Ejve, Here comes the herald of the French, 
my liege. 

Glo, His eyes are humbler than they used 
to be. 70 

AT. Hen. How now I what means this, herald ? 
know’st thou not 

• That 1 have fined these bones of mine for ransom? 
Comest thou again for ransom ? 

Mont. No, great king : 

I come to thee for charitable license, 

That we may wander o’er this bloody field 
To look our dead, and then to bury them; 

To sort our nobles from our common men. 

For many of our princes — woe the while I — 

Lie drown’d and soak’d in mercenary blood ; 

So do our vulgar drench their peasant limbs 80 
In blood of princes ; and their wounded steeds 
Fret fetlock deep in gore and with wild rage 

• Yerk out their armed heels at their dead ma.sters. 
Killing them twice. O, give us leave, great king. 
To view the field in safety and dispose 

Of their dead bodies ! 

K. Hen. I tell thee truly, herald, 

I know not if the day be ours or no ; 

• For yet a many of your horsemen peer 
And gallop o’er the field. 

Mont. The day is yours. 

K. Hen* Praised be God, and not our strength, 
for it ! 90 

What is this castle call’d that stands hard by? 
Mont. They call it Agincourt. 

K. Hen. Then call we this the field of Agin- 
court. 

Fought on the day of Crispin Crispianus. 

IHu. Your grandfather of famous memory, 
an ’t please your majesty, and your g^eat-uncle 
Edward the Plack Prince of Wales, as I have 
read m the chronicles, fought a most prave pattle 
here in France. 

K. Hen. They did, Fluellen. 100 

Flu. Your majesty says very true: if your 
majesties is remembered of it, the Welshmen did 
good service in a garden where leeks did grow, 

• wearing leeks in their Monmouth caps ; which, 
your majesty know, to this hour is an rionourable 
badge of the service ; and 1 do believe your ma- 
jesty takes no scorn to wear the leek upon Saint 
Tavy’s day. 

AT. Hen. I wear it for a memorable honour ; 
For I am Welsh, you know, good countryman. 

Flu. All the water in Wye cannot wash your 
majesty’s Welsh plood out of your pody, I can 
tell you that : God pless it and preserve it, as long 
as it pleases his grace, and his majesty too ! 

K. Hen, Thank^ good my countryman. 

Flu. By Jeshu, I am your majesty’s country- 
man, I care not who know it ; I will confess it to 
all the ’orld ; 1 need not to be ashamed of your 
majesty, praised be God, so long as your msgesty 
is an honest man. lao 

AT. Hen. God keep me so ! Our heralds go 
with him : 

Bring me just notice of the numbers dead 
On TOth our parts. Call yonder fellow hither. 

{Points to Williams. Exeunt Heralds 

with Montjdjt. 
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Exe. Soldier, you must come to the king. 

K, Hen, Soldier, why wearest thou that glove 
in thy cap? 

Will. An*t please your majesty, *tis the gage 
of one that 1 should fight withal, if he be alive. 

K, Hen, An Englishman? 129 

Will, An’t please your majesty, a rascal that 
swaggered with me last night ; who, if alive and 
ever dare to challenge this glove, 1 have sworn 
to take him a box o’ th’ ear: or if I can see my 
glove in his cap, which he swore, as he was a 
soldier, he would wear if alive, 1 will strike it 
out soundly. 

K, He 7 i, What think you, Captain Flucllen? 
is it fit this soldier keep his oath? 

Flu. He is a craven and a villain else, an’t 
please your majesty, in my conscience. 140 

A'. Hen. It may be his enemy is a gentleman 

• of great sort, quite from the answer of his 
degree. 

Flu, Though he be as good a gentleman as 
the devil is, as Lucifer and Belzebub himself, it is 
necessary, look your grace, that he keep his vow 
and his oath : if he be perjured, see you now, his 

• reputation is as arrant a villain and a Jacksauce, 

as ever his black shoe trod upon God’s ground 
and his earth, in my conscience, la ! 150 

K. Hen. Then keep thy vow, sirrah, when 
thou meetest the fellow. 

Will. So I will, my liege, as I live. 

K. Hen. Who servest thou under ? 

Will. Under Captain Gower, my liege. 

Flu. Gower is a good captain, and is good 
knowledge and literatured in the wars. 

K, Hen. Call him hither to me, soldier. 

Will. I will, my liege. \Exit. 

K. Hen. Here, Flucllen ; wear thou this favour 
for me and stick it in thy cap: when Alen^on and 
myself were down together, I plucked this glove 
from his helm : if any man challenge this, he is a 
friend to Alen^on, and an enemy to our person ; 
if thou encounter any such, apprehend him, an 
thou dost me love. 

Flu. Your grace doo’s me as great honours as 
can be desired in the hearts of his subjedls : I 
would fain see the man, that has but two legs, 
that shall find himself aggriefed at this glove; 
that is all ; but 1 would fain see it once, an please 
God of his grace that 1 might see. 

K. Hen. Knowest thou Gower? 

Flu. He is my dear friend, an please you. 

K. Hen. Pray thee, go seek him, and bring 
him to my tent. 

Flu. I will fetch him. [Exil. 

K. Hen. My Lord of Warwick, and my brother 
Gloucester, 

Follow F'luellen closely at the heels: 

The glove which I have given him for a favour 
May haply purchase him a box o’ th’ ear; i8z 
It is the soldier’s ; I by bargain should 
Wear it myself. Follow, good cousin Warwick : 
If that the soldier strike him, as I fudge 
By his blunt bearing he will keep his word, 

Some sudden mischief may arise of it ; 

For I do know Fluellen valiant 
And, touch'd with choler, hot as gunpowder, 
And quickly will return an injury : 189 

Follow, and see there be no harm between them. 
Go you with me, uncle of Exeter. [Exeunt. 



Henry V. Engraving from Old England, 1854 

142-143 sort. Status, quite from . . . degree. Too much 
above him in rank to answer a challenge from a mere 
soldier. 

148 Jacksauce. Saucy rascal. 
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Fluellen: ‘I will give treason his payment . . / Engraving 
by Kenny Meadows from Barry Cornwall's The Works 
of Shakspere, 1846 


3 S-S 9 avouchment. Acknowledge. 


Scene VIII. Before King Henry’s pavilum. 

Enter Gower Williams. 

W ill, 1 warrant it is to knight you, captain. 

Enter Fluellen. 

Flu, God’s will and his pleasure, captain, I 
^seech you now, come apace to the king : there 
is more good toward you peradventure than is in 
your knowledge to dream of. 

Will, Sir, know you this glove? 

Flu, Know the glove! I know the glove is 
a glove. 

Will, I know this ; and thus I challenge it 

{Strikes him. 

Flu. ’Sblood ! an arrant traitor as any is in the 
universal world, or in France, or in Englrnd ! 11 

Gow, How now. sir ! you villain ! 

Will, Do you think I ’ll be forsworn? 

Flu, Stand away. Captain Gower ; I will give 
treason his payment into plows, I warrant you. 

Will, I am no traitor. 

Flu, That’s a lie in thy throat. I charge you 
in his majesty’s name, apprehend him: ne^s a 
friend of the Duke Alen^on’s. 19 

Warwick and Gloucester. 

War, How now, how now ! what’s the matter? 

Flu, My Lord of Warwick^ here is — praised 
be God for it ! — a most contamous treason come 
to light, look you, as you shall desire in a summer’s 
day. Here is his majesty. 

Enter King Henry aiMf Exeter. 

K, Hen, How now ! what’s the matter? 

Flu, My liege, here is a villain and a traitor, 
that, look your grace, has struck the glove which 
your majes^ is take out of the helmet of Alen^on. 

Will, my liege, this was my p^Iove; here is 
the fellow of it ; and he that I gave it to in change 
promised to wear it in his cap: I promised to 
strike him, if he did : I met tins man with my 
glove in his cap, and I have been as good as my 
word. 

Flu. Your maiesty hear now, saving your 
majesty’s manhood, what an arrant, rascally, beg- 
garly, lousy knave it is : I hope your nujesty is 
pear me testimony and witness, and vrill avouch- 
ment, that this is the glove of Alen9on, that your 
maies^ is give me; in your conscience, now. 40 

A. rien. Give me thy glove, soldier: look, here 
is the fellow of it. 

’Twas I, indeed, thou promised^st to strike; 

And thou hast given me most bitter terms. 

Flu, And please your majesty, let his neck 
answer for it, if there is any martial law in the 
world. 

K.Hen. How canst thou make me satisfaction? 

Will, All offences, my lord, come from the 
heart: never came any from mine that might 
offend your majesty. 51 

K, Hen. It was ourself thou didst abuse. 

Will, Your majesty came not like youndf : 
you ajmared to me but as a common man ; wit- 
ness tne night, your garments, your lowiiness; 
and what your highness suffered imder that shape, 
I beseech you tiuce it for your own fault and not 
mine : for had you been as I took you for, 1 made 
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no oflfence; therefore^ I beseech your highness, 
pardon me. 6o 

AT. Hen, Here, uncle Exeter, fill this glove 
with crowns, 

And give it to this fellow. Keep it, fellow ; 

And wear it for an honour in thy cap 

Till I do challenge it. Give him the crowns: 

And, captain, you must needs be friends with him. 

Flu, By this day and this light, the fellow has 
mettle enough in his belly. Hold, there is twelve 
pence for you ; and I pray you to serve God, and 
keep you out of prawls, and prabbles, and quar- 
reLs, and dissensions, and, I warrant you, it is the 
better for you. 71 

IVill, I will none of your money. 

Flu, It is with a g»>od will ; I can tell you, it 
will serve you to mend your shoes : come, where- 
fore should you be so pashful ? your shoes is not so 
good: ’tis a good silling, I warrant you, or I will 
change it. 


Enter an English Herald. 

K, Hen, Now, herald, are the dead number’d? 
Her, Here is the number of the slaughter'd 
French. 

K, Hen, What prisoners of good sort are taken, 
uncle? 80 

Exe, Charles Duke of Orleans, nephew to the 
king; 

John Duke of Bourbon, and Lord Bouciqualt: 
Of other lords and barons, knights and squires, 
Full fifteen hundred, besides common men. 

K, Hen, This note doth tell me of ten thou- 
sand French 

That in the field lie slain: of princes, in this 
number, 

And nobles bearing banners, there lie dead 
One hundred twenty six : added to these, 

Of knights, esquires, and gallant gentlemen, 89 
Eight tnousand and four hundred ; of the which. 
Five hundred were but yesterday dubb’d knights : 
So that, in these ten thousand they have lost. 
There are but sixteen hundred mercenaries ; 

The rest are princes, barons, lords, knights, squires. 
And gentlemen of blood and quality. 

The names of those their nobles that lie dead : 
Charles Delabrcfh, high constable of France ; 
Jacques of Chatillon, admiral of France; 

The master of the cross-bows. Lord Rambures ; 
Great Master of France, the brave Sir Guichard 
Dolphin, TOO 

John Duke of Alen;on, Anthony Duke of Brabant, 
The brother to the Duke of Burgundy, 

And Edward Duke of Bar : of lusty earls, 
Grandpr^ and Roussi, Fauconberg and Foix, 
Beaumont and Marie, Vaudemont and Lestrale. 
Here was a royal fellowship of death ! 

Where is the number of our English dead? 

[Herald shews him another ^per, 
Edward the Duke of York, the Earl of Sunolic, 
Sir Richard Ketly, Davy Gam, esquire : 

None else of name ; and of all other men no 
But five and twenty. O God, thy arm was here ; 
And not to us, but to thy arm alone, 

Ascribe we all I When, without stratagem, 

But in plain shock and even play of battle. 

Was ever known so mat and little loss 
On one part and on the other? Take it, God, 
For it is none but thine I 
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KING HENRY V Act V Prologue 
10 Pedes in. Fences in. 

12 tohiffler. One who carried a staff (whiffle) to clear 
the way in front of a procession. 

21 signal and ostent. Siftns and displays. 

24-28 How London . . . Caesar in. See introduction. 

31—84 As in .. . welcome him. Sec introduction. 



38 emperor* s. Sigismund, Holy Roman Emperor, who 
visited England in 1416 . 


£jre» ni'is wonderf ul ! 

/C. Hen. Come, go we in procession to the 
village : 

And be it death proclaimed through our host 
To boast of this or take that praise from God 120 
Which is his only. 

£/u. Is it not lawful, an please your majesty, 
to tell how many is killed ? 

A", //en. Yes, captain ; but with this acknow- 
ledgement, 

That God fought for us. 

£/u. Yes, my conscience, he did us great good. 
Hen. Do we all holy rites ; 

Let there be sung ‘Non nobis’ and ‘Tc Deum 
The dead with charity enclosed in clay : 

And then to Calais ; and to England then ; 230 

Where ne’er from France arrived more happy 
men. [Exeunt. 

ACT V. 

PROLOGUE. 

Enter Chorus. 

Char. Vouchsafe to those that have not read 
the story, 

That I may prompt them : and of such as have, 

1 humbly pray them to admit the excuse 
Of time, of numbers and due course of things. 
Which cannot in their huge and proper life 
Be here presented. Now we bear the king 
Toward Calais : grant him there ; there seen. 
Heave him away upon your willed thoughts 
Athwart the sea. Behold, the English beach 9 

• Pales in the flood with men, with wives and 

boys, 

Whose shouts and claps out-voice the deep- 
mouth’ d sea, 

• Which like a mighty whiffler Tore the king 
Seems to prepare his way : so let him land. 

And solemnly see him set on to London. 

So swift a pace hath thought that even now 
You may imagine him upon Blackheath; 

Where that his lords desire him to have borne 
His bruised helmet and his bended sword 
Before him through the city : he forbids it, 19 
Being free from vainness and self-glorious pride ; 

• Giving full trophy, signal and ostent 

Quite from himself to God. But now behold, 

In the quick forge and working-house of thought, 

• How London doth pour out her citizens ! 

The mayor and all his brethren in best sort. 

Like to the senators of the antique Rome, 

With the plebeians swarming at their heels, 

Go forth and fetch their conquering Caesar in ; 
As, by a lower but loving likelihood. 

Were now the general of our gracious empress, 30 

• As in ^ood time he may, from Ireland coming. 
Bringing rebellion broached on his sword, 

How many would the peaceful city quit. 

To welcome him! much more, and much more 
cause. 

Did they this Harry. Now in London place him ; 
As yet the lamentation of the French 
Invites the King of En^^land’s stay at home ; 

• The emperor’s coming in behalf of France, 

To order peace between them ; and omit 

All the occurrences, whatever chanced, 40 
Till Harry’s back-return again to France ; 


590 


Act V Scene I KING HENRY V 


There must we bring him ; and myself have 
play'd 

The interim, by remembering you ’tis past. 

Then brook abridgement, and your eyes advance, 
After your thoughts, straight back again to 
France. \^Exit. 

Scene I. France. Tkc English camp. 

Enter Fluellen and Gower. 

Gaw. Nay, that's right ; but why wear you 
your leek to-da^? Saint Davy’s day is past. 

Flu. There is occasions and causes why and 
wherefore in all things: 1 will tell you, asse my 

• friend, Captain Gower : the rascally, scauld, beg- 
garly, lousy, pragcing knave, Pistol, which you 
and yourself and all the world know to be no petter 
than a fellow, look you now, of no merits, he is 
come to me and prings me pread and salt yester- 
day, look you, and bid me eat my leek : it was in 
a place where I could not breed no contention 
with him ; but I will be so bold as to wear it in my 
cap till I see him once again, and then I will tell 
him a little piece of my desires. 

Enter Pistol. 

Cow. Why, here he comes, swelling like a 
turkey-cock. 

Flu. 'Tis no matter for his swellings nor his 
turkey-cocks. God pless you, Aunchicnt Pistol ! 
you scurvy, lousy knave, God pless you ! 

• Pist. Ha 1 art thou l^dlam? dost thou thirst, 

base Trojan, 20 

• To have me fold up Parca's fatal web? 

Hence ! I am qualmish at the smell of leek. 

Flu. I peseech you heartily, scurvy, lousy 
knave, at my desires, and my requests, and my 
petitions, to eat, look you, this leek: because, 
look you, you do not love it, nor your affe< 5 lions 
and your appetites and your disgestions doo’s not 
agree with it, I would desire you to eat it 

• Pist. Not for Cadwallader and all his goats. 

Flu. There is one goat for you. {Strikes him. '\ 

Will you be so good, scauld knave, as eat it? 31 

Pist. Base Trojan, thou shalt die. 

Flu. You say very true, scauld knave, when 
God's will is: I will desire you to live in the 
mean time, and eat your vidluals : come, there is 
sauce for it {Strikes him.] You called me yes- 
terday mountain-squire ; but I will make you to- 
day a squire of low degree. I pray you, fall to : 
if you can mock a leek, you can eat a leek. 

Gaw. Enough, captain: you have astonished 
him. 41 

Flu. I say, I will make him eat some part of 
my leek, or I will peat his pate four days. Bite, 
I pray you ; it is good for your green wound and 
your ploody coxcomb. 

Pist. Must I bite? 

Flu. Yes, certainly, and out of doubt and out 
of question too, and ambiguities. 

Pist. By this leek, I will most horribly re- 
venge : I eat and eat, 1 swear — 50 

Flu. Eat, I pray you: will you have some 
more sauce to your leek ? there is not enough leek 
to swear by* 

Pist. Quiet thy cudgel ; thou dost see I eat. 


S scauld. Scabby. 

20 bedlam. Mad. 

21 Parca. In classical mythology, the F^arcae were the 
three Fates. 

29 Cadwallader. A famous Welsh warrior. 



IHuellen: ‘Eat, 1 pray you . . .’ Drawing by J. Coghlan, 
early 19th century 
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Pistol eats the leek. Engraving by Henry Bunbury 
(1750-1811) 

63 groat. A coin worth fourpence. 

78 gleeking and galling. Sneering and jeering. 

86 huswife. Hussy. 

87 Of malady of France, i.e. venereal disease. 


Flu, Muchgood do you, scauldknave, heartily. 
Nay, pray you, throw none away; the skin is 
good for your broken coxcomb. When you take 
occasions to see leeks hereafter, I pray you, mock 
at ’em ; that is all. 

Ptst. Good. 60 

Flu. Ay, leeks is good : hold you, there is a 
groat to heal your pate. 

• Fist. Me a gipat ! 

Flu. Yes, verily and in truth, you shall take 
it ; or I have another leek in my pocket, which 
you shall eat. 

Ftsl. I udee thy groat in earnest of revenge. 
Flu. If I owe you any thing, 1 will pay vou 
in cudgels : you sh^l be a woodmonger, and ouy 
nothing of me but cudgels. God b’ wi’ you, and 
keep you, and heal your pate. \Kxit. 71 

Fist. All hell shall stir for this. 

G<nu. Go, go ; you are a counterfeit cowvdly 
knave. Will you mock at an ancient tradition, 
begun upon an honourable respedl, and worn as a 
memoraole trophy of predeceased valour and dare 
not avouch in your deeds any of your words? I 

• have seen you gleeking and galling at this gen- 

tleman twice or thrice. You thought, because 
he could not speak English in the native garb, he 
could not therefore handle an Enelish cudgel: 
you find it otherwise ; and henceforth let a Welsh 
corredlion teach you a good English condition. 
Fare ye well. [Exit. 

• Fist. Doth Fortune play the huswife with me 

now? 

News have I. that my Nell is dead P the spital 

• Of malady of France ; 

And there my rendezvous is quite cut off. 

Old I do wax ; and from my weary limbs 
Honour is cudgelled. Well, bawd I’ll turn, 90 
And something lean to cutpurse of quick hand. 
To England will I steal, and there 1*11 steal: 

And patches will I get unto these cudgell’d scars. 
And swear I got them in the Gallia wars. [Exit. 

Scene II. France. A royal palace. 

Enter y at one door^ King Henry, Exeter, 
Bedford, Gloucester, Warwick, West- 
moreland, and other Lords; at anothery the 
French King, Queen Isabel, Princess 
Katharine, Alice and oth^ Ladies; the 
Duke of Burgundy, and his train. 

K. Hen. Peace to this meeting, wherefore we 
are met ! 

Unto our brother France, and to our sister, 
Health and fair time of day ; joy and good wishes 
To our most fair and princely cousin F atharine ; 
And, as a branch and member of this royalty, 

By whom this great assembly is contrived, 

We do salute you, Duke of Burmndy ; 

And, princes French, and peers, nealth to you all I 
Fr. King. Right joyous are we to behold 
your mce. 

Most worthy brother England ; fairly met: 10 

So are you, princes English, every one. 

Q. Isa. So happy ot the issue, brother Eng- 
land, 

Of this good day and of this mdous meeting. 

An we are now glad to behola your eyes; 

Your eyes, which hitherto have borne in them 
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Aninst the French, that met them in their bent, 

• The fatal balls of murdering basilisks : 

The venom of such looks, we fairly hope, 

^ Have lost their quality, and that this day 
Shall change all griefs and quarrels into love. 20 
K. Heft, To c^ amen to that, thus we appear. 
Q, Isa. You English princes ail, I do salute 
you. 

Bur. My duty to you both, on equal love, 
Great Kings of France and England ! That I 
have labour’d, 

With all my wits, my pains and strong endea- 
vours, 

To brin^ your most imperial majesties 
Unto this bar and royal interview, 

Your mightiness on j^th parts best can witness. 
Since then my office hath so far prevail’d 
That, face to face and royal eye to eye, 30 

You have congreeted, let it not disgrace me. 

If I demand, before this royal view, 

What rub or what impediment there is. 

Why that the naked, poor and mangled Peace, 
Dear nurse of arts, plenties and Joyful births. 
Should not in this best garden of the world 
Our fertile France, put up her lovely visage? 
Alas, she hath from France too long been chased. 
And all her husbandry doth lie on heaps. 
Corrupting in it own fertility. 40 

Her vine, the merry cheerer of the heart, 

• Unpruned dies; her hedges even-pleach’d, 

Like prisoners wildly overgrown with hair, 

• Put forth disorder’d twigs ; her fallow leas 

• The darnel, hemlock and rank fumitory 

• Doth root upon, while that the coulter rusts 
That should deracinate such savagery ; 

The even mead, that erst brought sweetly forth 
The freckled cowslip, burnet and green clover, 
Wanting the scythe, all uncorredled, rank, 50 
Conceives by idleness and nothing teems 
^ But hateful docks, rough thistles, kecksies, burs, 
Losing both beauty and utility. 

And as our vineyards, fallows, meads and hedges, 
Defedlive in their natures, grow to wildness. 
Even so our houses and ourselves and children 
Have lost, or do not learn for want of time. 

The sciences that should become our country ; 

But grow like savages, — as soldiers will 

That nothing do but meditate on blood, — 60 

• To swearing and stem looks, defused attire 
And every thing that seems unnatural. 

Which to reduce into our former favour 
You are assembled : and my speech entreats 

• That I may know the let, why gjentle Peace 
Should not expel these inconveniences 
And bless us with her former qualities. 

AT. Hen. If, Duke of Burgundy, you would 
the peace, 

Whose want gives growth to the imperfedlions 
Which you have cited, you must buy that peace 
With full accord to all our Just demands ; 71 

Whose tenours and particular efiedls 
You have enscheduled briefly in your hands. 

Bur. The king hath heard them ; to the which 
as yet 

There is no answer made. 

AT. Heu, Well then the peace, 

Which you before so urged, lies in his answer. 

Fr, I have but with a cursorary eire 

O’erglanced the articles; pleaseth your grace 


17 fdtal balls. ^Cannonballs’ and also 'eyeballs’. 
basilisks. 'Large cannons’ and 'fabulous serpents whose 
looks killed’. 


13 quality. Power. 



Burgundy: *. . . this best garden of the world Our fertile 
France . . .* Agricultural scene in the i6th century. From 
Flemish engraving 


42 even~pleach*d. Evenly interwined. 

44 leas. F'ields of arable land. 

48 darnel . . . fumitory. Weeds. 

46 coulter. Blade in the front part of a share in a plough. 

82 kecksies. Dry stalks of weeds such as cow' parsnip or 
chervil. 

61 defused. Wild. 

68 let. Hindrance. 
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90 ronsififi. AKrei-. 



Henry: ‘Do you like me, Kate?’ Drawing from William 
Charles Macready’s production, C'ovent Clartlcn 'Pheatre, 
London , 1839 

112-113 Qne dit-il? . . . anges. What does he say ? 'Phat 
1 am like the angels? 

114—115 Oui . . . dit-il. Yes, truly, save your grace, he 
says so. 

133 clap hands, i.e. to seal a bargain. 

141 measure. Stately dance. 


'Po appoint some of your council presently 
To sit with us once more, with better heed 80 
'J'o rc-siirvey them, we will suddenly 
Pass our accept and peremptory answer. 

K. lletu Hrother, we shall. ('»o, uncle Kxeter, 
And brother Clarence, and >ou, brother Clou- 
cesicr, 

Warwick and Huntingdon, go with the king; 

And take with you free power to ratify, 

Augment, or alter, as your wisdoms best 
Shall see advantageable for our dignity, 

Any thing in or out of our demands, 

• And we’ll consign thereto. Will you, fair sister. 
Go with the princes, or stay here with us? 91 

(_>. Isa. Our gracious brother, 1 will go with 
them : 

Haply a woman’s voice may do some good, 

When articles too nicely urged be stood on. 

K. Hen. Yet leave our cousin Katharine here 
with us : 

She is our capital demand, comprised 
Within the fore-rank of our article.^. 

Q, Isa. She hath good leave. 

[Exetmt all except Jlcnry^ Katharine. 

and A lice. 

K. Hen. Fair Katharine, and most fair, 

Will you vouch.safe to teach a soldier terms 
Such as will enter at a lady’s ear 100 

And plead his love-.suit to her gentle heart? 

Kath. Your majesty shall mock at me; I can- 
not speak your England. 

K. Hen. O fair Katharine, if you will love 
me soundly with your French heart, 1 will be 
glad to hear you confess it brokenly with your 
English tongue. Do you like me, Kate? 

Kath. Pardonnez- moi, I cannot tell vat is 
Hike me.’ 

K. Hen. An angel is like you, Kate, and you 
are like an angel. 1 1 1 

• Kath. Que dit-il? que je siiis semblable a les 
anges? 

• Alice. Oui, vraiment, sauf votre grace, ainsi 
dit-il. 

K. Hen. I said so, dear Katharine ; and I 
must not blush to affirm it. 

Kath. O bon Dicu ! Ics langues des hommes 
sont pleines de tromperies. 

K. Hen. What says she, fair one? that the 
tongues of men are full of deceits? 121 

A lice. Oui, dat de tongues of de mans is be 
full of deceits : dat is de princess. 

K. Hen. The princess is the better English- 
woman. V faitK Kate, my wooing is fit for thy 
understanding: I am glad thou canst speak no 
better £ngli.sn ; for, if thou couldst, thou wouldst 
find me such a plain king that thou wouldst think 
I had sold my farm to buy my crown. I know 
no ways to mince it in love, but diredlly to say 
'I love you:’ then if vou urge me farther than to 
say ‘do you in faith?’ I wear out my suit. Give 

• me your answer ; i’ faith, do : and so clap hands 
and a bargain : how say you, lady ? 

Kath. Sauf votre honneur, me understand 
veil. 

K. Hen. Marry, if you would put me to verses 
or to dance for your sake, Kate, why you undid 
me : for the one, I have neither words nor mea- 
sure, and for the other, I have no strength in 

• measure, yet a reasonable measure in strength. 
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If I could win a lady at leap-frog, or by vaulting 
into my saddle with my armour on my back, 
under the correction of bragging be it spoken, I 
should quickly leap into a wife. Or if I might 
buffet for my love, or bound my horse for her 
favours, I could lay on like a butcher and sit like 

I a jack-an-apes, never off. But, before God, Kate, 
I cannot look greenly nor gasp out my eloquence, 
nor I have no cunning in protestation ; only down- 
right oaths, which 1 never use till urged, nor 
never break for urging. If thou canst love a 
fellow of this temper, Kate, whose face is not 
worth sun-burning, that never looks in his glass 

> for love of any thing he sees there, let thine eye 
be thy cook. I speak to thee plain soldier : if 
thou canst love me for this, take me ; if not, to 
say to thee th.at I shall die, is true : but for thy 
love, by the Lord, no ; yet I love thee too. And 
while thou I i vest, dear Kate, take a fellow of 

> plain and uncoined constancy ; for he perforce 
must do thee right, because he hath not the gift 
to woo in other places : for these fellows of infi- 
nite tongue, that can rhyme themselves into 
ladies' favours, they do always reason themselves 
out again. What ! a speaker is but a prater ; a 
rhyme is but a ballad. A good leg will fall ; a 
straight back will stoop ; a black beard will turn 
white; a curled pate will grow bald; a fair face 
will wither ; a full eye will wax hollow : but a good 
heart, Kate, is the sun and the moon ; or rather 
the sun and not the moon ; for it shines bright 
and never changes, but keeps his course truly. 
If thou would have .such a one, take me; and 
take me, take a soldier; take a soldier, take a 
king. And what saycst thou then to my love? 
speak, my fair, and fairly, I pray thee. 

Kath, Is it possible dat I sould love de enemy 
of France? 179 

K, Hen, No; it is not po.ssible you should 
love the enemy of France, Kate; but, in loving 
me, you should love the friend of France; for 1 
love France so well that I will not part with a 
village of it ; I will have it all mine : and, Kate, 
when France is mine and I am yours, then yours 
is France and you are mine. 

Kath, I cannot tell vat is dat. 

K. Hen, No, Kate? 1 will tell thee in French; 
which I am sure will hang upon my tongue like 
a new-married wife about her husband’s neck, 

> hardly to be shook off. Je quand sur le posses- 
sion de France, et quand vous avez le possession 
de moi, — let me see, what then? Saint Denis be 
my speed !— done votre est France et vous etes 
mienne. It is as easy for me, Kate, to conquer 
the kingdom as to speak so much more French; 
I shall never move thee in French, unless it be to 
laugh at me. 

^ Kath, Saiif votre honneur, le Francois que 
vous parlez, il est meilleur que I’Anglois lequel 
je parle. 201 

AT. Hen, No, faith, is’t not, Kate; but thy 
speaking of my tongue, and I thine, most truly- 
falsely, must needs be granted to be much at one. 
But, Kate, dost thou understand thus much En- 
glish, canst thou love me? 

Kath, I cannot tell. 

K, Hen, Can any of your neighbours tell, 
Kate? 1*11 ask them. Come, I know thou 
lovest me; and at night, when you come into 


148 jack -an-apes. Monkey. 

1B8-166 let thine eye be thy cook. Your imagination 
must provide me with the charms I lack. 


181 uncoined. Metal that has never been coined, there- 
fore never passed from hand to hand. 



Sarah Siddons as Princess Katherine in John Kemble’s 
production, Theatre Royal, Drury Lane, London, 1789 


191—196 Je quand . . . mienne. A paraphrase in bad 
French of his last sentence. 

199—201 Sauf votre . . ,je parle. Save your honour, the 
French you speak is better than my English. 
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218 scamhling. Fighting. 

220 Saint Denis. The patron stint of France. 


224 ftower -de-luce. Fleur-de-lia, the symbol of France. 



Laurence Olivier as Menr>' V and Jessica 'rands as the 
Princess Katherine, Old Vic 'Fheatre, London, 1937 


230-232 la plus . . . detyin deesse. The most beautiful 
Katherine in the world, my dearest divine goddess. 

241 untempering. Unprepossessing. 

Laissez, mon seigneur . , . tr'es- puissant 

seigneur. Don't, my lord, don’t, don't; my faith, 1 don't 
want you to lower your dignity by kissing the hand of 
one of your unworthy servants; Excuse me, I beg you, 
sovereign lord. 


your closet, you *11 question this gentlewoman 
about me; and I know, Kate, you will to her 
dispraise those parts in me that you love with 
your heart : but, good Kate, mock me mercifully: 
the rather, gentle princess, because 1 love thee 
cruelly. If ever thou beest mine, Kate, as I have 
a saving faith within me tells me thou shalt, 1 get 

• thee with scambling, and thou must therefore 
needs prove a good soldier-breeder : shall not thou 

• and I, between Saint Denis and Saint George, 
compound a boy, half French, half English, that 
shall go to Constantinople and take the Turk by 
the beard? shall we not? what sayest thou, my 

• fair flower-de-luce ? 

Katk, I do not know dat. 

K. Hen, No ; *tis hereafter to know, but now 
to promise : do but now promise, Kate, you will 
endeavour for your French part of such a boy : 
and for my English moiety take the word of a 

• king and a bachelor. How answer you, la plus 
belle Katharine du monde, mon tr^s cher et de- 
vin deesse? 

Kath, Your majestee ave fausse French 
enough to deceive de most sage demoiselle dat 
is en France. 

K, Hen. Now, fie upon my false French! 
By mine honour, in true English, I love thee, 
Kate : by which honour I dare not swear thou 
Invest me ; yet my blood' begins to flatter me 
that thou dost, notwithstanding the poor and 

• untempering effecfl of my visage. Now, be- 
.shrew my father's ambition ! he was thinking of 
civil wars when he got me : therefore was I 
created with a stubborn outside, with an aspedl 
of iron, that, when I come to woo ladies, I 
fright them. But, in faith, Kate, the elder I 
wax, the better I shall appear: my comfort is, 
that old age, that ill layer up of beauty, can do 
no more spoil upon my face: thou hast me, if 
thou hast me, at the worst ; and thou shalt wear 
me, if thou wear me, better and better: and 
therefore tell me, most fair Katharine, will you 
have me? Put off your maiden blushes; avouch 
the thoughts of your heart with the looks of an 
empress ; take me by the hand, and say ‘ Harry 
of England, I am thine which word thou shaft 
no sooner bless mine ear withal, but I will tell 
thee aloud * England is thine, Ireland is thine, 
France is thine, and Henry Plantag'enet is thine;’ 
who, though I speak it l^fore his face, if he 
not fellow with the best king, thou shalt find the 
best king of good fellows. Come, your answer 
in broken music ; for thy voice is music and thy 
English broken ; therefore, queen of all, Katha- 
rine, break thy mind to me in broken English ; 
wilt thou have me? 

Kath. Dat is as it sail please de roi mon pire. 

K. Hen. Nay, it will please him well, Kate ; 
it shall please him, Kate. 

Kath. Den it sail also content me. 270 

K. Hen. Upon that I kiss your hand, and I 
call you my queen. 

• Kath. Laissez, mon seigneur, laissez, laissez ; 
ma foi, je ne veux point que vous abaissiez votre 
grandeur en baisant la main d’une de votre seig- 
neurie indigne serviteur; excusez-moi^ je vous 
supplie, mon tr^s-puissant seigneur. 

A . Hen. Then I will kiss your lips, Kate. 

Katk. Les dames et demoiselles pour 6tre 
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bais^es devantleur noces^ il n’est pas la coutume 
de France. 281 

K. Hen* Madam my inteipreter, what says 
she? ^ 

Alice. Dat it is not be de fashion pour les 
ladies of France, — I cannot tell vat is baiser en 
Anglish. 

K. Hen* To kiss. 

• Alice. Your majesty entendre bettre que moi. 

K. Hen. It is not a fashion for the maids in 

France to kiss before they are married, would 
she say? 

Alice. Oui, vraiment ^ 

K. Hen. O Kate, nice customs curtsy to 
great kings. Dear Kate, you and I cannot be 

• confined within the weak list of a country's 
fashion: we are the makers of manners, Kate; 
and the liberty that follows our places stops the 
mouth of all nnd-faults ; as 1 will do yours, for 
upholding the nice fashion of your country in 
denying me a kiss: therefore, patiently and 
jrielding. [ICissin^’ Iter.] You have witchcraft 
in your lips, Kate : there is more eloquence in a 
sugar touch of them than in the tongues of the 
French council ; and they should sooner persuade 
Harry of England than a general petition of 
monarchs. Here comes your father. 

Re-enter the French King and his Queen, 
Burgundy, and other Lords. 

Bur. God save your majesty ! my royal 
cousin, teach you our princess English? 

K. Hen. I would have her learn, my fair 
cousin, how perfe< 5 Uy I love her; and that is 
good English. 

Bur. Is she not apt? 

K.^ Hen. Our tongue is rough, coz, and my 
condition is not smooth ; so that, having neither 
the voice nor the heart of flattery about me, I 
cannot so conjure up the spirit of love in her, 
that he will appear in his true likeness. 

Bur. Pardon the frankness of my mirth, if I 
answer you for that If you would conjure in 
her, you must make a circle ; if conjure up love 
in her in his true likeness, he must appear naked 
and blind. Can you blame her then, being a 
maid yet rosed over with the virgin crimson of 
modesty, if she deny the appearance of a naked 
blind boy in her naked seeing self? It were, my 
lord, a hard condition for a maid to consign to. 

• AT. Hen. Yet they do wink and yield, as love 
is blind and enforces. 

Bur. They are then excused, my lord, when 
they see not what they do. 330 

A. Hen. Then, mod my lord, teach your 
cousin to consent winking. 

Bur. I will wink on her to consent, my lord, 
if you will teach her to know my meaning: for 

• nuuds, well summered and warm kept, are like 
flies at Baitholomew-tide, blind, though they 
have their eyes ; and then they will endiire hand- 
ling, which Mfore would not abide looking on. 

A. Hen. This moral ties me over to time and 
a hot summer ; and so I shall catch the fly, your 
cousin, in the latter end suid she must be bhnd too* 

Bur. As love is, my lord, before it loves. 

AT. Hen. It is so: and you may, some of you, 
love for my blindness, who cannot see 



Costume design for Alice by Tanya Moisewitch, 
Stratford-upon-Avon, 1951 


288 entendre bettre que moi. Understands better than 1 . 
296 list. Boundary. 

327 wink. Close both eyes. 

336-338 like flies at Bartholomew- tide. Like flies in late 
August when they become sluggish. 
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347—348 perspectively. Through an optical glass that 
produces illusions. 

367—389 Notre tres . . . France. Our dear son Henry. 
King of England and Heir of France. 



Henry and Katherine. Drawing from William Charles 
Macready’s production, Covcnt Garden Theatre, Lon- 
don, 1839 


many a fair French city for one fair French maid 
that stands in my way. 

• Fr, King. Yes, my lord, you see them per- 

spedlively, the cities turned into a maid ; for they 
are all girdled with maiden walls that war hath 
never entered. 350 

K, Hen. Shall Kate be my wife? 

Fr, King. So please you. 

Hen. I am content ; so the maiden cities 
you talk of may wait on her : so the maid that 
stood in the way for my wish shall show me the 
way to my will. 

Fr. King, We have consented to all terms of 
re^ason. 

K. Hen. Is 't so, my lords of England? 359 
IVest. The king hath granted every article : 
His daughter first, and then in sequel all, 
According to their firm proposed natures. 

Fxe. Only he hath not yet subscribed this : 
Where your majesty demands, that the King of 
France, having any occasion to write for matter 
of grant, shall name your highness in this form 

• and with this addition, in French, Notre trfes- 
cher fils Henri, Roi d’Angleterre, Heritier de 
France; and thus in Latin, Praeclarissimus filius 
noster Henricus, Rex Angliae, et Haeres Franciae, 

Fr. King. Nor this 1 have not, brother, so 
denied. 

But your request shall make me let it pass. 

K. Hen, I pray you then, in love and dear 
alliance. 

Let that one article rank with the rest; 

And thereupon give me your daughter. 

Fr. King, Take her, fair son, and from her 
blood raise up 

Issue to me ; that the contending kingdoms 
Of France and England, whose very shores look 
pale 

With envy of each other's happiness. 

May cease their hatred, and this dear con- 
jundlion 380 

Plant neighbourhood and Christian-like accord 
In their sweet bosoms, that never war advance 
His bleeding sword 'twixt England and fair 
France. 

A IL Amen ! 

AT. Hen, Now, welcome, Kate : and bear me 
witness all. 

That here 1 kiss her as my sovereign queen. 

[A' lourish. 

Q. Isa, God, the best maker of all marriages, 
Combine your hearts in one, your realms in one ! 
As man and wife, being two, are one in love, 

So be there 'twixt vour kingdoms such a spousal. 
That never may ill office, or fell jealousy. 

Which troubles oft the bed of blessed mvriage. 
Thrust in between the padlion of these kingdoms. 
To make divorce of their incorporate lea^e ; ^ 
That English may as French, French English- 
men, 

Receive each other. God speak this Amen ! 

AIL Amen! 

K. Hen, Prepare we for our marriage: on 
which day. 

My Lord of Burgundy, we ’ll take your oath, 

And all the peers’, for surety of our leagues. 400 
Then shall I swear to Kate, and you to me ; 

And may our oaths well kept and prosperous be ! 

[Sennets Exeunt. 
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EPILOGUE. 

Enter Chorus. 

Char. Thus far, with rough and all-unable pen, 

• Our bending author hath pursued the story, 

In little room confining mighty men, 

• Mangling by starts the full course of their jglory. 
Small time, but in that small most greatly lived 

This star of England : Fortune made his swo*-d ; 
By which the world’s best garden he achieved. 

And of it left his son imperial lord. 

Henry the Sixth, in infant bands crown’d King 
Of France and England, did this king suc- 
ceed ; ^ lo 

Whose state so many had the managing, 

That they lost France and made his England 
bleed : 

Which oft our stage hath shown ; and, for their 
sake. 

In your fair minds let this acceptance take. 

\Exit. 



Henry' with Queen Katherine. Drawing by John M. 
Wright (1777-1866) 


2 bending. Bowing to the audience. 
4 starts, i.e. in fits and starts. 
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King Henry Vm 

1613 


The Play. Henry VIII is Shakespeare’s last play. There is a certain propriety, typical 
of the planning mind we have observed all through his work, that he should round off 
his astonishing production, as he had begun, with a chronicle-play on English history. 
It gave him the opportunity to pronounce his valediction, his real farewell, to the 
Elizabethan age - of which, all unknown, he would in time become the brightest jewel 
in its crown - in Cranmer’s famous prophecy in baptising the infant Princess Elizabeth. 
Thus the play ends: the wheel has come full circle. 

That Henry VIII is dominantly Shakespeare’s, the hand recognisable in the leading 
characters and famous scenes, we need not doubt. Besides, Heming and Condell would 
not have included the text, from their theatre scripts, if it had not been his. On the 
other hand, one has the distinct impression that a subordinate hand had a part in it, and 
this is likely to have been John Fletcher, the master’s successor as dramatist-in-chief to 
the Company. 

Other reasons also account for the idiosyncrasy of this play. One misses the dynamism 
of Shakespeare’s mind, his characteristic attack on his subject. The mood is a more 
passive one, of observation, sympathy, reflection, almost resignation. That would be 
natural enough: after his life of constant effort as actor and dramatist, touring, pro- 
ducing, writing, he was a tired man. Henry VIII was written in 1612-13; after that, 
though he lived for another three years, he wrote no more. He was content to enjoy his 
well-earned retirement, as the gentleman of Stratford, with an occasional visit to 
London to keep his hand in the Company’s affairs 

In spite of all reservations we have to admit, with Dr. Johnson, that the play is ‘one 
of those which still keeps possession of the stage, by the splendour of its pageantry . . . 
Yet pomp is not the only merit of this play. The meek sorrows and virtuous distress of 
Catherine have furnished some scenes which may be justly numbered among the 
greatest efforts of tragedy.’ This is perhaps too encomiastic; yet Johnson goes further, 
to say of Catherine’s last scene when dying that ‘it . is, above any other part of Shake- 
speare’s tragedies, and perhaps above any scene of any other poet, tender and pathetic, 
without gods or furies, or poisons or precipices, without the help of romantic circum- 
stances, without improbable sallies of poetical lamentation, and without any throes of 
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tumultuous misery.’ 

It is the chaste classicism of the Augustan age that speaks; I suspect that it is precisely 
the absence of Shakespeare’s romantic fougue that makes the Doctor so enthusiastic. At 
the same time actresses have found this a noble part, and artists, notably Blake, have 
been inspired by the dying Queen’s vision of heavenly spirits. 

Dr. Johnson failed to observe, what actors have appreciated, that Wolsey’s is a fine 
part too. It has a number of famous passages which have sunk into our communal 
memory ; 


Had I but served my God with half the zeal 
I served my king, he would not in mine age 
Have left me naked to mine enemies. 


Or, 


Farewell! A long farewell to all my greatness! 

Then there follows an oration, developed in accordance with the rules of rhetoric, such 
as we have observed again and again, on the stages of man’s life; and ending on the 
wretchedness of him who depends on princes’ favour: 

And when he falls, he falls like Lucifer, 

Never to hope again. 

Or there is Wolsey’s earlier premonition : 

I shall fall 

Like a bright exhalation in the evening, 

And no man see me more. 

The Character of the King. A prime trouble with Henry VIII is the character of the 
King; he is hardly worthy of the title-role, and he is not convincing. He posed an 
insurmountable problem for the dramatist; for he was still a controversial figure - in 
the way that Richard III was not (everybody knew the truth about him) - and it was 
hardly possible to tell the whole truth about Henry. After all, he was Queen Elizabeth’s 
father, though he had killed her mother, and was to kill her cousin, Catherine Howard. 
Nothing of this in the play. 

The situation was rather like that with Stalin in Soviet Russia, an overpowering 
personality,' without which the country might not have pulled through its revolution, 
yet a capricious and cruel monster or, rexher, faux~bonhomme. Indeed, only a few years 
before the play, Robert Cecil, James I’s chief minister, then Lord Salisbury', in a speech 
to the Lords openly condemned Henry’s cruelty - much as Krushchev spoke up about 
Stalin’s brutality. 

Henry VIII inherited his characteristics from his Yorkist stock. He was very like his 
burly grandfather, Edward IV, who killed his brother, Clarence; his great-uncle was 
Richard III, who killed his nephews; Henry killed two of his wives, besides various 
other members of his family - his cousin, Clarence’s daughter, the aged Countess of 
Salisbury, her son, and another cousin, the Marquis of Exeter. 

Not much of this appeared in the first half of Henry’s life - except for Buckingham’s 
execution, with which the play begins - until the crisis of the Reformation, though 
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Henry VllI, who 
reigned i^og ^y. 
Painting c 7 5 76 
after H, Holhetn 



Wolscy and Sir Thomas More (another victim) knew perfectly what was what about 
Henry. The Reformation was yet another subject that could not be handled in the play 
- yet it was the backbone of Henry’s reign ; 

Majestic lord that broke the bonds of Rome. 

Thus the play is without a backbone, and wants integration. In place of that, we are 
given a series of effective scenes, skilfully linked, pulling together disparate events over 
the years. Shakespeare took advantage of what could be made dramatic use of - for 
example. Bishop Gardiner’s attempt to ‘frame’ Archbishop Cranmer, which Henry 
personally frustrated; and then resolved to give the story a ceremonial end with the 
baptism of Elizabeth. 

Shakespeare and Elizabeth 1 . The tact we have observed all through Shakespeare’s 
career would have prevented him from touching on these controversial issues anyway; 
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he steered clear of them. It was enough to have to deal with the divorce of C atherine of 
Aragon, which he does with much sympathy in his portrait of her and managing to save 
the ‘honour' - or, at any rate, dignity - of the King. 

The dramatist had paid his meed of tributes to Henry and Anne Bullen’s daughter, 
though with none of the outrageous flattery with which many of the poets treated her : 
as in everything, he retained his essential independence and dignity - as in his relations 
with his patron. In the event the Queen had condemned Southampton to death and 
incarcerated him in the Tower, until her own death freed him. It was observed that her 
favourite dramatist paid no poetic tribute on her passing. Now, ten years later, at the 
end of his own career, he could look back over it all and see in the perspective of time 
as a prophecy - what her reign had been : 

She shall be loved and feared. Her own shall bless her; 

Her foes shake like a field of beaten corn . . . 

In her days every man shall eat in safety 
Under his own vine what he plants, and sing 
The merry songs of peace to all his neighbours. 

The tribute is to the internal peace she kept so successfully during her long reign. 

It is not so often noticed that the oration goes on with no less tact to salute her 
successor. 'I'he ashes of the maiden phoenix would create another heir, ‘as great in 
admiration as herself’ (forsooth!): 

Wherever the bright sun of heaven shall shine, 

His honour and the greatness of his name 
Shall be, and make new nations . . . 

This was already coming to pass: Jamestown had been founded but a few years before, 
with Southampton a promoter (hence Hampton Roads and Hampton River) to take a 
leading part later in the colonisation of Virginia. 

The existence of the New World is signalled by the old master in an unmistakeable 
piece of bawdy at the Princess's christening. There is such a crowd that the Porter cries. 

What should you do, but knock ’em down by the dozens? Is this Moorfields to 
muster in ? Or have we some strange Indian with the great tool come to Court, 
the women so besiege us? Bless me, what a fry of fornication is at door! On my 
Christian conscience, this one christening will beget a thousand. 

His man reports, 

There is a fellow somewhat near the door, he should be a brazier by his face, 
for, o’my conscience, twenty of the dog-days now reign in’s nose. 

Isn’t that a rather touching tribute to Bardolph, whose red nose was his prominent 
feature, after all the years? Or perhaps the same actor, whose appurtenance it was, was 
still with the Company. Then the Porter again : 

These are the youths that thunder at a play-house and fight for bitten apples, 
that no audience but the tribulation of Tower-Hill, or the limbs of Limehouse, 
are able to endure. 
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Sir Henry Irvtng 
as Wolsty, one of 
his greatest 
Shakespearean 
roles, jS()> 



Wolsey. Norfolk’s description of how Wolsey takes his fall out of favour with the King, 
reminds us how gestural Elizabethan acting was: 

Some strange commotion 
Is in his brain: he bites his lip, and starts; 

Stops on a sudden, looks upon the ground. 

Then lays his finger on his temple ; straight 
Springs out into fast gait; then stops again, 

Strikes his breast hard, and anon he casts 
His eye against the moon. 


Traces of fairly recent tradition about Wolsey make a full character of him, more 
sympathetic too than that generally entertained by either Protestants or Catholics. In 
the play he is said to have had a ‘witchery in’s tongue’, which exerted a spell over the 
King. The Cardinal certainly was an eloquent and seductive speaker; but the truth was 
that, for the first half of the reign, he did Henry’s work for him: he administered the 
country with immense energy and ability. A couple of famous lines describe him: 

Lofty and sour to them that loved him not, 

But to those that sought him, sweet as summer. 

Shakespeare gives him historical justice - more so than anyone, except his gentleman- 
attendant, George Cavendish, who knew him best and wrote his life : 



Though ff%n an humble stock . . . 
Exceeding wise, fair-spoken and persuading. 
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Richard IIL An earlier historic tradition is mentioned that related to Richard III. 
Buckingham’s father had been Richard’s chief supporter in taking the throne from his 
nephew, perhaps understandably; but his stomach had been turned, like everybody 
else’s, by^he murder of the Princes, and Buckingham turned against him. When 
rounded up at Salisbury, if he had been brought before Richard, the Duke had meant 
to knife him - suspicious Richard was careful not to give him that chance. 

With that we go back to Shakespeare’s first immense and justified success with an 
historic character. Richard’s great-nephew, who w’as just as murderous, comes off 
palely in this last play - only his repeated ‘Ha!’ has something sinister about it. 

The Globe. The Prologue has a similar appeal to that of Henry V : 

Think ye see 

The very persons of our noble story 
As they were living . . . 

And it assures the audience that they will find truth in what they see and hear: 

I come no more to make you laugh; things now 
That hear a weighty and a serious brow . 

Sad, high, and working, full of state and woe. 

Such noble scenes as draw the eye to flow . 

The Epilogue has the regular making up to the audience, especially to the women: 

If they smile, 

And say ’twill do, I know, within a while 
All the best men are ours ; for ’tis ill hap 
If they hold when their ladies bid’em clap. 


The play was produced with exceptional pomp and magnificence, ‘even to the matting 
of the stage; the Knights of the Order with their Georges and garters, and Guards with 
their embroidered coats, and the like: sufficient in truth within a while to make greatness 
very familiar.’ We see how the theatre had gone up in public estimation and prosperity, 
carrying its creators and leaders upward with it, from those early days when, as Greene 
said, the players had been glad to carry their playing-fardel a-footback. 

At the performance on 29 June 1613, when chambers were shot off to greet the 
King’s entry to Cardinal Wolsey’s masquing, the thatch around the Globe caught fire 
and the theatre was burnt to the ground. Though it rose again, like a phoenix from its 
ashes, rebuilt more splendidly than before, it marks a term and puts a period to our 
story. 

I . Philip 

Henslowe's dealings 
as theatrical 
entrepreneur were 
mostly with the 
Ix)rd Admirals 
Company. 


Text Many business documents must have been lost, to that we have not those of the 
Burbages and we have Henslowe’s' . But, thank heaven, the scripts of the plays, so far as 
we know, were safe. The text of Henry VIII, as it appeared in the Folio, was a tidy one, 
with many more detailed stage-directions than usual, consistent with the dramatist 
being retired in the country and giving full instructions for production. 
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^ THE FA^IOUS HISTORY OF THE LIFE OF 

.KING HENRY THE EIGHTH 

DRAMATIS PERSONAE. 


King Henry the Eighth. 

Cardinal Wolsey. 

Cardinal Campeius. 

Capucius, Ambassador from the Emperor 
Charles V. 

Cranmer, Archbishop of Canterbury, 

Duke of Norfolk. 

Duke of Buckingham. 

Duke of Suffolk. 

Earl of Surrey. 

Lord Chamberlain. 

Lord Chancellor. 

Garoiner, Bishop of Winchester. 

Bishop of Lincoln. 

Lord Abergavenny. 

Lord Sands. 

Sir Henry Guildford. 

Sir Thomas Lovell. 

Sir Anthony Denny. 

Sir Nicholas Vaux. 

Secretaries to Wolsey. 

Cromwell, Servant to Wolsey. 

I A bullet beside a text line indicates an annotation in the 
tippttsUe column. 

THE PROLOGUE. 

• I come no more to make you laugh: things now, 
That bear a weighty and a serious brow, 

• Sad, high, and working, full of state and woe. 
Such noble scenes as draw the eye to flow. 

We now present. Those that can pity, here 
May, if they think it well, let fall a tear ; 

The subje<^l will deserve it. Such as give 
Their money out of hope they may believe. 

May here find truth too. Those that come to see 
Only a show or two, and so agree lo 

The play may pass, if they be still and willing. 
I'll undertake may see away their shilling 
Richly in two short hours. Only they 

That come to hear a merry bawdy play, 

• A noise of targets, or to see a fellow 

• In a long motley coat guarded with yellow, 

Will be deceived ; for, gentle hearers, know, 

To rank our cho.sen truth with such a show 
As fool and fight is, beside forfeiting 

Our own brains, and the opinion that we bring, 
To make that only true we now intend, 21 

Will leave us never an understanding friend. 
Therefore, for goodness’ sake, and as you are 
known 

The first and happiest hearers of the town, 

Be sad, as we would make ye : think ye see 
The very persons of our noble story 
As they were living ; think you see them great, 
And follow’d with the general throng and sweat 
Of thousand friends ; then in a moment, sec 
How soon this mightiness meets misery : 30 

And, if you can be merry^ then, I ’ll say 
A man may weep upon his wedding-day. 


Griffith, Gentleman-u.sher to Queen Ka- 
tharine. 

Three Gentlemen. 

Doctor Butts, Physician to the King. 
Garter King-at-Arms. 

Surveyor to the Duke of Buckingham. 
Brandon, and a Sergeant-at-Arms. 
Door-keeper of the Council-chamber. Porter, 
and his Man. 

Page to Gardiner. A Crier. 

Queen Katharine, wife to King Henry, 
afterwards divorced. 

Anne Bullen, her Maid of Honour, after- 
wards Queen. 

An old Lady, friend to Anne Bullen. 
Patience, woman to Queen Katharine. 

Several Lords and Ladies in the Dumb Shows ; 
Women attending upon the Queen ; Scribes, 
Officers, Guards, and other Attendants. 

Spirits. 

Scene: London; Westmmster; Kimbolton. 


1—4 / come no more ... to flotc. See introduction. 

3 Ivor king. Moving. 

IB targets. Shields. 

IS motley. I'he particoloured dress of the fool, guarded. 
'Trimmed. 


Opposite: Henry VIII. Painting by Hans Holbein the 
Younger (i497/*^- » 543) 
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The alliance of Ht*nr>' VIII and Francis I. Engraving 
from a contemporary woodcut 


6 suns of glory, Henry VIII and Francis I of France. 

7 Met in the vale of Andren. Known as the Field of the 
Cloth of Gold; each king vying with the other in 
magnificence. 

19 clinquant. Glittering. 


ACT I. 

Scene L London, An ante-chamber in ike 
palace. 

Enter DuKB OF Norfolk at one door; at 
the otkery the Duke of Buckingham and the 
Lord Abergavenny. 

Buck. Good morrow, and well met. How have 
ye done 

Since last we saw in France? 

Nor. I thank ^roiir grace, 

Healthful ; and ever since a fresh admirer 
Of what I saw there. 

Buck, An untimely ague 

Stay’d me a prisoner in my chamber when 

• Those suns of glory, those two lights of men, 

• Met in the vale of Andren. 

Nor. ’Twixt Guynes and Arde : 

I was then present, saw them salute on horseback ; 
Beheld them, when they lighted, how thev clung 
In their embracement, as they grew togetner; zo 
Which had thev, what four throned ones could 
have weign d 
Such a compounded one? 

Buck. All the whole time 

I was my chamber's prisoner. 

Nor, Then you lost 

The view of earthly glory: men might say, 

Till this time pomp was single, but now married 
To one above itself. Each following day 
Became the next day’s master, till the last 
Made former wonders its. To-day the French, 

• All clinquant, all in gold» like heathen gods, ^ 19 
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Shone down the English ; and, to-morrow, they 
Made Britain India : every man that stood 21 
Showed like a mine. Their dwarfish pages were 
As chenibins, all gilt : the madams too, 

Not used to toil, did almost sweat to bear 
The pride upon them, that their very labour 

• Was to them as a painting: now this masque 
Was cried incomparable ; and the ensuing night 
Made it a fool and beggar. The two kings, 

Equal in lustre, were now best, now worst. 

As presence did present them ; him in eye, 30 
Still him in praise : and, being present both, 

'Twas said tney saw but one ; and no discemer 
Durst wag his tongue in censure. When these 
suns — 

For so they phrase ’em — ^by their heralds chal- 
lenged 

The noble spirits to arms, they did perform 
Beyond thought’s compass ; that former fabulous 
story, 

Being now seen possible enough, got credit, 

• That Bevis was l^lieved. 

O, you go far. 

• As I belong to worship and affeft 

In honour honesty, the traft of every thing 40 

Would by a good discourser lose some life. 

Which adlion’s self was tonmie to. All was royal ; 
To the disposing of it nought rebell’d, 

• Order gave each thing view ; the office did 
Distin^ly his full fundtion. 

Who did guide, 

I mean, who set the body and the limbs 
Of this great sport together, as you guess? 

• One, certes, that promises no element 
In such a business. 

J 9 uc/t. I pray you, who, my lord? 

All this was order’d by the good dis- 
cretion ^ 50 

Of the right reverend Cardinal of York. 

BueJt. The devil speed him 1 no man’s pie is 
freed 

From his ambitious finger. What had be 
To do in these fierce vanities? I wonder 

• That such a keech can with his very bulk 
Take up the rays o’ the beneficial sun 
And keep it from the earth. 

Surely, sir, 

There’s in him stuff that puts him to these ends ; 
For, being not propp’d by ancestry, whose grace 
Chalks successors their way, nor call’d upon 60 
For high feats done to the crown ; neither allied 
To eminent assistants: but, spider-like, 

• Out of his self-drawing web, he gives us note. 
The force of his own merit makes his way ; 

A gift that heaven gives for him, which buys 
A place next to the king. 

j4ier. I cannot tell 

What heaven hath given him, — let some graver 
eye 

Pierce into that ; but I can see his pride 
Peep through each part of him : whence has he 
that, , 

If not from hell? the devil is a niggard, 70 

Or has given all before, and he begins 
A new hell in himself. 

Sue*. Why the devil, 

Upon this French going out, took he upon him, 

• Without the privity o* the king, to appoint 
Who should attend on him? He makes up the file 
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26 IVas to them as a painting. Gave colour to their 
cheeks. 

38 Bevts. Bevis of Hampton was a hero in a favourite 
medieval romance. 

39 worship, i.e. the nobility. 

44 office. Officer. 

48 promises no element. Seems unlikely to be part of. 

56 keech. A round lump of animal fat (alluding to the 
fact that Wolscy was a butcher’s son). 

63 self -drawing. Spun from himself. 

74 privity. Knowledge. 





Sir Johnston Forbes- Robertson as the Duke of Bucking- 
ham, Lyceum Theatre, London, 1892 
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79 The honourable board of council out. Without consent 
of the council. 

80 he papers. Whomsoever he has put on the list. 

84 Have broke . . . manors on *em. Have ruined their 
estates to pay for the extravagant clothing. 

96 attach'd. Impounded with due legal process 

97 silenced. Confined to his house. 

100 Like It. If It please. 

SD purse. Bag containing the great seal. 



Cardinal Wolsey and the Duke of Buckingham. Painting 
by Sir John Gilbert (1817- 1807) 


116 surveyor. Buckingham's cousin. Charles Knyvct, 
was the overseer of his estates. 

116 examination. Testimony. 



The coat of arms of Cardinal WoUey 


Of all the gentry ; for the most part such 
To whom as ereat a charge as little honour 
He meant to lay upon : and his own letter, 

• The honourable board of council out, 

• Must fetch him in he papers. 

Ader, I do know 80 

Kinsmen of mine, three at the least, that have 
By this so sicken’d their estates, that never 
They shall abound as formerly. 

J^uc^r, ^ O, many 

• Have broke their backs with laying manors on ’em 
For this great journey. What did this vanity 
But minister communication of 

A most poor issue ? 

JVdr. Gricvingly I think, 

The peace between the French and us not values 
The cost that did conclude it. 

Every man, 

After the hideous storm that follow’d, was 90 
A thing inspired ; and, not consulting, broke 
Into a general prophecy : That this tempest. 
Dashing the garment of this peace, aboded 
The sudden breach on*t. 

A^ar. Which is budded out ; 

• For France hath flaw’d the league, and hath 

attach’d 

Our merchants’ goods at Bourdeaux. 

Aber, Is it therefore 

• The ambassador is silenced ? 

Nor, Marry, is’t. 

A ber, A proper title of a peace ; and purchased 
At a superfluous rate ! 

Buck, Why, all this business 

• Our reverend cardinal carried. 

Nor, Like it your grace, 100 

The state lakes notice of the private difference 
Betwixt you and the cardinal. I advise you — 
And take it from a heart that wishes towards you 
Honour and plenteous safety — that you read 
The cardinal’s malice and his potency 
Together ; to consider further that 
What his high hatred would efledt wants not 
A minister in his power. You know his nature, 
That he’s revengeful, and I know his sword 
Hath a sharp edge : it’s long and, ’t may be said. 
It reaches far, and where ’twill not extend, m 
Thither he darts it. Bosom up my counsel, 
You’ll find it wholesome, Lo, where comes that 
rock 

That I advise your shunning. 

Cardinal Wolsey, the purse borne before 
hiin^ ceriednof the Guard, and two Secretaries 
with papers. The Cardinal in his passage 
fixeth his eye on Buckingham, andBuckCiHG- 
HAM on hintf both full of disdain, 

• Wol, The Duke of Buckingham’s surveyor, ha ? 

• Where ’s his examination ? 

First Seer, Here, so please you. 

Wol, Is he in person ready? 

First Seer, Ay, please your grace. 

Wol, Well, we shall then know more ; and 
Buckingham 
Shall lessen mis big look. 

[Exeunt Wolsey and his Train, 
Buck, This butcher’s cur is venom-mouth’d, 
and I 120 

Have not the power to muzzle him ; therefore best 
Not wake him in his slumber. A beggar’s book 
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• Outworths a noble’s blood. 

Nor. What, are you chafed? 

Ask God for temperance; that’s the appliance 
only 

Which your disease requires. 

Buck. I read in’s looks 

Matter against me ; and his eye reviled 
Me, as his abjcdl objecl: at thi^ instant 

• He bores me with some trick ; he s gone to the 

king ; 

I’ll follow and outstare him. 

Nor. Stay, my lord, 

And let your reason with your choler question 
What ’tis you go about : to climb steep hills 131 
Requires slow pace at first: anger is like 
A full-hot horse, who being allow’d his w'ay, 
Self-mettle tires him- Not a man in England 
C'an advise me like you : be to yoursell 
As you would to your friend. 

Buck. I’ll to the king ; 

And from a mouth of honour quite cry down 
J’his Ipswich fellow’s insolence ; or proclaim 

• There’s difference in no persons. 

Nor. Be advised; 

Heat not a furnace for your foe so hot 140 

That it do singe yourself : w'e may outrun. 

By violent swiftness, that which we run at. 

And lose by over-running. Know you not, 

'i’he fire that mounts the liquor till’t run o'er, 

In seeming to augment it wastes it? Be advLsed: 

I say again, there is no English soul 
More stronger to direct you than yourself, 

If with the sap of reason you would quench, 

Or but allay, the fire of passion. 

Buck. Sir, 

I am thankful to you ; and I ’ll go along 150 
By your prescription : but this top-proud fellow, 
Whom from the flow of gall 1 name not but 

• From sincere motions, by intelligence, 

And proofs as clear as founts in July when 
We see each grain of gravel, 1 do know 
To be corrupt and treasonous. 

Nor. Say not ‘ treasonous.’ 

Buck. To the king I’ll say’t; and make my 
vouch as strong 

As shore of rock. Attend. This holy fox, 

Or wolf, or both, — for he is equal ravenous 
As he is subtle, and as prone to mischief 160 
As able to perform ’t ; his mind and place 
lnfe<^Iing one another, yea, reciprocally — 

Only to show his pomp as well in France 
As here at home, suggests the king our master 
To tliis last costly treaty, the interview. 

That swallow’d .so much treasure, and like a glass 
Did break i* the rinsing. 

Nor. Faith, and so it did. 

Buck. Pray, give me favour, sir. This cunning 
cardinal 

The articles o’ the combination drew 
As himself pleased ; and they were ratified 170 
As he cried ‘ Thus let be' : to as much end 
As give a crutch to the dead : but our count- 
cardinal 

Has done this, and ’tis well ; for worthy Wolsey, 
Who cannot err, he did it. Now this follows, — 
Which, as I take it, is a kind of puppy 
To the old dam, treason, — Charles the emperor. 
Under pretence to see the queen his aunt, — 

• For 'twas indeed his colour, but he came 
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123 Outworths. Is more powerful than. 

128 bores. Cheats. 

139 difference. Distinctions in status. 

153 motions. Motives. 



The Emperor Charles V, nephew of Katherine of 
Aragon. EngraN ing from a painting by Titian (d. 1 576) 


178 colour. Pretext. 
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195 mistaken. Misjudged. 

204 device and practice. Intrigues and plots. 

217 attach. Arrest. 

221 monk o* the Chartreux. Monk of the Carthusian 
order. 


To whisper Wolsey,— here makes visitation: 

His fears were, that the interview betwixt x8o 
England and France might, through their amity. 
Breed him some prejudice; for from this league 
Peep'd harms that menaced him : he privily 
Deals with our cardinal ; and, as 1 trow, — 
Which I do well; for I am sure the emperor 
Paid ere he promised ; whereby his suit was gran ted 
Ere it was ask’d ; but when the way was made. 
And paved with gold, the emperor thus desired. 
That he would please to alter the king’s course. 
And break the foresaid peace. Let the kin^ know, 
As soon he shall by me, that thus the cardinal 191 
Does buy and sell his honour as he pleases. 

And for his own advantage. 

Nor, I am sorry 

To hear this of him ; and could wish he were 
• Something mistaken in ’t. 

Buck, No, not a syllable : 

I do pronounce him in that very shape 
He shall appear in proof. 


Enter Brandon, a Sergeant-at-arma before kim^ 
and two or three 0/ the Guard. 

Bran. Your office, sergeant; execute it. 

Serg. Sir, 

My lord the Duke of Buckingham, and Earl 
Of Hereford, Stalford, and Northampton, I aoo 
Arrest thee of high treason, in the name 
Of our most sovereign king. 

Bt4ck, Lo, you, my lord, 

The net has fall’n upon me ! I shall perish 
• Under device and practice. 

Bran. I am sorry 

To see you ta’en from liberty, to look on 
The business present : ’tis his highness’ pleasure 
You shall to the Tower. 

Buck, It will help me nothing 

To plead mine innocence ; for that dye is on me 
Which makes my whitest part black. The will 
of heaven 

Be done in this and all thin^ ! I obey. arc 

0 my Lord Abergavenny, fare you well ! 

Bran, Nay, he must bear you company. The 

king \To A hergavenny. 

Is pleased you shall to the Tower, till you know 
How he determines further. 

Aher. As the duke said, 

The will of heaven be done, and the king's plea- 
sure 

By me obey’d ! 

Bran. Here is a warrant from 
The king to attach Lord Montacute; and the 
ies 

Of the duke’s confessor, John de la Car, 

One Gilbert Peck, his chancellor, — 

Buck, So, so : ai9 

These are the limbs o’ the plot ; no more, I hope. 
Bran. A monk o’ the Chartreux. 

Buck. O, Nicholas Hopkins? 

Bran, He. 

Buck. My surveyor is false ; the o’er-great 
cardinal 

Hath show’d him gold; my life is spann’d 
already 5 

1 am the shadow of poor Buckingham, 

Whose figure even this iiisUnt cloud puts on. 

By darkening my clear sun. My lord, farewell. 

[Exeunt. 


61a 



Act I Scene II KING HENRY VIII 


Scene II. The same. The council<kamber. 

Cornets, Enter the King, leaning on the 
Cardinal’s shotUder^ the Nobles, and Sir 
Thomas Lovell ; the Cardinal places him- 
self ufider the KiNc’s^t / on his right side. 

King. My life itself, and the best heart of it, 

• Thanks you for this great care : I stood i* the 

level 

Of a full-charged confederacy, and give thanks 
To you that choked it. Let be caird before us 
That gentleman of Buckingham’s ; in person 
I’ll hear him his confessions justify; 

And point by point the treasons ot his master 
lie shall again relate. 

A noise within, crying ‘ Room for the Queen !’ 
Enter Queen Katharine, ushered by the 
Duke of Norfolk, and the Duke of Suf- 
folk : she kneels. The King riseth from his 
state, takes her up, kisses atid placcth her by 
him. 

Q, Kath, Na}’, we must longer kneel : I am 
a suitor. 

King. Arise, and take place by us: half 
your suit lo 

Never name to us ; you have half our power : 

• The other moiety, ere you ask, is given ; 

Rweat your will and take it 

Q, Kath. Thank your majesty. 

That you would love yourself, and in that love 
Not unconsider'd leave your honour, nor 
The dignity of your office, is the point 
Of my petition. 

King. Lady mine, proceed. 

Q. Rath, I am solicited, not by a few, 

• And those of true condition, that your subjects 

Are in great grievance: there have been com- 
missions ^ 20 

Sent down among ’em, which hath flaw’d the 
heart 

Of all their loyalties: wherein, although. 

My good lord cardinal, they vent reproaches 
Most bitterly on you, as putter on 
Of thdse exadlions, yet the king our master— 
Whose honour heaven shield from soil ! — even he 
escapes not 

Language unmannerly, yea, such which breaks 
The sides of loyalty, and almost appears 
In loud rebellion. 

Nor, Not almost appears. 

It doth appear ; for, upon these taxations, 30 
The clothiers all, not able to maintain 

• 'rhe many to them’ longing, have put off 

• The spinsters, carders, fullers, weavers, who. 
Unfit for other life, compell’d by hunger 
And lack of other means, in desperate manner 
Daring the event to the teeth, are all in uproar. 
And cmnger serves among them. 

King. Taxation! 

Vi^ermn? and what ta.xationT My lord cardinal. 
You that are blamed for it alike with us. 

Know you of this taxation? 

Wol. Please you, sir, 40 

• I know but of a single part, in aught 
Pertains to the state ; and front but in that me 
Where others tell steps with me. 

Q. Kath. No, my lord, 


2 level. Line of fire. 



Katherine (Flora Robson), Henry VIII (Charles 
Laughton) and Cardinal Wolsey (Robert Farquharaon) 
Sadler’s Wells Theatre, London, 1^33 


12 motery. Half. 

19 true condition. Loyal. 

32 put off. Dismissed. 

33 spinsters, carders,, fullers. Spinners, combers who 
prepared the wool for spinning, and those who beat the 
wool to clean and thicken it. 



Carding and spinning. Engraving from a 14th century 
manuscript 


41-43 / know . . . with me. I know only that 1 have my 
own part in state affairs. It is of the front rank, but no 
more powerful than others who keep up with me. 
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■ 4B alike. To all 
52 exclamatum. Reproach. 



75 brake. Thicket. 

78 cope. Encounter. 

81-83 What we .. . not allow'd. Our successes incom- 
petents (in a word fools) either do not attribute to us or 
do not approve. 

94 stick them in our will. Subject them to our whim. 

96 lop. Branch. 


You know no more than others ; but you frame 

• Things that are known alike ; which are not 

wholesome 

To those which would not know them, and yet 
must 

Perforce be their acquaintance. These exa( 5 lions. 
Whereof my sovereign would have note, they are 
Most pestilent to the hearing ; and, to bear ’em. 
The back is sacrifice to the load. They say 50 
They are devised by you ; or else you suffer 

• Too hard an exclamation. 

King. Still exadlion ! 

The nature of it? in what kind, let’s know, 

Is this exa(ilion? 

Q, Katk. I am much too venturous 
In tempting of your patience ; but am boldcn’d 
Under your promised pardon. The subjedls’ 
grief 

Comes through commissions, which compel from 
each 

The sixth part of his substance, to be levied 
Without delay ; and the pretence for this 
Is named, your wars in trance : this makes bold 
mouths : 60 

Tongues spit their duties out, and cold hearts 
freeze 

Allegiance in them : their curse.s now 
Live where their prayers did: and it’s come to 
pass, 

This tractable obedience is a slave 
To each incensed will. I would your highness 
Would give it quick consideration, for 
There is no primer business. 

Kitig. By my life. 

This is against our pleasure. 

IVoi. And for me, 

I have no further gone in this than by 
A single voice ; and that not pass’d me but 70 
By learned approbation of the judges. If I am 
Traduced by ignorant tongues, which neither 
know 

My faculties nor person, yet will be 
The chronicles of my doing, let me say 

• ’Tis but the fate of place, and the rough brake 
That virtue must go through. We must not 

stint 

Our ncce.s.sary adlions, in the fear 

• To cope malicious censurers; which ever. 

As ravenous fishes, do a vessel follow 

That is new-trimm’d, but benefit no further 80 

• Than vainly longing. What we oft do best. 

By sick interpreters, once weak ones, is 
Not ours, or not allow'd ; what worst, as oft. 
Hitting a grosser quality, is cried up 

For our best adl. If we shall stand still, 

In fear our motion will be mock'd or carp’d at. 

We should take root here where we sit, or sit 
State-statues only. 

King^, Things done well, 

And with a care, exempt themselves from fear ; 
Things done without example, in their issue 90 
Arc to be fear’d. Have you a precedent 
Of this commission? I believe, not any. 

We must not rend our subjedls from our laws, 

• And stick them in our will. Sixth part of each? 
A trembling contribution ! Why, we take 

• From every tree lop, bark, and part o’ the timber ; 
And, though we leave it with a root, thus hack’d. 
The air will drink the sap. To every county 
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Where this is question'd send our letters, with 
Free pardon to each man that has denied loo 
The force of this commission : pray, look to't ; 

I put it to your care. 

IVoL A word with you. 

\To the Secretary, 

Let there be letters writ to every shire, 

Of the king's grace and pardon. The grieved 
commons 

• Hardly conceive of me ; let it be noised 
That through our intercession this revokement 
And pardon comes : I shall anon advise you 
Further in the proceeding. \Exit Secretary. 

Enter Surveyor 

Q. Kath. I am sorry that the Duke of Buck- 
ingham 

Is run in your displeasure. 

It grieves many : no 
The gentleman is learn’d, and a most rare 
speaker ; 

To nature none more bound ; his training such, 
That he may furnish and instriu^t great teachers, 
And never seek for aid out of himself. Yet see, 
When these so noble benefits shall prove 

• Not well disposed, the mind growing once 

corrupt, 

They turn to vicious forms, ten times more ugly 
Than ever they were fair. 'Khis man so complete, 
Who was enroll'd 'mongst wonders, and when we. 
Almost with ravish'd listening, could not find 120 
His hour of speech a minute ; he, my lady, 

Hath into monstrous habits put the graces 
That once were his, and is become as black 
As if besmear’d in hell. Sit by us; you shall 
hear — 

This was his gentleman in trust — of him 
Things to strike honour sad. Bid him recount 
The fore-recited practices ; whereof 
We cannot fcel too little, hear too much. 

Wol. Stand forth, and with bold spirit relate 
what you, 

Most like a careful subje( 5 l, have colle< 5 led 130 
Out of the Duke of Buckingham. 

King. Speak freely. 

Sun*. First, it was usual with him, every day 
It would infedl his speech, that if the king 
Should without issue die, he’ll carry it .so 
To make the sceptre his ; these very words 
I’ve heard him utter to his son-in-law, 

Lord Abergavenny ; to whom by oath he menaced 
Revenge upon the cardinal. 

IVol. Please your highnes.s, note 

This dangeroyus conception in this point. 

• Not friended by his wi.sh, to your high person 140 
His will is most malignant : and it stretches 
Beyond you, to your friends. 

Q. Kath. My learn’d lord cardinal. 

Deliver all with charity. 

King. Speak on : 

How grounded he his title to the crown, 

• Upon our fail? to this point hast thou heard him 
At any time speak aught? 

Sin'^f. He was brought to this 

By a vain prophecy of Nicholas Hopkins. 

King. What v.^as that Hopkins? 

Surv. Sir, a Chartreiix friar. 

His confessor; who fed him every minute 
With words of sovereignty. 



Portrait of "I'homas WoJscy, Chancellor to Henry VIII 
from 1515 to 1529. He was arrested for treason in 1530, 
but died before he could stand trial 


105 Hardly conceive. Think harshly. 

116 disposed. Applied. 

140 Not friended bv his wish. Unsuccessful m his wish 
(that the King die without issue). 

145 fail. Either ‘die’ or ‘fail to have issue'. 
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1 S2 Rose, The manor of the Rose belonged to the Duke 
of Buckingham. 



The embarkation of Henry VIII at Dover, 1520 
197 demure. Solemn. 

174 spleen. Spite; the spleen was regarded as the seat of 
bitterness and melancholy. 

1M rank. Corrupt. 

196 made semblance of his duty. Pretended to kneel 
dutifully. 


King. How know’st thou this? 150 

Surv, Not long before your highness sped to 
France, 

• The duke being at the Rose, within the parish 
Saint Lawrence Poultney, did of me demand 
What was the speech among the Londoners 
Concerning the French journey : I replied, 

Men fear’d the French would prove perfidious, 
To the king’s danger. Presently the duke 
Said, ’twas the fear, indeed ; and that he doubted 
’Twould prove the verity of certain words 
Spoke by a holy monk ; ‘ that oft/ says he, 160 
* Hath sent to me, wishing me to permit 

John de la Car, my chaplain, a choice hour 
To hear from him a matter of some moment : 
Whom after under the confession’s seal 
He solemnly had sworn, that what he spoke 
My chaplain to no creature living, but 

• To me, should utter, with demure confidence 
This pausingly ensued: Neither the king nor’s 

heirs. 

Tell you the duke, shall prosper : bid him strive 
To gain the love o* the commonalty : the duke 170 
Shall govern England.’ 

Q, Kath, If I know you well. 

You were the duke’s surveyor, and lost your 
office 

On the complaint o’ the tenants : take good heed 

• You charge not in your spleen a noble person 
And spoil your nobler soul : I say, take heed ; 
Yes, heartily beseech you. 

King. Let him on. 

Go forward. 

Surv. On my .soul, I ’ll speak but truth. 

I told my lord the duke, by the devil’s illusions 
The monk might be deceived; and that ’twas 
dangerous for him 

To ruminate on this so far, until ^ 180 

It forged him some de.sign, which, being believed. 
It was much like to do : he answer’d, ‘Tush, 

It can do me no damage ; ’ adding further. 

That, had the king in his last sickness fail’d. 

The cardinal’s and Sir Thomas Lovell’s heads 

• Should have gone off. 

King. Ha! what, so rank? Ah ha ! 

There’s mischief in this man: canst thou say 
further? 

Sunt, I can, my liege. 

King. Proceed. 

Surv. Heine at Greenwich, 

After your highness had reproved the duke 
About Sir William Blomer, — 

King. I remember 190 

Of such a time : being my sworn .servant. 

The duke retain'd him his. But on ; what 
hence? 

Surv. ’ If,’ quoth he, ^ I for this had been 
committed, 

As, to the Tower, I thought, I would have play’d 
The part my father meant to adl upon 
The usurper Richard ; who, being at Salisbury, 
Made suit to come in ’s presence ; which if 
granted, 

• As he made semblance of his duty, would 
Have put his knife into him.’ 

King. A pant traitor t 

Wai. Now, madam, may hts highness live In 
freedom, aoo 

And this man out of prison? 
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Q, Kath, ^ God mend all ! 

King, There’s something more would out of 
thee ; what say’st? 

Surv. After ‘the duke his father/ with ‘the 
knife/ 

• He stretch’d him, and, with one hand on his 

dagger, 

Another spread on ’s breast, mounting his eyes, 
He did discharge a horrible oath ; whose tenour 
Was, — were he evil used, he would outgo 
His father by as much as a performance 

• Does an irresolute purpose. 

King, ^ There’s his period. 

To sheathe his knife in us. He is attach’d ; 210 
Call him to present trial : if he may 
Find mercy in the law, ’tis his ; if none, 

Let him not seek *t of us : by day and night. 

He’s traitor to the height. QUxeunt. 

Scene III. An antcchaniber in tlie palace. 

Enter the Lord Chamberlain and Lord 
Sands. 

Cham, Is’t possible the spells of France 
should juggle 

• Men into such strange mysteries? 

Sands. New customs, 

Though they be never so ridiciihms, 

Nay, let ’em be unmanly, yet are follow’d. 

Cham. As far as I see, all the good our 
English 

Have got by the late voyage is but merely 

• A fit or two o’ the face; but they arc shrewd 

ones ; 

For when they hold ’em, 3'ou would swear 
diredlly 

Their very noses had been counsellors 

• To Pepin or Clotharius, they keep state so. to 

• Sands, They have all new legs, and lame 

ones; one would take it, 

• That never saw ’em pace before, the spavin 
Or springhalt reign’d among ’em. 

Cham, Death ! my lord, 

Their clothes are after such a pagan cut too. 
That, sure, they’ve worn out Christendom. 

Enter SiR Thomas Lovell. 

How now ! 

Wliat news, Sir Thomas Lovell? 

Lav. Faith, iny lord, 

I hear of none, but the new proclamation 

• That's clapp’d upon the court-gate. 

Cham, What is’t for? 

Lov. The reformation of our travell’d gallants, 
That fill the court with quarrels, talk, and 
tailors. 20 

Cham, I’m glad *tis there: now I would 
pray our monsieurs 

To think an English courtier may be wise, 

And never see the Louvre. 

Lav, They must either. 

For so run the conditions, leave those remnants 
Of fool and feather that they got in France, 

With all their honourable points of ignorance 
Pertaining thereunto, as fights and fireworks. 
Abusing better men than they can be, 

Out of a foreign wisdom, renouncing clean 
The faith they have in tennis, and tall stockings, 


204 stretched him. Rose to his full height. 
209 period. Aim. 



Costume design for Henry VIII by Tanya Moise witch, 
Stratford-upon-Avon, 1949 

2 mysteries. Practices. 

7 A fit or two. A grimace or two. 

10 Pepin or Clotharius. Early Kings of the Franks, 

11 legs. Either ‘bowing’ or ‘way of walking’. 

12—13 spavin . . . springhalt. Two diseases of horses 
which affected their gait. 

18 court-gate. The gate south of the banqueting house 
in Whitehall. 
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31 bits ter ’d. Puffed. 

34 ‘cum prtrtlegK)'. ‘With licence’. 

38 trim vanities. Vain dandies. 

40 speeding. Successful. 

48 colt's tooth. Youthful lust. 

67 comptrollers. Master of ceremonies. 



Sir Henry Guildford. Painting by Hans Holbein the 
Younger (1497/8-1543) 


► Short blister'd breeches, and those types of 

travel, 31 

And understand again like honest men ; 

Or pack to their old playfellows: there, I take it, 

► They may, ‘ cum privilegio,* wear away 

The lag end of their lewdness and be laugh’d at. 
Sands, ’Tis time to give ’em physic, their 
diseases 

Are grown so catching. 

Ciuun. What a loss our ladies 

' Will have of these trim vanities ! 

Lav, Ay, marry. 

There will be woe indeed, lords : the sly whore- 
sons 

* Have got a speeding trick to lay down ladles; 40 
A French song and a fiddle has no fellow. 

Sands, The devil fiddle ’em! 1 am glad they 
are going, 

For, sure, there’s no converting of ’em: now 
An honest country lord, as 1 am, beaten 
A long time out of play, may bring his plain-song 
And have an hour of hearing; and, by’r lady. 
Held current music too. 

Cham. Well said, Lord Sands ; 

► Your colt’s tooth is not cast yet. 

Sands. No, rny lord ; 

Nor shall not, while I have a stump. 

Cham, Sir Thomas, 

Whither were you a-going? 

Loif, To the cardinal’s ; 50 

Your lordship is a guest too. 

Cham, O, ’tis true : 

This night he makes a supper, and a great one, 
To many lords and ladies ; there will be 
The beauty of this kingdom, I 'll assure you. 

Lov. That churchman bears a bounteous mind 
indeed, 

A hand as fruitful as the land that feeds us; 

His dews fall every where. 

Chatn, No doubt he’s noble ; 

He had a black mouth that said other of liiin. 
Sands. He may, my lord; has wherewithal : 
in him 

Sparing would show a worse sin than ill doc- 
trine : 60 

Men of his way should be most liberal ; 

They are set here for e.xamples. 

Cham. True, they are so ; 

But few now give so great ones. My barge 
stays ; 

Your lordship shall along. Come, good Sir 
Thomas, 

We shall be late else; which T would not be, 

For I was spoke to, with Sir Henry Guildford 

► This night to be comptrollers. 

Sands. I am your lordship’s. [Exeunt. 

Scene IV. A Hall in York Place, 

Hantboys. A small table tender a state for the 
Cardinat., a longer table for the guests. 
Then enter Anne Bullen and dii^ers other 
Ladies and Gentlemen as guests^ at one 
door; at another door, enter Sir Henry 
Guildford. 

Guild. Ladies, a general welcome from hi-s 
grace 

Salutes ye all ; this night he dedicates 
To fair content and you : none here, be hopes, 
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In all this noble bevy, has brought with her 
One care abroad ; he would have all as merry 
As, first, good company, good wine, good wel- 
come, 

Can make good people. O, my lord, you’re 
tardy: 

Enter Lord Chamberlain, Lord Sands, and 
Sir Thomas Lovell. 

The very thought of this fair company 
Clapp'd wings lo me. 

Cham, You are young, Sir Harry Guildford. 
Sands, Sir Thomas Lovell, had the cardinal lo 
But half my lay thoughts in him, some of these 

• Should find a running banquet ere they rested, 

I think would better please ’em : by my life, 
They are a sweet society of fair ones. 

1.0V, O, that your lordship were but now con- 
fessor 

To one or two of these ! 

Sands, I would I were ; 

They should find easy penance. 

Lov, Faith, how easy? 

Sands. As easy as a down-bed would afford it. 
Cham, Sweet ladies, will it please you sit? 
Sir Harry, 19 

• Place you that side ; I'll take the charge of this: 
H is grace is entering. Nay, you must not freeze ; 
Two women placed logcther makes cold weather : 
My Lord Sands, you arc one will keep ’em waking; 
Pray, sit between these ladies. 

Sands, By my faith, 

And thank your lordship. By your leave, sweet 
ladies : 

If I chance to talk a little wild, forgive me; 

1 had it from my father. 

Anne. Was he mad, sir? 

Sands, O, very mad, exceeding mad, in 
love too : 

But he would bite none : just as I do now, 

He would kiss you twenty with a breath. 

\^Kisses her. 

Cham. Well said, my lord. 30 

So, now you’re fairly seated. Gentlemen, 

The penance lies on you, if these fair ladies 
Pass away frowning. 

Sands. For my little cure, 

Let me alone. 

Hautboys, Enter Cardinal Wolsey, and 
tubes his state. 

JVoi. You’re welcome, my fair guests: that 
noble lady. 

Or gentleman, that is not freely merry, 

I:> not my friend ; this, to confirm my welcome ; 
And to you all, good health. [Drinks. 

Sands. Your grace is noble : 

Let me have such a bowl may hold my thanks, 
And save me so much talking. 

IVoi. My Ixird Sands, 40 

T am beholding to you : cheer your neighbours. 
Ladles, you are not merry : gentlcincn. 

Whose fault is this? 

Sands. The red wine first must rise 

In their fair checks, my lord ; then we shall have 
’em 

Talk us to silence. 

Anne. You are a merry gamester, 

My Lord Sands. 


12 running banquet. Hurried refreshment. 



A banquet scene. Woodcut from Holmshed's Chronicles, 
>577 
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46 make my play. Win a trick; usually in a card uanie. 



Dancers from the time of Henry VIII. Illustration by 
Herbert Norris, 1908 


• Sands. Yes, if I make my play. 

Here*s to your ladyship: and pledge it, madam, 
For ’tis to such a tWng,— 

Anne. You cannot show me. 

Sands. I told your grace they would talk anon. 

[Drum and trumpet^ chambers disekarged. 
WoL What^s that! 

Cham. Look out there, some of ye^ 

[Exit Servant. 
Wol. ^ What warlike voice, 50 

And to what end, is this F Nay^ ladies, fear not ; 
By all the laws of war you’re privileged. 

Re-enter Servant. 

Cham. How now! what is’t? 

Serv. A noble troop of strangers ; 

For so they seem: they Ve left their barge and 
landed ; 

And hither make, as great ambassadors 
From foreign princes. 

IVoL Good lord chamberlain, 

Go, give ’em welcome ; you can speak the F rench 
tongue : 

And, pray, receive ’em nobly, and condudl ’em 
Into our presence, where this heaven of beauty 
Shall shine at full upon them. Some attend him. 
[Exit Chamber lain y attended. All rise^ 
and tables removed. 
You have now a broken banquet; but we’ll 
mend it. 61 

A good digestion to you aJl : and once more 
1 shower a welcome on ye ; welcome all. 

Hautboys. Enter the King and others^ as 
masquersy habited like shepherdsy ushered by 
the Lokd Chamberlain. They pass diredlly 
before the Cardinal, and gracefully salute 
him. 

A noble company ! what are their pleasures? 
Cham. Because they speak no English, thus 
they pray’d 

To tell your grace, that, having heard by fame 
Of this so noble and so fair assembly 
This night to meet here, they could do no less. 
Out of the great respetft they bear to beauty, 

But leave their flocl^ ; and, under your fair con- 
du6l, 70 

Crave leave to view these ladies and entreat 
An hour of revels with ’em. 

Wol. Say, lord chamberlain. 

They have done my poor house grace ; for which 
I pay ’em 

A thousand thanks, and pray ’em take their 
pleasures. 

[They choose Ladies for the dance. The 
King chooses A nne Bullen. 
King. The fairest hand I ever touch’d I O 
l^auty, 

Till now I never knew thee ! [Music. Dance. 
Wol. My lord I 
Cham. Y our grace ? 

Wol. Pray, tell ’em thus much from me : 

There should be one amongst ’em, by his person. 
More worthy this place than myself ; to whom, 

If I but knew him, with my love and duty 80 
1 would surrender it. 

Cham. I will, my lord. 

[ Whispers the Masquers. 
Wol. What say they? 
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Cham. Such a one, they all confess, 

There is indeed ; which they would have your 
grace 

Find out, and he will take it. 

WoL Let me see, then. 

By all your good leaves, gentlemen; here I’ll 
make 

My royal choice. 

King. Ye have found him, cardinal : 

\Unmasking, 

You hold a fair assembly ; you do well, lord : 

You are a churchman, or, 1*11 tell you, cardinal, 

1 should judge now unhappily. 

IVoL I am glad 

Your grace is grown so pleasant. 

King. My lord chamberlain, 90 

Prithee, come hither: what fair lady’s that? 
Cham. An’t please your grace. Sir Thomas 
Bullen’s daughter, — 

The Viscount Rochford, — one of her highness’ 
women. 

King. By heaven, she is a dainty one. Sweet- 
heart, 

• I were unmannerly, to take you out, 

And not to kiss you. A health, gentlemen ! 

Let it go round. 

Wol. Sir Thomas Lovell, is the banquet ready 
r the privy chamber? 

Lov. Ye.s, my lord. 

Wol. Your grace, 

I fear, with dancing is a little heated. 100 

King* I fear, too much. 

Wol. There’s fresher air, my lord, 

In the next chamber. 

King. Lead in your ladies, every one : sweet 
partner, 

I must not yet forsake you : let’s be merry, 

Good my lord cardinal: I have half a do2en healths 

• To drink to these fair ladies, and a measure 
To lead ’em once again ; and then let's dream 

• Who’s best in favour. Let the music knock it, 

[Exeunt with trumpets. 

ACT IL 

Scene I. Westminster. A street. 
Enter two Gentlemen, meeting. 

First Gent* Whither away so fast ? 

Sec. Gent. O, God save ye ! 

Even to the hall, to hear what shall become 
Of the great Duke of Buckingham. 

First Gent. I ’ll save you 

That labour, sir. All’s now done, but the cere- 
mony 

Of bringing back the prisoner. 

Sec. Gent. Were you there? 

First Cent. Yes, indeed, was 1 . 

Sec. Gent. Pray, speak what has happen’d. 
First Gent. You may guess quickly what. 
Sec. Gent. Is he found guilty? 

First Gent* Yes, truly is he, and condemn’d 
upon’t. 

Sec* Gent. I am sorry for’t. 

First Gent. So are a number more. 

Sec. Gent. But, pray, how pass’d it? 10 
First Gent. I’ll tell you in a little. The great 
duke 

Came to the bar ; where to hb accusations 


9S take you out. Take you to dance. 
106 measure. Stately dance. 

108 knock it. Strike up. 



Anne Bole>’n and Henry’ VI II. Engraving after William 
Hogarth, 1H03 
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29 IVas either . . . or forgotten. Either produced pity or 
no effect at all. 

41 Kildare* s attainder. In order to get the Earl of 
Surrey, Buckingham's son-in-law, out of England, 
Wolsey appointed him Lord Deputy of Ireland, after 
Kildare, who had been attainted. 

44 father, i.e. father-in-law, Buckingham. 

46 envious. Malicious. 


8D tipstaves. Law officers whose staves were tipped 
with metal. 



Buckingham: ‘I have this day received a traitor’s 
judgement . . .’ Traitors’ Gate, Tower of London, 
through which passed those accused of treason. They 
were brought there by boat. Engraving from a drawing 
by C. Tomkins, i8oi 


He pleaded still not guilty and alleged 
Many sharp reasons to defeat the law. 

The king^s attorney on the contrary 
Urged on the examinations, proofs, confessions 
Of divers witnesses ; which the duke desired 
To have brought viva voce to his face : 

At which appear’d against him his surv^eyor : 

Sir Gilbert Peck his chancellor; and John Car, 
Confessor to him ; with that devil-monk, 21 
Hopkins, that made this mischief. 

Sec. Gent. That was he 

That fed him with his prophecies? 

First Gent. The same. 

All these accused him strongly ; which he fain 
Would have flung from him, but, indeed, he 
could not: 

And so his peers, upon this evidence, 

Have found him guilty of high treason. Much 
He spoke, and learnedly, for life ; but all 

• Was either pitied in him or forgotten. 

Sec. Gent. After all this, how did he bear 
himself? 30 

First Gent. When he was brought again to 
the bar, to hear 

His knell rung out, his judgement, he was stirr’d 
With such an agony, he sweat extremely, 

And something spoke in choler, ill, and hasty : 
But he fell to himself again, and sweetly 
In all the rest show’d a most noble patience. 

Sec. Gent. I do not think he fears death. 
First Gent. Sure, he does not : 

He never was so womanish ; the cause 
He may a little grieve at. 

Sec. Gent. Certainly 

The cardinal is the end of this. 

First Gent. 'Tis likely, 40 

• By all conjeiflures : first, Kildare’s attainder, 
'I’hen deputy of Ireland ; who removed, 

Earl Surrey was sent thither, and in haste too, 

• Lest he should help his father. 

Sec. Gent. That trick of state 

• Was a deep envious one. 

First Gent. At his return 

No doubt he will requite it. This is noted. 

And generally, whoever the king favours. 

The cardinal instantly will find employment. 

And far enough from court too. 

Sec. Gent. All the commons 

Hate him perniciously, .and, o* my conscience, 50 
Wish him ten fathom deep: this duke as much 
They love and dote on ; call him bounteous 
Buckingham, 

The mirror of all courtesy ; — 

First Gent. Stay there, sir, 

And see the noble ruin’d man you speak of. 

Buckingham from his arraignment ; tip- 
staves before him ; the axe ivith the edge 
towards him; halberds on each side : accom- 
panied with Sir Thomas Lovell, Sir Nich- 
olas Vaux, Sir William Sands, and com- 
mon people. 

Sec. Gent. Let’s stand close, and behold him. 
Buck. All good people. 

You that thus far have come to pity me, 

Hear what I say, and then go home and lose me. 
1 have this day received a traitor’s judgement. 
And b^ that name must die: yet, heaven bear 
witness, 
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And if I have a conscience, let it sink me, 6o 
Even as the axe falls, if 1 be not faithful! 

The law I bear no malice for my death ; 

’T has done, upon the premises, but justice : 

But those that sought it 1 could wish more Chris- 
tians : 

Be what they will, I heartily forgive 'em : 

Yet let ’em look they glory not in mischief. 

Nor build their evils on the graves of great men ; 
For then my guiltless blood must cry against ’em. 
For further life in this world I ne’er hope. 

Nor will I sue, although the king have mercies 70 
> ]\lore than I dare make faults. You few that 
loved me, 

And dare be bold to weep for Buckingham, 

His noble friends and fellows, whom to leave 
Is only bitter to him, only dying, 

Go with me, like good angels, to my end ; 

And, as the long divorce of steel falls on me, 
Make of your prayers one sweet sacrifice. 

And lift my soul to heaven. Lead on, o’ God’s 
name. 

Lov, I do beseech your grace, for charity, 

If ever any malice in your heart 80 

Vv ere hid against me, now to forgive me frankly. 
Buck. Sir Thomas Lovell, 1 as free forgive 
you 

As I would be forgiven : I forgive all : 

There cannot be those numberless offences 
’Gainst me, that I cannot take peace with: no 
black envy 

Shall mark my grave. Commend me to his 
grace ; 

And, if he speak of Buckingham, pray, tell him 
You met him half in heaven : my vows and prayers 
Yet arc the king’s ; and, till my soul forsake, 
Shall cry for blessings on him : may he live 90 
Longer than I have time to tell his years ! 

Ever beloved and loving may his rule be ! 

And when old time shall lead him to his end, 
Goodness and he fill up one monument! 

Lov, To the water side I must condud'l your 
grace ; 

Then give my charge up to Sir Nicholas Vaux, 
Who undertakes you to your end. 

Vaux. Prepare there, 

The duke is coming: see the barge be ready; 
And fit it with such furniture as suits 
The greatness of his person. 

Buck. Nay, Sir Nicholas, 100 

Let it alone ; my state now will but mock me. 
When I came hither, 1 was lord high constable 
And Duke of Buckingham; now, poor Edward 
Bohun : 

Yet I am richer than my ba.se accusers, 

That never knew what truth meant : I now seal it ; 
And with that blood will make ’em one day groan 
for't. 

My noble father, Henry' of Buckingham, 

Who first raised head against usurping Richard, 
Flying for succour to his servant Banister, 

Being distress’d, was by that wretch betray'd, no 
And without trial fell ; God’s peace be with him ! 
Henry the Seventh succeeding, tnily^ pitying 
My father’s loss, like a most royal prince, 
Restored me to my honours, and, out of ruins. 
Made my name once more noble. Now his son, 
Henry the Eighth, life, honour, name and all 
That made me happy at one stroke has taken 
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71 More than I dare make faults. More than I can 
commit offences. 

105 It. i.e the truth. 

108 head. .Armv. 



Buckingham* ‘Henry the Seventh . . Made my name 

once more noV>le ’ Henrv Yll. first I'udor king and 
restorer of order after the chaos of the Wars of the Roses. 
Painting by M. Siiiovv, 1505 
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124 end. Purpose. 
127 loose. Careless. 
129 ruh. Obstacle. 



Henr>' Ainley as the Duke of Buckingham, Empire 
Theatre, London, 1925 


148 buzzing. Rumour. 


For ever from the world. I had my trials 
And, must needs say, a noble one ; which makes 
me 

A little happier than my wretched father; 120 
Yet thus far we are one in fortunes : both 
F'ell by our servants, by those men we loved most . 
A most unnatural and faithless service ! 

' lieaven has an end in all ; yet, you that hear me, 
'I'his from a dyinc man receive as certain : 

Where you are liberal of your loves and counsels 
' l>e sure you be not loose; for those you make 
friends 

And give your hearts to, when they once per- 
ceive 

'fhe least rub in your fortunes, fall away 
Like water from ye, never found again 130 

But where they mean to sink ye. All good people. 
Pray for me ! 1 must now forsake ye : tne last 
hour 

Of my long weary life is come upon me. 

Farewell ; 

And when you would say something that is sad, 
Speak how I fell I have done ; and God for- 
give me ! [Exeunt Duke and Train. 

First Gent. O, this is full of pity! Sir, it calls, 
I fear, too many curses on their heads 
That were the authors. 

Sec. Gent. If the duke be guiltless, 

*Tis full of woe : yet I can give you inkling 140 
Of an ensuing evil, if it fall. 

Greater than this. 

First Gent. Good angels keep it from us ! 
What may it be? You do not doubt my faith, 
sir? 

Sec. Gent. This secret is so weighty, ’twill 
require 

A strong faith to conceal it. 

First Gent. Let me have it; 

I do not talk much. 

Sec. Gent. I am confident ; 

You shall, sir; did you not of late days hear 
A buzzing of a separation 
l>ctween the king and Katharine ? 

First Gent. Yes, but it held not : 

For when the king once heard it, out of anger 150 
He sent command to the lord mayor strai^t 
To stop the rumour, and allay those tongues 
That durst disperse it. 

Sec. Gent. But that slander, sir. 

Is found a truth now : for it grows again 
Fresher than e'er it was ; and held for certain 
The king will venture at it. Either the cardinal. 
Or some about him near, have, out of malice 
To the good queen, possess'd him with a scruple 
That will undo her to confirm this too, 

Cardinal Campeius is arrived, and lately; 160 
As all think, for this business. 

First Gent. 'Tis the cardinal ; 

And merely to revenge him on the emperor 
For not bestowing on him, at his asking, 

The archbishraric of Toledo, this is purposed. 
Sec. Gent. 1 think you have hit the mark : but 
is’t not cruel 

That she should feel the smart of this? The 
cardinal 

Will have his will, and she must fall. 

First Gent. Tis woful. 

We are too open here to argue this ; 

Let’s think in private more. [Exetmi. 
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Scene 1 1. An ante-chamber in the palace. 

Enter the Lord Chamderlain, reading a 
letter, 

Cham. ‘My lord, the horses your lordship 
sent for, with all the care I had, I saw well cho- 
sen, ridden, and furnished. They were young 
and handsome, and of the best b/eed in the north. 
When they were ready to set out for London, a 
man of my lord cardinal's, by commission and 
main power, took ’em from me ; with this reason : 
His master would be served before a suhjed, if 
not before the king; which stopped our mouths, 
sir.’ lo 

I fear he will indeed : well, let him have them : 
He will have all, I think. 

Enter, to the Lord Chamberlain, the Dukes 
OF Norfolk and Suffolk. 

Nor, Well met, my lord chamberlain. 

Cham, Good day to both your graces. 

Suf, How is the king employ'd? 

Cham. 1 left him private, 

Full of sad thoughts and troubles. 

Nor, What ’s the cause ? 

Cham, It .seems the marriage with his bro- 
ther’s wife 

Has crept too near his conscience. 

Suf, No, his conscience 

Has crept too near another lady. 

Nor, ^ ’Tis so : 

This is the cardinal's doing, the king-cardinal : 20 
• That blind priest, like the eldest son of fortune, 
Turns what he list. The king will know him one 
day. 

Suf, Pray God he do ! he’ll never know him- 
self else. 

Nor, How holily he works in all his business ! 
And with what zeal ! for, now he has crack'd the 
league 

Between us and the emperor, the queen’s great 
nephew. 

He dives into the king’s soul, and there scatters 
Dangers, doubts, wringing of the conscience, 
Fears, and despairs ; and all these for his mar- 
riage : 

And out of all these to restore the king, 30 
He counsels a divorce ; a loss of her 
That, like a jewel, has hung twenty years 
About his neck, yet never lost her lustre ; 

Of her that loves him with that excellence 
That angels love good men with ; even of her 
That, when the greatest stroke of fortune falls, 
Will bless the king : and is not this course pious ? 
Cham. Heaven keep me from such counsel ! 
’Tis most true 

These news are every where; every tongue 
speaks ’em. 

And every true heart weeps for ’t : all that dare 40 
Look into these affairs see this main end, 

The French king’s sister. Heaven will one day 
open 

The king’s eyes, that so long have slept upon 
This bold bad man. 

Suf, And free us from his slavery. 
Nor. We had need pray, 

And heartily, for our deliverance ; 

Or this imperious man will work us all 


21 Thai blind . . . fortune. Ngrfolk likens WoJsey to 
Fortune who is blindfold but controls men’s fates. 
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50 pitch, DeRree in rank. 



‘the Kinn . . sits reading pensiveK ’ En^raMng from a 
contemporary manuscript 


70 rsfnfc State. 

79 I he not found a talker, i,e. make sure he’s well looked 
after. 

83 1 would not . . . place. I would not like his high 
position at the cost of being so sick with pride. 

85 have-at-hirn The cry before one made a thrust in 
sword- pla\ 



The coat of arms of Cardinal Campeius 


From princes into pages: all men’s honours 
Lie like one lump before him, to be fashion’d 

• Into what pitch he please. 

Suf, For me, my lords, 50 
I love him not, nor fear him; there’s my creed; 
As I am made without him, so I ’ll stand, 

If the king please ; his curses and his blessings 
Touch me alike, they ’re breath I not believe in. 

I knew him, and 1 know him; so I leave him 
To him that made him proud, the pope. 

Nor. Let’s in; 

And with some other business put the king 
From these sad thoughts, that work too much 
upon him : 

My lord, you’ll bear us company? 

Cham. Excuse me ; 

7'he king has sent me otherw^here : besides, 60 
You’ll find a most unfit time to disturb him: 
Health to your lordships. 

Nor, Thanks, my good lord chamberlain. 
\^Exit Lord Chamberlain; and the 
King drains the curtain^ and sits 
reading pensively. 

Su/. How sad he looks! sure, he is much 
affiidled. 

King. Who’s there, ha? 

Nor. Pray God he be not angry. 

King. Who’s there, 1 say? How dare you 
thrust yourselves 
Into my private meditations? 

Who am I ? ha? 

Nor. A gracious king that pardons all offences 
Malice ne’er meant: our breach of duty this way 

• Is business of estate ; in which wx come 70 

To know your royal pleasure. 

King. Ye are too bold : 

Go to ; I ’ll make ye know your times of business : 
Is this an hour for temporal affairs, ha? 

Enter Wolsev and Campeius, with a com- 
mission. 

Who’s there? my good lord cardinal? O my 
Wolsey, 

The quiet of my wounded conscience ; 

Thou art a cure fit for a king, ['fo Camp.] 
You’re welcome, 

Most learned reverend sir, into our kingdom : 

Use us and it. [To IVoL] My good lord, have 
great care 

• I be not found a talker. 

Wol. Sir, you cannot. 

I would your grace would give us but an hour 80 
Of private conference. 

King. \ To Nor. and Snf.] We are busy ; go. 
Nor. [Aside to Snf .] This priest has no pride 
in him? 

Snf. [Aside to Nor.] Not to speak of: 

• I would not be so sick though for his place: 

But this cannot continue. 

Nor. [Aside to Snf] If it do^ 

• I ’ll venture one have-at-him. 

Stf. [Aside to Nor.] I another. 

[Exeunt Nor. and Snf 
JVol. Your grace has given a precedent of 
wisdom 

Above all princes, in committing freely 
Your scruple to the voice of Christendom : 

Who can be angry now? what envy reach you? 
The Spaniard, tied by blood and favour to her, 90 
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Must now confess, if they have any goodness, 
The trial just and noble. All the clerks, 

I mean the learned ones, in Christian kingdoms 
Havc^ their free voices: Rome, the nurse of 
judgement, 

Invited by your noble self, hath sent 
()ne general tongue unto us, this good man. 

This just and learned priest, Cardinal Campeius; 
Whom once more I present unto your highness. 
King. And once more in mine arms I bid him 
welcome, 

• And thank the holy conclave for their loves : loo 
I’hey have sent me such a man I would have 

wish’d for. 

Cam. Your grace must needs deserve all 
strangers’ loves, 

You are so noble. To your highness’ hand 
I tender my commission ; by whose virtue. 

The court of Rome commanding, you, my lord 
Cardinal of York, are join’d with me their servant 
In the unpartial judging of this business. 

• King. Two equal men. The queen shall be 

acquainted 

Forthwith for what you come. Where ’s Gardiner? 
IV ol. I know your majesty has always loved 
her no 

So dear in heart, not to deny her that 
A woman of less place might ask by law : 
Scholars allow’d freely to argue for her. 

King. Ay, and the best she shall have; and 
my favour 

To him that does best : God forbid else. Cardinal, 
Prithee, call Gardiner to me, my new .secretary : 
1 find him a fit fellow. {Exit IVolsey. 

Woi.sEY, ivith Gardiner. 

U^ol. [Aside to Card.] Give me your hand : 
much joy and favour to you ; 

You are the king’s now. 

Card. [Aside to But to be commanded 

For ever by your grace, whose hand has raised me. 
King. Come hither, Gardiner. 121 

f Walks and whispers. 
Cant. My Lord of York, was not one Dodlor 
Pace 

In this man’s place before him? 

WoL Yes, he was. 

Cam, Was he not held a learned man? 

Wol. Yes, surely. 

Cam. Believe me, there’s an ill opinion spread 
then 

Even of yourself, lord cardinal. 

Wol. How! of me? 

Cam. They will not stick to say you envied 
him, 

And fearing he would rise, he was so virtuous, 

• Kept him a foreign man still ; which so grieved 

him. 

That he ran mad and died. 

Wol. Heaven’s peace be with him ! 

That’s Christian care enough: for living mur- 
murers 13* 

There ’s places of rebuke. He was a fool ; 

For he would needs be virtuous : that good fellow. 
If I command him, follows my appointment: 

I will have none so near else. Learn this, brother, 

• We live not to be griped by meaner persons. 

King. Deliver this with modesty to the queen. 

[Exit Gardiner, 


100 conclave. College of C'ardmals 
108 nfuni ImpjirTi.il 



Costume design for Gardiner, Bishop of Winchester * 
by Tanya Moiscwitch, Stratford-upon-A\ nn. 1040 

129 Kept him a foreign man still Always kept him 
abroad 

136 griped. Controlled 
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10 To give her the avaunt. To give her the order to be 
gone. 

14 quarrel. Quarreller. 

17 stranger. Foreigner. 



Anne; ‘By my troth and maidenhead, I would not be a 
queen.’ Drawing by Henry Singleton (i766-i83g) 

31 Saving your mincing. In spite of your affectation. 

32 cheveril. Kid leather, therefore soft and pliable. 


The most convenient place that I can think of 
For such receipt of learning is B lack- Friars ; 
There ye shall meet about this weighty business. 
My Wolsey, see it furnish’d. O, my ford, 14 1 
Would it not grieve an able man to leave 
Sc sweet a bedfellow? But, conscience, con- 
science ! 

O, ’tis a tender place ; and I must leave her. 

[Ejreunt. 

Scene III, An ante-chamber qf the Queen’s 
apartments. 

Enter Bullen and an Old Lady. 

Anne. Not for that neither : here’s the pang 
that pinches : 

His highness having lived so long with her, and 
she 

So good a lady that no tongue could ever 
Pronounce dishonour of her ; by my life, 

She never knew harm-doing : O, now, after 
So many courses of the sun enthroned, 

Still growing in a majesty and pomp, the which 
To leave a thousand-fold more bitter than 
’I'is sweet at first to acquire, — after this process, 
To give her the avaunt ! it is a pity 10 

Would move a monster. 

Old I.. Hearts of most hard temper 

Melt and lament for her. 

Anne. O, God’s will f much better 

She ne’er had known pomp: though ’t be tem- 
poral. 

Yet, if that quarrel, fortune, do divorce 
It from the bearer, ’tis a sufferance panging 
As soul and body’s severing. 

Old L. Alas, poor lady ! 

She’s a stranger now again. 

Anne, So much the more 

Must pity drop upon her. Verily, 

I swear, ’tis better to be lowly born. 

And range with humble livers in content, 20 
Than to oe perk’d up in a glistering grief, 

And wear a golden sorrow. 

Old L, Our content 

Is our best having. 

Anne, By my troth and maidenhead, 

I would not be a queen. 

Old L, Beshrew me, I would, 

And venture maidenhead for’t ; and so would you, 
For all this spice of your hypocrisy : 

You, that have so fair parts of woman on you, 
Have too a woman’s heart ; which ever yet 
Affedled eminence, wealth, sovereignty; 

Which, to say sooth, are blessings; and which 

o . .... 30 

Saving your mincing, the capacity 

Of your soft cheveril conscience would receive, 

If you might please to stretch it 
Anne, Nay, good troth. 

Old L, Yes, troth, and troth; you would not 
be a Queen ? 

Anne, No, not for all the riches under heaven. 
Old L. Tis strange: a three-pence bow’d 
would hire me, 

Old as I am, to queen it : but, I pray you, 

What think you of a duchess? have you limbs 
To bear that load of title? 

Anne. No, in truth. 
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• Old L. Then you are weakly made : pluck ofT 

a little; ^ 40 

I would not be a young count in your way, 

For more than blushina comes to: if your back 
Cannot vouchsafe this burthen, ’tis too weak 
Ever to get a boy. 

Anne. How you do talk ! 

I swear again, I would not be a queen 
For all the world. 

Old L. In faith, for little England 

• You’ld venture an emballing : I myself 

Would for Carnarvonshire, although there' long’d 
No more to the crown but that. Lo, who comes 
here? 

Enter the Lord Chamberlain. 

Chant. Good morrow, ladies. What were’t 
worth to know 50 

The secret of your conference? 

Anne. My good lord. 

Not your demand ; it values not your asking : 
Our mistress' sorrows we were pitying. 

Cham. It was a gentle business, and becoming 
The adlion of good women : there is hope 
All will be well. 

Anne. Now, I pray God, amen ! 

Cham. You bear a gentle mind, and heavenly 
blessings 

Follow such creatures. That you may, fair lady, 
Perceive I speak sincerely, and high note’s 59 
Ta'cn of your many virtues, the king’s majesty 
Commends his good opinion of you, and 
Does purpose honour to you no less flowing 
Than Marchioness of Pembroke ; to which title 
A thousand pound a year, annual support, 

Out of his grace he adds. 

A Pine. I do not know 

What kind of my obedience 1 should tender ; 
More than my all is nothing ; nor my prayers 
Are not words duly hallow’d, nor my wishes 
More worth than empty vanities ; yet prayers 
and wishes 

Arc all 1 can return. Beseech your lordship, 70 
Vouchsafe to speak my thanks and my obedience. 
As from a blushing handmaid, to his highness ; 
Whose health and royalty I pray for. 

Cham. ^ Lady, 

I shall not fail to approve the fair conceit 
The king hath of you. \Aside\ I have perused 
her well ; 

Beauty and honour in her arc so mingled 
That they have caught the king : and who knows 
yet 

• But from this lady may proceed a gem 
To lighten all this isle ? I 'U to the king. 

And say 1 spoke with vou. 

{Exit Lord Chatnderlain. 
Anne. My honour’d lord. 80 

Old L. Why, this it is; see, sec! 

I have been begging sixteen years in court. 

Am yet a courtier beggarly, nor could 
Come pat betwixt too early and too late 

• For any suit of pounds ; and you, O fate ! 

A very fresh fish here — ^fie, fie, fie upon 

This compell’d fortune ! — ^have your mouth fill’d 
up 

Before you open it. 

Anne. This is strange to me. 


40 pluck off a little. Step down in rank. 

47 emhalltng. Investiture with an orb, the symbol of 
royalty. 

78 gem. i.e. Elizabeth. 



Queen Elizabeth I. Painting by Nicholas Hilliard 
(f.i547-i6ig) 


86 suit of pounds. Petition for money. 
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89 forty pence. Proverbial for a small bet. 
103 salute my blood. Stir my blood. 

SD Sennet, innsistnry. Ecclesiastical court 



The Trial of Queen Katherine. Charles Kemble as 
Henry VIII and his daughter Fanny Kemble as Queen 
Katherine. Painting by Henry Andrews (d.i868) 


• Old L. How tastes it? is it bitter? forty 

pence, no. 

There was a lady once, 'tis an old story, 90 
That would not be a queen, that would she not, 
For all the mud in Egypt: have you heard it? 
Anne. Come, you are pleasant. 

Old L, With your theme, I could 

O’ermount the lark. The Marchioness of Pem- 
broke I 

A thousand pounds a year for pure respedl ! 

No other obligation ! By my life. 

That promises moe thousands: honour’s train 
Is longer than his foreskirt. By this time 
I know your back will bear a duchess: say, 

Are you not stronger than you were? 

Anne. Good lady, 100 

Make yourself mirth with your particular fancy, 
And leave me out on ’t. Woulcl I had no being, 

• If this salute my blood a jot : it faints me, 

To think what follows. 

The queen is comfortless, and we forgetful 
In our long absence : pray, do not deliver 
What here you’ve heard to her. 

Old L. What do you think me? 

[Exeunt, 

Scene IV. A hall in Black-Friars, 

Trmnpets^ sennet, and comets. Enter two 
V e rge rs , wi th sho rt si Iver iva nds ; next them, 
two Scribes, in the habit of doctors; after 
them, the Archbishop of Canterbury alone; 
after him, the Bishops of Lincoln, Ely, Ro- 
chester, Saint Asaph ; next them, with 
some small distance, follozvs a Gentleman bear- 
ing the purse, with the great seal, and a car- 
dinars hat ; then two Prie.sts, bearing each a 
silver cross; then a Gentleman-usher bare- 
headed, accompanied with a Sergeant-at-arms 
bearing a silver mace ; then two Gentlemen 
bearing two great silver pillars ; after them, 
side by side, the two Cardinals ; two Noble- 
men with the sword and mace. The King 
takes place under the cloth of state; the tivo 
Cardinals sit under him as judges. The 
UEEN takes place some distance frojn the 
ing. The Bishops place themselves on each 
side the court, in manner of a consistory; 
below them, the Scribes. The Lords sit next 
the Bishops. The rest of the Attendants stand 
in convenient order about the stage. 

JVol, Whilst our commission from Rome is 
read, 

Let silence be commanded. 

King. What’s the need? 

It hath already publicly been read, 

And on all sides the authority allow’d ; 

You may, then, spare that time. 

Wol. Be’t so. Proceed. 

Scribe. Say, Henry King of England, come 
into the court. 

Crier, Henry King of England, &a 
Kin^, Here. 

Scribe, Say, Katharine Queen of England, 
come into the court. xx 

Crier. Katharine Queen of England, &c. 
\The Queen snakes no answer, rises out 
of her chair, goes about the court. 
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comes to the King^ afid hieels at his 
feet; then speaks, 

Q. Katk, Sir, 1 desire you do me right and 
justice ; 

And to bestow your pity on me : for 
I am a most poor woman, and a stranger, 

Bom out of your dominions ; having here 

► No judge indifferent, nor no more assurance 
Of equal friendship and proceeding. Alas, sir, 

In what have I offended you? what cause 
Hath my behaviour given to your displeasure, 20 
That thus you should proceed to put me off, 

And take your good grace from me? Heaven 

witness, 

I have been to you a true and humble wife, 

At all times to your will conformable; 

Ever in fear to kindle your dislike, 

Yea, subje( 5 l to your countenance, glad or sorry 
As 1 saw it inclined : when was the hour 
I ever contradidled your desire, 

Or made it not mine too? Or which of your 
friends 

Have I not strove to love, although I knew 30 
He were mine enemy? what friend of mine 

> 'I'hat hud to liim derived your anger, did 1 
Continue in my liking? nay, gave notice 

He was from thence discharged? Sir, call to 
mind 

That I have been your wife, in this obedience, 
Upward of twenty years, and have been blest 
With many children by you ; if, in the course 
And process of this time, you can report, 

And prove it too, against mine honour aught. 

My bond to wedlock, or my love and duty, 40 
Against your sacred person, in God’s name. 

Turn me away ; and let the foul’st contempt 
Shut door upon me, and so give me up 
To the sharpest kind of justice. Please you, sir, 
The king, your father, was reputed for 
A prince most prudent, of an excellent 
And unmatched wit and judgement : Ferdinand, 
My father, king of Spsiin, was reckon’d one 
The wisest prince that there had reign’d by many 
A year before : it is not to be question’d 50 

That they had gather’d a wise council to them 
Of every realm, that did debate this business. 
Who deem’d our marriage lawful; wherefore I 
humbly 

Beseech you, sir, to spare me, till I may 

Be by my friends iii Spain advised ; whose counsel 

I will implore : if not, i’ the name of God, 

Your pleasure be fulfill’d ! 

You have here, lady. 

And of your choice, these reverend fathers; men 
Of singular integrity and learning. 

Yea, the eledl o’ the land, who are assembled f)o 
'To plead your cause: it shall be therefore boot- 
less 

• That longer you desire the court ; as well 
For your own quiet, as to redlify 
What is unsettled in the king. 

Cam, His grace 

Hath spoken well and justly: therefore, madam, 
It’s fit this royal .session do proceed ; 

And that, without delay, their arguments 
Be now produced and heard. 

Q, Kaih, Lord cardinal, 

To you 1 speak. 

IVol, Your pleasure, madam? 



Kalhfnne. ‘Sir, 1 desirt* vou do rnt- right and justice, 
Drawing by Frank Salisbury, igif) 

17 indifferent. Impartial. 

32 derived. Drawn 

62 That lan/^er. To delay 



Coat of arms of Henr\' VIII and Katherine of Aragon 
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79 blown this coal. Stir up trouble. 

96 gainsay my deed. Deny what I have done. 

99 free of your report. Innocent of your charges. 
108 sign. Seem. 



Katherine: i do refuse you for my judge . . .’ Sarah 
Siddons as Katherine, Covent Garden Theatre, London, 
i8i I. Painting by George H. Harlow, 1817 


Q. Kath^ Sir, 

I am about to weep ; but. thinking that ^o 

We are a queen, or long have dream’d so, certain 
I'he daughter of a king, my drops of tears 
I 'll turn to sparks of nre. 

Wot. Be patient yet. 

Q. Kath. I will, when you are humble ; nay, 
before. 

Or God will punish me. I do believe, 

Induced by potent circumstances, that 
You are mine enemy, and make my challenge 
You shall not be my judge : for it is you 
» Have blown this coal betwixt my lord and me ; 
Which God's dew quench ! Therefore I say again, 
I utterly abhor, yea, from my soul 81 

Refuse you for my iudge ; whom, yet once more, 
I hold my most malicious foe, and think not 
At all a iriend to truth. 

WoL I do profess 

You speak not like yourself ; who ever yet 
Have stood to charity, and display'd the cffecfts 
Of disposition gentle, and of wisdom 
O'ertopping woman's power. Madam, you do me 
wrong: 

I have no spleen against you ; nor injustice 
For you or any : how far 1 have proceeded, 90 
Or how far further shall, is warranted 
By a commission from the consistory, 

Yea, the whole consistory of Rome. You charge 
me 

That I have blown this coal : I do deny it : 

The king is present : if it be known to him 

> That I gainsay my deed, how may he wound, 
And worthily, my falseliood ! yea, as much 
As you have done my truth. If he know 

> That I am free of your report, he knows 

I am not of your wrong. Therefore in him 100 
It lies to cure me : and the cure is, to 
Remove these thoughts from you : the which be- 
fore 

His highness shall speak in, I do beseech 
You^ gracious madam, to unthink your speaking 
And to say so no more. 

Q. Kath. My lord, my lord, 

I am a simple woman, much too weak 
To oppose your cunning. You're meek and 
humble-mouth'd ; 

I You sign your place and calling, in full seeming. 
With meekness and humility ; but your heart 
Is cramm'd with arrogancy, spleen, and pride. 110 
You have, by fortune and his highness' favours, 
Gone slightly o’er low steps and now are mounted 
Where powers are your retainers, and your words. 
Domestics to you, serve your will as't please 
Yourself pronounce their office. I must tell you. 
You tender more your person's honour than 
Your high profession spiritual : that again 
I do refuse you for my judge : and here. 

Before you all, appeal unto the pope. 

To bring my whole cause 'fore his holines.s, 120 
And to be judged by him. 

[She curtsies to the and offers to depart. 
Cam, The queen is obstinate, 

Stubborn to justice, apt to accuse it, and 
Disdainful to be tried by't: 'tis not well 
She's going aw^y. 

King:. Call her again. 

Cfier, Katharine Queen of England, come 
into the court. 
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Grif, Madam, you are call’d back. 

Q. Kaih, What need you note it? pray you, 
keep your way : 

When you arc call’d, return. Now, the Lord 

They vex me past my patience! Pray you, 
pass on: 130 

I will not tarry \ no, nor ever more 
Upon this business my appearance make 
In any of their courts. 

[Exeunt Queen, and her A iiendants. 
King, Go thy ways, Kate : 

That man i’ the world who shall report he has 
A better wife, let him in nought be trusted, 

For speaking false in that: thou art, alone. 

If thy rare qualities, sweet gentleness, 

Thy meekness saint-like, wife-like government. 
Obeying in commanding, and thy parts 139 
Sovereign and pious else, could speak thee out,' 
The queen of earthly cjueens : she’s noble born ; 
And, like her true nobility, she has 
Carried herself towards me. 

oL Most gracious sir. 

In humblest manner I require your highness. 
That it shall please you to declare, in nearing 
Of all these ears, — ^for where I am robb’d and 
bound. 

There must I be unloosed, although not there 
At once and fully satisfied, — whether ever I 
Did broach this business to your highness ; or 
Laid any scruple in your way, whi<m might 150 
Induce you to the question on’t? or ever 
Have to you, but with thanks to God for such 
A royal lady, spake one the least word that 
might 

Be to the prejudice of her present state, 

• Or touch of her good person? 

King* My lord cardinal, 

I do excuse you ; yea, upon mine honour, 

I free you from’t You are not to be taught 
That you have many enemies, that know not 
Why they are so, but, like to village-curs, 

Bark when their fellows do : by some of these 160 
The queen is put in anger. You’re excused : 

But will you be more justified ? you ever 
Have wi.^’d the sleeping of this business ; never 
desired 

It to be stirr’d; but oft have hinder’d, oft, 

The passages made toward it : on my honour, 

• I speak my good lord cardinal to this point. 

And thus far clear him. Now, what moved me 

to’t, 

I will be bold with time and your attention : 

Then mark the inducement Thus it came ; give 
heed to’t : 

My conscience first received a tenderness, 170 
Scruple, and prick, on certain speeches utter’d 
By the Bishop of Bayonne, then French am- 
bassador; 

Who had been hither sent on the debating 
A marriage ’twixt the Duke of Orleans and 
Our dau^ter Mary : i’ the progress of this busi- 
ness, 

• Ere a determinate resolution, he, 

I mean the bishop, did require a respite ; 

Wherein he might the king his lord advertise 
Whether our daughter were legitimate, 179 
Respedling this our marriage with the dowa«r, 

• Sometimes our brother's wue. This respite ^ook 


1 56 touch of her good person. Slander her good name. 

156 / speah . . . this point. I bear witness to the Cardinal’s 
attitude on this matter. 



The betrothal of Mary Tudor to the Duke of Orleans. 
Engraving from a contemporary woodcut 


176 determinate resolution. Final decision. 


161 Sometimes Formerly. 



King: 'Sometimes our brother’s wife.’ PrinCe Arthur, 
Henry’s elder brother and Katherine’s first husband, 
who died before he could inherit the throne 
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199 hulling. Drifting. 

204 and vet. And even now. 

208 reek Sweat. 



King; ‘I have spoke long.’ Di awing by Henry Singleton 
( 1 766- 1 83 c)) 


213—214 Bearing a state ... of dread. Involving state 
matters of high importance and fearful consequences. 

230 paragon'd. Regarded as perfect. 


The bosom of my conscience, enter’d me, 

Yea, with a splitting power, and made to tremble 
The region of my breast; which forced such 
way, 

That many mazed considerings did throng 
And press’d in with this caution. First, methought 
I stood not in the smile of heaven ; who had 
Commanded nature, that my lady’s womb. 

If it conceived a male child by me, should 
Do no more offices of life to’t than 190 

The grave does to the dead ; for her male issue 
Or died where they were made, or shortly after 
This world had air’d them : hence I took a 
thought, 

This was a judgement on me ; that my kingdom. 
Well worthy the best heir o* the world, should not 
Be gladded in't by me: then follows, that 
I weigh’d the danger which my realms .stood in 
By this my issue’s fail ; and that gave to me 

• Many a groaning throe. Thus hulling in 

The wild sea of my conscience, I did steer 200 
I'oward this remedy, w'hereupon we are 
Now present here together; that’s to say, 

I meant to redlify my conscience, — which 

• I then did feel full sick, and yet not well, — 

By all the reverend fathers of the land 
And dodlors learn’d : first I began in private 
With you, my*^ Lord of Lincoln ; you remember 

• How under my oppression I did reek. 

When I first moved you. 

Lin. Very well, my liege. 

King, I have spoke long : be pleased yourself 
to say 210 

How far you satisfied me. 

Lin. So please your highness, 

The question did at first so stagger me, 

• Bearing a state of mighty moment in ’t 
And consequence of dread, that I committed 
I'he daring’st counsel which I had to doubt ; 

And did entreat your highness to this course 
Which you are running here. 

King. I then moved you. 

My Lord of Canterbury ; and got your leave 
To make this present summons: unsolicited 
1 left no reverend person in this court ; 220 

But by particular consent proceeded 
Under your hands and seals : therefore, go on ; 
For no dislike i’ the world against the person 
Of the good queen, but the sharp thorny points 
Of my alleged reasons, drive this forward : 

Prove but our marriage lawful, by my life 
And kingly dignity, we are contented 
To wear our mortal state to come with her, 
Katharine our queen, before the primest creature 

• That’s paragoned o* the world. 

Cam. So please your highness, 230 

The queen being absent, ’tis a needful fitness 
That we adjourn this court till further day : 
Meanwhile must be an earnest motion 
Made to the queen, to call back her appeal 
She intends unto his holiness. 

King. [AsuU] I may perceive 

These cardinals trifle with me : I abnor 
This dilatory sloth and tricks of Rome. 

My leam'd and well-beloved servant, Cranmer, 
Prithee, return : with thy approach, I know, 

My comfort comes along. Break up the court: 

I say, set on. 241 

[Exeunt in manner as they entered. 


634 



Act III Scene I KING HENRY VIII 


ACT IIL 

Scene T/ London. The Queen’s apartments. 

The Qukkn ami her IVomeHr^ ns at luork. 

Q. Kath. Take thy lute, wench: my soul 
grows sad with troubles; 

Sing, and disperse ’em, if thou canst : leave 
working. 

Song. 

Orpheus with his lute made trees, 

And the mountain tops that freeze, 

Bow themselves when he did sing : 

To his music plants and flowers 
Ever sprung ; as sun and showers 
There had made a lasting spring. 

Every thing that heard him play, 

Even the billows of the sea, lo 

Hung their heads, and then lay by. 

In sweet music is such art, 

Killing care and grief of heart 
Fall asleep, or hearing, die. 

Enter a Gentleman. 

Q. KatJu How now ! 

Gent. An*t please your grace, the two great 
cardinals 

• Wait in the presence. 

Q, Kath. Would they speak with me? 

Gent. They will’d me say so, madam. 

Q. Kath. Pray their graces 

To come near. [Exit Gent.] What can be their 
business 

With me, a poor weak woman, fall’n from 
favour? 20 

T do not like their coming. Now I think on’t, 
I'hey should be good men ; their affairs as right- 
eous : 

But all hoods make not monks. 

Enter the two Cardinals, Wolsey and 
Camphius. 

W ol. Peace to your highness ! 

Q. Kath. Your graces find me here part of a 
housewife, 

I would be all, against the worst may happen. 
What are your pleasures with me, reverend 
lords ? 

Wol. May it please you, noble madam, to 
withdraw 

Into your private chamber, we shall give you 
The full cause of our coming. 

Q. Kath. Speak it here ; 

There’s nothing I have done yet, o’ my con- 
science, 30 

• Deserves a corner : would all other women 
Could speak this with as free a soul as I do ! 

My lords, I care not, so much I am happy 
Above a number, if my actions 

Were tried by every tongue, every eye saw ’em, 
Envy and base opinion set against ’em, 

• 1 know my life so even. If your business 
Seek me out, and that way I am wife in, 

Out with it boldly : truth loves open dealing. 

• IVol. Tanta est erga te mentis integritas, 

regina serenissima, — 41 

Q. Kath. O, good my lord, no Latin ; 

I am not such a truant since my coming, 



Quvfn Katherine ‘'Fake rh\ lute, wench my soul 
grows sad with troubles,' ICllen JVrry as Katherine, 
lAeeurii 'I'heatre, London, iSg2 

17 presence. Presence-chamber 

31 corner. Secrecy 

37 et'en. Straight-forward 

40—41 Tanta est .. . serenissima The integril\ of our 
purpose towards \ou is so great, most noble queen. 
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KathtTine eontronts the Cardinals. KnKraving from a 
painting by Kev. M.W. Peters (d.1814) 

49 willing* 5 t. Most deliberate. 

72 wit. Intelligence. 

86 desperate. Reckless. 


As not to know the language 1 have lived in : 

A strange tongue makes my cause more strange, 

suspicious ; 

Pray, speak in English: here are some will 
thank you, 

If you speak truth, for their poor mistress’ sake ; 
Believe me, she has had much wrong: lord 
cardinal, 

• The willing’st sin I ever yet committed 
May be absolved in English. 

IVoL Noble lady, 50 

I am sorry my integrity should breed. 

And service to his majesty and you. 

So deep suspicion, where all faith was meant. 

We come not by the way of accusation. 

To taint that honour every good tongue blesses, 
Nor to betray you any way to sorrow. 

You have too much, good lady; but to know 
How you stand minded in the weighty dif- 
ference 

Between the king and you ; and to deliver, 

Like free and honest men, our just opinions 60 
And comforts to your cause. 

Cam. Most honour’d madam. 

My Lord of York, out of his noble nature, 

Zeal and obedience he still bore your grace, 
Forgetting, like a good man, your late censure 
Both of his truth and him, which was too far. 
Offers, as I do, in a sign of peace, 

His service and his counsel. 

Q. Kath. [j 4 side] To betray me. — ^ 

My lords, 1 thank you both for your good wills ; 
Ye speak like honest men ; pray God, ye 
prove so ! 

But how to make ye suddenly an answer, 70 
In such a point of weight, so near mine honour,— 

• More near my life, I fear, — with my weak wit. 
And to such men of gravity and leamine. 

In truth, .1 know noL I was set at work 
Among my maids ; full little, God knows, looking 
Either for such men or such business. 

For her sake that I have been, — for I feel 
The last fit of my greatness, — good your graces. 
Let me have time and counsel for my cause : 
Alas, I am a woman, friendless, hopeless ! 80 

/f’it?/. Madam, you wrong the king’s love vrith 
these fears ; 

Your hopes and friends are infinite. 

Q, Kath. In England 

But little for my profit; can you think, lords. 
That any Ihiglishman dare give me counsel? 

Or be a known friend, ’gainst his highness’ 
pleasure, 

• Though he be grown so desperate to be honest, 
And live a subjedl? Nay, forsootlu my friends. 
They that must weigh out my afRiifuons, 

They that my trust must grow to, live not here : 
They are, as all my other comforu, fiu: hence 90 
In mine own country, lords. 

Cam, I would your grace 

Would leave your griefs, and take my counsel. 

O. Kath. ^ How, sir? 

Cam, Put your main cause into the lung’s 
proteAion ; 

He’s loving and most gracious; ’twill be much 
Both for your honour better and your cause ; 

For if the trial of the law o’ertake ye, 

You’ll part away disgraced* 
ffV/. He tells you rightly. 
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Q. Kath. Ye tell me what ye wish for both, — 
my ruin : 

Is this your Christian counsel? out upon ye! 
Heaven is above all yet ; there sits a judge xoo 
That no king can corrupt. 

Cam. Your rage mistakes us. 

Q, Kath. The more shame for ye ; holy men 
I thought ye, 

Upon my soul, two reverend cardinal virtues; 
But cardinal .sins and hollow hearts I fear ye : 
Mead ’em, for shame, my lords. Is this your 
comfort ? 

The cordial that ye bring a wretched lady, 

A woman lost among ye, laugh’d at, scorn’d ? 

I will not wish ye half my miseries ; 

I have more charity : but say, I warn'd ye ; 

• Take heed, for heaven’s sake, take heed, lest at 

once no 

The burthen of my sorrows fall upon ye. 

WoL Madam, this is a mere distradlion ; 

You turn the good we offer into envy. 

Kath, Ye turn me into nothing : woe upon 

yc 

• And all such false professors ! would you have 

me — 

If you have any justice, any pity ; 

If ye be any thing but churchmen’s habits — 

Put my sick cause into his hands that hates me? 
Alas, has banish’d me his bed already. 

His love, too long a^o I I am old, my lords, 120 
And all the fellowship I hold now with him 
Is only my obedience. What can happen 

• To me above this wretchedness? all your studies 
Make me a curse like this. 

Cam. Your fears are worse. 

Q, Kath. Have I lived thus long— let me 
speak myself. 

Since virtue finds no friends — a wife, a true one! 
A woman, I dare say without vain-glory. 

Never yet branded with suspicion ? 

Have I with all my full affe^ions 
Still met the king? loved him next heaven? 
obey’d him? 130 

• Been, out of fondness, superstitious to him? 
Almost forgot my prayers to content him? 

And am I thus rewarded ? 'tis not well, lords. 
Bring me a constant woman to her husband. 

One that ne’er dream’d a joy beyond his pleasure ; 
And to that woman, when she has done most, 

Yet will 1 add an honour, a g^eat patience. 

WoL Madam, you warider from the good we 
aim at. 

Q. Kath. My lord, I dare not make myself so 
guilty, 

To give up willingly that noble title 140 

Your master wed me to : nothing but death 
Shall e’er divorce my dignities. 

Wot. Pray, hear me. 

Q. Kath. Would I had never trod this English 
earth. 

Or felt the flatteries that grow upon it ! 

Ye have angels’ faces, but heaven knows your 
hearts. 

What will become of me now, wretched lady I 
1 am the most unhappy woman living. 

AI^ poor wenches, where are now your fortunes ! 
Shipwreck’d upon a kingdom, where no pity. 

No friends, no hope ; no kindred weep for me ; 
Almost no grave allow’d me : like the lily, 151 


110 at once. One day. 



Katherine of Aragon. The Pope’s opposition to Henry’s 
divorce from her ( 1533 ) caused the secession of the 
Church in England from papal authority 

12^124 all your .. . like this. I challenge you to hnd in 
your studies a curse like this. 

131 superstitious. Devoted, idolizing. 
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Costume design for Katherine by Tanya Moisewitch, 
Stratford-upon-Avon, ig49 

2 force. Urge. 

10 uncantemn* d. Unscorned. 

13 Out of. Except for. 


That once was mistress of the field and flourish’d, 
I’ll hang my head and perish. 

IVoL If your grace 

Could but be brought to know our ends are honest, 
You’ld feel more comfort; why should we, good 
lady, 

Upon what cause, wrong y^ou? alas, our places, 
The way of our profession is against it : 

We are to cure such sorrows, not to sow ’em. 

For goodness’ .sake, consider what you do ; 

How you may hurt yourself, ay, utterly i6o 
Grow from the king’s acquaintance, by this car- 
riage. 

The hearts of princes kiss obedience, 

So much they love it; but to stubborn spirits 
They swell, and grow as terrible as storms. 

1 know you have a gentle, noble temper, 

A soul as even as a calm : pray, think us 
Those we profess, peace- makers, friends, and 
servants. 

Cam. Madam, you’ll find it so. You wrong 
your virtues 

With these weak women’s fears : a noble spirit. 

As yours was put into you, ever casts 170 

Such doubts, as false coin, from iL The king 
loves you ; 

Beware you lose it not : for us, if you please 
To trust us in your business, we are ready 
To use our utmost studies in your service. 

Q, Kath. Do what ye will, my lords : and, 
pray, forgive me, 

If I have used myself unmannerly; 

You know I am a woman, lacking wit 
To make a seemly answer to such persons. 

Pray, do my service to his majesty : 

He has my heart yet; and shall have my prayers 
While I shall have my life. Come, reverend 
fathers, 181 

Bestow your counsels on me : she now begs, 
That little thought, when she .set footing here, 
She should have bought her dignities so dear. 

\Exeunt. 

Scene II. Ante-chamher to the King’s apart'^ 
vient. 

Enter the Duke of Nokfolk, the Duke of 
Suffolk, the Earl of Surrey, and the 
Lord Chamberlain. 

Nor, If you will now unite in your complaints, 

• And force them with a constancy, the cardinal 
Cannot stand under them ; if you omit 

The offer of this time, I cannot promise 
But that you shall sustain moe new disgraces. 
With these you bear already. 

Sur, 1 am joyful 

To meet the least occasion that may give me 
Remembrance of my father-in-law, the duke, 

To be revenged on him. 

Suf, Which of the peers 

• Have uncontemn’d gone by him, or at least xo 
Strangely negle< 5 led? when did he regard 

The stamp of nobleness in any person 

• Out of himself? 

Cham, My lords, you speak your pleasures: 
What he deserves of you and me I know 

• What we can do to him, though now the time 
Gives way to us, I much fear. If you cannot 
Bar his access to the king, never attempt 


638 



Act III Scene II KING HENRY VIII 


Any thing on him ; for he hath a witchcraft 
Over the Icing in 's tongue. 

Nor^ O, fear him not ; 

His spell in that is out : the king hath found 20 

Matter against him that for ever mars 

The honey of his language. No, he’s settled, 

• Not to come ofT, in his displeasure. 

Sur, Sir, 

I should be glad to hear such news as this 
Once every hour. 

Nor. Believe it, this is true : 

In the divorce his contrary proceedings 
Are all unfolded ; wherein he appears 
As I would wish mine enemy. 

Sur. How came 

His pradlices to light? 

Suf. Most strangely. 

Sur. O, how, how? 

Suf. The cardinal’s letters to the pope mis- 
carried, 30 

And came to the eye o* the king : wherein was 
read, 

How that the cardinal did entreat his holiness 
To stay the judgement o’ the divorce ; for if 
It did take place, ‘ I do,’ quoth he, ‘perceive 
My king is tangled in affedlion to 
A creature of the queen’s, Lady Anne Bullen.* 
Stir. Has the king this? 

Suf. Believe it. 

Sur. Will this work? 

• Chavt. The king in this perceives him, how 

he coasts 

And hedges his own way. But in this point 
All his tricks founder, and he brings his physic 
After his patient’s death : the king already 41 
Hath married the fair lady. 

Sur. Would he had ! 

Suf. May you be happy in your wish, my lord ! 
For, I profess, you have it. 

Sur. Now, all my joy 

Trace the conjundlion ! 

Suf. My amen to’t ! 

Nor. All men’s ! 

Suf. There ’s order given for her coronation : 
Marry, this is yet but young, and may be left 
To some ears unrecounted. But, my lords, 

She is a gallant creature, and complete 

In mind and feature : I persuade me, from her 50 

Will fall some blessing to this land, which shall 

• In it be memorized. 

Sur. But, will the king 

• Digest this letter of the cardinal’s? 

The Lord forbid ! 

Nor. Marry, amen ! 

Suf No, no ; 

There be moe wasps that buzz about his nose 
Will make this sting the sooner. Cardinal Cam- 
peius 

Is stoVn away to Rome ; hath ta’en no leave ; 

Has left the cause o’ the king unhandled ; and 
Is posted, as the agent of our cardinal, 

To second all his plot. I do assure you 60 

The king cried Ha ! at this. 

Cham. Now, God incense him, 

And let him cry Ha I louder ! 

Nor. But, my lord, 

When returns Cranmer? 

Suf. He is return’d in his opinions ; which 
Have satisfied the king for his divorce, 


23 come ofl. Escape. 

38-39 coasts and hedges Follows devious courses and 
ways. 

52 memorized. Made memorable 

53 Digest. Put up with. 
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H. Beerbohm Tree as Wolsey, His Majesty’s "I’heatre, 
London, igio 

99 spleeny. Passionate. 

191 hard-ruled. Difficult to guide. 


Together with all famous colleges 
Almost in Christendom : shortly. I believe. 

His second marriaee shall be publish’d, and 
Her coronation. Katharine no more 
Shall be call’d queen, but princess dowager 70 
And widow to Prince Arthur. 

Nor. This same Cranmer’s 

A worthy fellow, and hath ta’en much pain 
In the king’s business. 

Suf, He has : and we shall see him 

For it an archbishop. 

Nor. So 1 hear. 

Suf. 'Tis so. 

The cardinal ! 

Enter Wolsry and Cromwell. 

Nor. Observe, observe, he ’s moody. 

Wol. The packet, Cromwell, 

Gave’t you the king? 

Crom. 'I’o his own hand, in ’s bedchamber. 
IV ol. Look’d he o’ the inside of the paper ? 
Crom. Presently 

He did unseal them : and the first he view’d, 

He did it with a serious mind ; a heed 80 

Was in his countenance. You he bade 
Attend him here this morning. 

IV ol. Is he ready 

To come abroad? 

C%-otn. I think, by this he is. 

IVol. Leave me awhile. {Exit Cromwell. 
\Aside\ It shall be to the Duchess of Alenqon, 
The French king’s sister : he shall marry her. 
Anne Bullen ! No ; I ’ll no Anne Bullens for him : 
There’s more in’t than fair visage. Bullen! 

No, we’ll no Bullens. Speedily I wish 
To hear from Rome. The Marchioness of Pem- 
broke ! 90 

Nor. He’s discontented. 

Snf. May be, he hears the king 
Does whet his anger to him. 

Snr. Sharp enough, 

Lord, for thy justice I 

IVol. [Aside] I’he late queen’s gentlewoman, 
a knight’s daughter, 

To be her mistress’ mistress I the queen’s queen ! 
This candle burns not clear : ’tis 1 must snuff it ; 
Then out it goes. What though 1 know her 
virtuous 

And well deserving? yet I know her for 
^ A spleeny Lutheran ; and not wholesome to 
Our cause, that she should lie i’ the bosom of 200 
► Our hard-ruled king. Again, there is sprung up 
An heretic, an arch one, Cranmer ; one 
Hath crawl’d into the favour of the king. 

And is his oracle. 

Nor. He is vex’d at something. 

Sur. I would ’twere something that would 
fret the string, 

The master-cord on ’s heart ! 

Enter tJie King, reading oJ a schedule^ and 
Lovell. 

Su/. The king, the king ? 

King. What piles of wealth hath be accumul* 
ated 

To his own portion ! and what expend by the hour 
Seems to flow from him ! How, i’ the name of 
thrift, 

Does he rake this together I Now, my lords, izo 
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Saw you the cardinal? 

Nor. My lord, wc have 

• Stood here observing him: some strange com 

motion 

Is in his brain : he bites his lip, and starts; 

Stops on a sudden, looks upon the ground. 

Then lays his finaer on his temple ; straight 
Springs out into last £^t ; then stops again, 
Strikes his breast hard, and anon he casts 
His eye against the moon : in most strange pos- 
tures 

We have seen him set himself. 

Kin^. ^ It may well be ; 

There is a mutiny in’s mind. This morning 120 
Papers of state he sent me to peruse, 

As I required : and wot you what I found 
There, — on my conscience, put unwittingly ? 
Forsooth, an inventory, thus importing; 

The several parcels of his plate, his treasure, 
Rich stuffs, and ornaments of household ; which 

• I find at such proud rate, that it out-speaks 
Possession of a subje( 5 l. 

Nor, ^ It's heaven's will : 

Some spirit put this paper in the packet, 

To bless your eye withal* 

King, If we did think 130 

His contemplation were above the earth. 

And fix’d on spiritual obje< 5 l, he should still 
Dwell in his musings : but I am afraid 
His thinkings are below the moon, not worth 
His serious considering. 

[King takes his seat; whispers Lovelly who 
goes to the Cardinal, 
Wol, Heaven forgive me ! 

Ever God bless your highness ! 

King, Good my lord. 

You are full of heavenly stuff, and bear the in- 
ventory 

Of your best graces in your mind ; the which 
You were now running o’er : you have scarce time 
To steal from spiritual leisure a brief span 140 
To keep your earthly audit : sure, in that 
^ I deem you an ill husband, and am glad 
To have you therein my companion. 

]Vol, Sir, 

For holy offices I have a time ; a time 
To think upon the part of business which 
I bear i’ the state ; and nature does require 
Her times of preservation, which perforce 
I, her frail son, amongst my brethren mortal, 
Must give my tendance to. 

King, You have said well. 

Wol, And ever may your highness yoke to- 
gether, 150 

As I will lend you cause, my doing well 
With my well saying ! 

Kin^, ’Tis well said again ; 

And ’tis a kind of good deed to say well : 

And yet words are no deeds. My father loved 
you: 

He said he did ; and with his deed did crown 
His word upon you. Since I had my office, 

I have kept you next my heart ; have not alone 
Employ’d you where hiah profits might come home. 
But pared my present havings, to bestow 
My bounties upon you. 

Wol, \Aside\ What should this meim? 160 
Sur* {Aside] The Lord increase this busi- 
ness! 


^12—118 some strange . . . the moon. See introduction. 
127 rate. Value. 

142 ill husband. Bad manafter. 



Henry VIII in council. Engraving from a contemporary 
woodcut 
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171 filed with. Matched with. 

181—182 the honour ... of it. I'he reward of lovalty is 
the honour of hems loyal. 

197 chiding. Scolding. 



King: ‘Read o’er this;’ Engraving from Bell’s edition of 
Shakespeare, 1773 


King, Have 1 not made you 

The prime man of the state? 1 pray you, tell 
me. 

If what I now pronounce you have found true : 
And, if you may confess it, say withal, 

If you are bound to us or no. What say you ? 
IVoL My sovereign, 1 confess your royal 
graces, 

Shower'd on me daily, have been more than 
could 

My studied purposes requite ; which went 
Beyond all man’s endeavours : my endeavours 
Have ever come too short of my desires, 170 

• Yet filed with my abilities : mine own ends 
Have been mine so that evermore they pointed 
To the good of your most sacred person and 
The profit of the state. For your great graces 
Heap’d upon me, poor undeserver, I 

Can nothing render but allegiant thanks, 

My prayers to heaven for you, my loyalty. 

Which ever has and ever shall be growing, 

Till death, that winter, kill it. 

King. Fairly answer’d ; 

A loym and obedient .siibjedl is 180 

• Therein illustrated : the honour of it 
Does pay the adl of it ; as, i’ the contrary, 

The foulness is the punishment. I presume 
That, as my hand has open’d bounty to you. 

My heart dropp’d love, my power rain’d honour, 

more 

On you than any ; so your hand and heart. 

Your brain, and every fundlion of your power, 
Should, notwithstanding that your bond of duty. 
As ’twere m love’s particular, be more 
To me, your friend, than any. 

IVol. I do profess 190 

That for your highness* good 1 ever laboirr’d 
More than mine own ; f that am, have, and will be — 
Though all the world should crack their duty to 
you. 

And throw it from their soul ; though perils did 
Abound, as thick as thought could make ’em, 
and 

Appear in forms more horrid, — yet my duty, 

• As doth a rock against the chiding flood, 

Should the approach of this wild river break. 

And stand unshaken yours. 

King. ’Tis nobly spoken : 

Take notice, lords, he has a loyal breast, 200 
For you have seen him open’t. Read o’er this ; 

{Giving him papers. 

And after, this : and then to breakfast with 
What appetite you have. 

{Exit King^ frowning upon Cardinal 
Wolsey: the Nobles throng after 
him^ smiling arid whis^ring. 
Wol. Wluit should this mean? 

What sudden anger’s this? how have I reap’d it? 
He parted frowning from me, as if ruin 
Leap’d from his eyes : so looks the chafed lion 
Upon the daring huntsman that has gall’d him; 
Then makes him nothing. I must read this 
paper; 

I fear, the story of his anger. ’Tis so ; 

This papier has undone me : ’tis the account 210 
Of all tl^t world of wealth I have drawn together 
For mine own ends ; indeed, to gain the pope- 
dom, 

And fee my friends in Rome. O negligence I 
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• Fit for a fool to fall by : what cross devil 
Made me put this mam secret in the packet 

I sent the king? Is there no way to cure this? 
No new device to beat this from his brains? 

I know ’twill stir him strongly ; yet I know 
A way, if it take right, in spite of fortune 
Will bring me off again. What’s this? *To the 
Popel’ ^ 220 

The letter, as I live, with all the business 
I writ to’s holiness. ^ Nay then, farewell! 

I have touch’d the highest point of all my great- 
ness ; 

And, from that full meridian of my glory, 

I haste now to my setting : I shall fall 

• Like a bright exhalation in the evening, 

And no man see me more. 

Re-enter to Wolsey, the Dukes of Norfolk 
and Suffolk, the Earl of Surrey, afid the 
Lord Chamberlain. 

Nor. Hear the king’s pleasure, cardinal : who 
commands you 

To render up the great seal presently 

Into our hands ; and to confine yourself 230 

To Asher House, my Lord of Winchester’s, 

Till you hear further from his highness. 

IVol, Stay : 

Where’s your commission, lords? words cannot 
carry 

Authority so weighty. 

Suf, Who dare cross ’em. 
Bearing the king’s will from his mouth expressly ? 
IVoL ^ Till I find more than will or words to 
do it, 

I mean your malice, know, officious lords, 

I dare and must deny it. Now I feel 
Of what coarse metalye are moulded, envy : 
How eagerly ye follow my disgraces, 240 

• As if it led ye 1 and how sleek and wanton 
Ye appear in every thing may bring my ruin ! 
Follow your envious courses, men of malice ; 

You have Christian warrant for ’em, and, no 

doubt. 

In time will find their fit rewards. That seal. 
You ask with such a violence, the king, 

Mine and your master, with his own hand gave 
me; 

Bade me enjoy it, with the place and honours, 
During my life ; and, to confirm his goodness, 

• Tied it by letters-patents : now, who’ll take it? 

Sur. The king, that gave it. 

WoL It must be himself, then. 251 

Sur. Thou art a proud traitor, priest. 

Wol. Proud lord, thou best : 

Within these forty hours Surrey durst better 
Have burnt that tongue than said so. 

Sur. Thy ambition, 

Thou scarlet sin, robb’d this bewailing land 
Of noble Buckingham, my father-in-law : 

The heads of all thy brother cardinals. 

With thee and all thy best parts bound together, 
Weigh’d not a hair of his. Plague of your policy ! 
You sent me deputy for Ireland ; 260 

Far from his succour, from the king, from all 

• That might have mercy on the fault thou gavest 

him; 

Whilst your great goodness, out of holy pity, 
Absolved him with an axe. 

Wol This, and all else 



Cardinal Wolsey. Drawing by Seymour Lucas, 1H99 
214 rrow. Perverse. 

226 exhalation. Meteor. 

241 wanton. Relishing. 

250 letters-patents. Open letters of authorization. 
262 gavest him. Falsely accused him of. 
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274 mate. Match. 

282 dare us with his cap like larks. A piece of red cloth 
and mirrors were used to dazzle larks so that they could 
be caught. 


298 sacring bell. Consecration bell. 



Surrey: ‘Now, if you can blush and cry “guilty,” 
cardinal . . Painting by John Pettie (1839-1893) 


314 *Ego et Rex meus\ ‘My King and I*, i.e. Wolscy was 
the equal of the King (‘1 and my King* is a literal 
translation and actually correct Latin for ‘My King 
and 1'). 


This talking lord can lay upon my credit, 

I answer is most false. The duke by law 
Found his deserts : how innocent I vras 
From any private malice in his end, ^ 

His noble jury and foul cause can witness. 

If 1 loved many words, lord, I should tell you 
You have as little honesty as honour, 271 

That in the way of loyalty and truth 
Toward the king, my ever royal master, 

• Dare mate a sounder man than Surrey can be, 
And all that love his follies. 

Sur. By my soul. 

Your long coat, priest, protedlsyou ; thou shouldst 
feel 

My sword i* the life-blood of thee else. My 
lords, 

Can ye endure to hear this arrogance? 

And from this fellow? If we live thus tamely. 
To be thus jaded by a piece of scarlet, 280 

Farewell nobility ; let his grace ao forward, 

• And dare us with his cap like lants. 

IVai. All goodness 

Is poison to thy stomach. 

Sur. ^ Yes, that goodness 

Of gleaning all the land’s wealth into one, 

Into your own hands, cardinal, by extortion ; 

The goodness of your intercepted packets 
You writ to the pope against the king: your 
goodness, 

Since you provoke me, shall be most notorious. 
My Lord of Norfolk, as you arc truly noble, 

As you respeft the common good, the state 290 
Of our despised nobility, our issues. 

Who, if he live, will scarce be p^entlemen. 
Produce the grand sum of his sins, the articles 
ColleAed from his life. I ’ll startle you 

• Worse than the sacring bell, when the brown 

wench ^ 

Lay kissing in your arms, lord cardinal. 

How much, methinks, 1 could despise 
this man, 

But that I am bound in charity against it ! 

Those articles, my lord, are in the king’s 
hand: 

But, thus much, they are foul ones. 

IVal. So much fairer 300 

And spotless shall mine innocence arise, 

When the king knows my truth. 

Sur, This cannot save you : 

I thank my memory, I yet remember 
Some of these articles ; and out they shall. 

Now, if you can blush and cry * guilty,’ cardinal. 
You’ll show a little honesty. 

IVoi, Speak on, sir; 

I dare your worst obje<5tions : if I blush. 

It is to see a nobleman want manners. 

Sur. 1 had rather want those than my head. 
Have at you I 

First, that, without the king’s assent or know- 
ledge, 3Z0 

You wrought to be a le^te ; by which power 
You mailed the jurisdiWon of ^ bishops. 

Nor. Then^ that in an you writ to Rome, or else 

• To foreim pnnces, ^Ego et Rex meus’ 

Was sttU inscribed; in which you broiiglit the 
king 

To be your servant. 

Su/. Then that, without the knowledge 

Either of king or council, when you went 
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Ambassador to the emperor, you made bold 
To carry into Flanders the great seal. 

Sur, Item, you sent a large commission 320 
To Gregory de Cassado, to conclude, 

Without the king^s will or the state’s allowance, 
A learae between his highness and Ferrara. 

Suj, That, out of mere ambition, you have 
caused 

Your holy hat to be stamp’d on the king’s coin. 
Sur, Then that you have sent innumerable 
substance — 

By what means got, I leave to your own con- 
science— 

To furnish Rome, and to prepare the ways 

• You have for dimities ; to the mere undoing 

Of all the kingdom. Many more there are ; 330 
Which, since they are of you, and odious, 

1 will not taint my mouth with. 

Ckam, O my lord. 

Press not a falling man too far ! ’tis virtue : 

His faults lie open to the laws ; let them, 

Not you, corredl him. My heart weeps to see him 
So little of his great self. 

Sur. I forgive him. 

Suf. Lord cardinal, the king’s further plea- 
sure is, 

Because all those things you have done of late, 
By your power legatine, within this kingdom, 

• Fall into the compass of a praemunire, 340 

That therefore such a writ be sued against you ; 
To forfeit all your goods, lands, tenements. 
Chattels, and whatsoever, and to be 

Out of the king’s protedlion. This is my charge. 
Nor. And so we’ll leave you to your medi- 
tations 

How to live better. For your stubborn answer 
About the giving back the great seal to us, 

The king shall Imow it, and, no doubt, shall thank 
you. 

So fare you well, my little good lord cardinal. 349 
[£jceunt all but Wolsey. 
WoL So farewell to the little good you bear me. 
Farewell 1 a long farewell, to all my greatness ! 
This is the state of man : to-day he puts forth 
The tender leaves of hopes ; to-morrow blossom.s, 
And bears his blushing honours thick i^n him ; 
The third day comes a frost, a killing frost, 

And, when he thinks, good easy man, full surely 
His greatness is a-ripening, nips his root. 

And then he falls, as I do. I have ventured, 

• Like little wanton boys that swim on bladders. 

This many summers in a sea of glory, 360 

But far bevond my depth : my high-blown pride 
At length broke under me and now has left me. 
Weary and old with service, to the mercy 

Of a rude stream, that must for ever hide me. 
Vain pomp and glory of this world, I hate ye : 

I feel my heart new open'd. O, how wretched 
Is that poor man that hangs on princes' favours ! 
There is, betwixt that smile we would aspire to, 

• That sweet aspeft of princes, and their ruin, 369 
More pangs and fears than wars or women have : 
And when he falls, he falls like Lucifer, 

Never to hope again. 

Enter Cromwell, and stands amazed. 

Why, how now, Cromwell ! 
Cram. I have no power to speak, sir. 
li^aL What, amazed 


32S mere. Complete. 

340 praemunire. A writ against anyone who asserted 
papal jurisdiction in England. All goods were forfeited 
for this offence. 


380 wan fort. Sportive. 



Wolsey: ‘ . m\ high-blown pride At length broke 

under me and nou has left me . . Allegory of Pride. 
hVom a contemporarv’ woodcut 

thnr ruin, i.e the ruin they can cause. 
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tomb of orphan's tears. The chancellor was the 
guardian of orphans. 


420 make use. Take the opportunity. 



Thomas Cromwell, Hrst Earl of Essex, Chancellor of 
the Exchequer (1533) and Secretary to Henry VIll 
(1534). He fell from favour and was executed in 1540. 
Painting after Hans Holbein 


At my misfortunes? can thy spirit wonder 
A great man should decline? Nay, an you weep, 
I am fall’n indeed. 

Cram, How docs your grace ? 

Why, well; 

Never so truly happy, my good Cromwell. 

I know myself now ; and I feel within me 
A peace above all earthly dignities, 

A still and quiet conscience. The king has cured 
me, 380 

I humbly thank his grace; and from these 
shoulders, 

These ruinM pillars, out of pity, taken 
A load would sink a navy, too much honour : 

O, ’tis a burden, Cromwell, ^tis a burden 
Too heavy for a man that hopes for heaven I 
Cram. 1 am ^lad your grace has made that 
right use of it. 

Wol. I hope I have : I am able now, methinks. 
Out of a fortitude of soul I feel. 

To endure more miseries and greater far 
I'han my weak-hearted enemies dare offer. 390 
What news abroad ? 

Cram, The heaviest and the worst 

Is your displeasure with the king. 

IVoL God bless him ! 

Cram. The next is, that Sir Thomas More is 
chosen 

Lord chancellor in your place. 

IVol. That *s somewhat sudden : 

But he's a learned man. May he continue 
Long in his highness' favour, and do justice 
For truth's sake and his conscience ; that his bones, 
When he has run his course and sleeps in blessings, 

• May have a tomb of orphans' tears wept on 'em ! 
What more ? 

Cram, That Cranmeris return'd with welcome, 
Install’d lord archbishop of Canterbury. 401 

Wol. That's news indeed. 

Crom, Last, that the Lady Anne, 

Whom the king hath in secrecy long married, 
This day was view’d in open as his queen. 

Going to chap>el ; and the voice is now 
Only about her coronation. 

WoL There was the weight that pull’d me 
down. O Cromwell, 

The king has gone beyond me : all my glories 
In that one woman I have lost for ever; 

No sun shall ever usher forth mine honours, 410 
Or gild again the noble troops that waited 
Upon my smiles. Go, get thee from me, Crom- 
well ; 

I am a poor fall'n man, unworthy now 
To be thy lord and master : seek the king ; 

I'hat sun, I pray, may never set ! I have told him 
What and how true thou art: he will advance 
thee ; 

Some little memory of me will stir him— 

I know his noble nature — not to let 

Thy hopeful service perish too : good Cromwell, 

• Negledl him not ; make use now, and provide 420 
For thine own future safety. 

Crom. O my lord. 

Must I, then, leave you? must 1 needs forgo 
So good, so noble and so true a master? 

Bear witness, all that have not hearts of iron, 
With what a sorrow Cromwell leaves his lord. 

The king shall have my service ; but my prayers 
For ever and for ever shall be yours. 
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Cromwell, I did not think to shed a tear 
In all my miseries ; but thou hast forced me, 

Out of thy honest truth, to play the woman. 430 
Let’s dry our eyes : and thus far hear me, Crom- 
well ; 

And, when I am forgotten, as I shall be, 

And sleep in dull cold marble, where no mention 
Of me more must be heard of, say, I taught thee, 
Say, Wolsey, that once trod the ways of glory. 
And sounded all the depths and shoals of honour. 
Found thee a way, out of his wreck, to rise in ; 

A sure and safe one, though thy master miss*d it. 
Mark but my fall, and that that ruin’d me. 439 
Cromwell, I charge thee, fling away ambition : 
By that sin fell the angels ; how can man, then. 
The image of his Maker, hope to win by it? 

Love thyself last : cherish those hearts that hate 
thee ; 

Corruption wins not more than honesty. 

Still in thy right hand carry gentle peace. 

To silence envious tongues. Be just, and fear not : 
Let all the ends thou aim’st at be thy country’s, 
Thy God’s, and truth’s ; then if thou fall’st, O 
Cromwell, 

Thou fall’st a blessed martyr! Serve the king; 
And, — prithee, lead me in : 450 

There take an inventory of all I have, 

To the last penny; 'tis the king's: my robe, 

And my integrity to heaven, is all 
Idare now call mine own. O Cromwell, Cromwell ! 
Had I but served my God with half the zeal 
I served my king, he would not in mine age 
Have left me naked to mine enemies. 

Crom. Good sir, have patience. 

So I have. Farewell 
The hopes of court ! my hopes in heaven do 
dwell. [Exezmt. 


ACT IV. 

Scene I. A street in ^Westminster. 

.Enter two Gentlemen, meeting one another. 

First Gent. You’re well met once again. 

Sec. Gent. So are you. 

First Gent. You come to take your stand here, 
and behold 

The Lady Anne pass from her coronation? 

Sec, Gent, ’Tis all my business. At our la.st 
encounter. 

The Duke of Buckingham came from his trial. 
First Gent. ’Tis very true : but that time of- 
fer’d sorrow ; 

This, general joy. 

Sec, Gent, ’Tis well : the citizens, 

I am sure, have shown at full their royal minds — 
As, let ’em have their rights, they arc ever for- 
ward- 

in celebration of this day with shows, 10 

Pageants and sights of honour. 

F irst Gent, N ever greater. 

Nor, I’ll assure you, better taken, sir. 

Sec, Gent. May I be bold to ask what that 
contain.s. 

That paper in your hand? 

First Gent Yes ; ’tis the list 

Of those that claim their offices this day 
By custom of the coronation. 

The Duke of Suffolk is the first, and claims 



Wolst’V ■ ‘Had 1 l)iit served mv Ciod with half the zeal I 
.served niv ‘ J.>rav\in^ bv J Co^hlan (active earlv 

igth cen turv’) 


8 royal minds. Loyal to the King 

9 let 'em hare their rifflits. '^Po give them their due. 
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Lord Mayor and Alderman. Engraving from a con- 
temporary manuscript 

SD Garter. The head of the English College of Heralds. 
Collars of SS. Chains made of S shaped links. Cinque- 
ports. The ‘barons’ (freemen) of Dover, Hastings, 
Sandwich, Hythe and Romney, in her hair. Her hair 
hanging loose. 



Coat of anna of Hepiy VIII and Anne Boleyn 


To be high-steward ; next, the Duke of Norfolk, 
He to be earl marshal : you may read the rest. 
Sec. Gent 1 thank you, sir : had I not known 
those customs, so 

I should have been beholding to your paper. 

But, I beseech you, what’s Income of Katharine, 
The princess dowager? how goes her business? 
First Gent Tlmt I can tell you too. The 
Archbishop 

Of Canterbury, accompanied with other 
T..earned and reverend fathers of his order. 

Held a late court at Dunstable, six miles off 
From Ampthill where the princess lay ; to which 
She was often cited by them, but appear’d not: 
And, to be short, for not appearance and 30 
The king’s late scruple, by the main assent 
Of all these learned men she was divorced. 

And the late marriage made of none effedt: 

Since which she was removed to Kimbolton, 
Where she remains now sick. 

Sec. Gent. Alas, good lady ! 

[Trumpets. 

The trumpets sound: stand close, the queen is 
coming. [Hautboys. 

THE ORDER OF THE CORONATION, 

1. A Iwely flourish of Trumpets. 

2. Then, two Judges. 

3. Lord Chancellor, with the purse and mace 

before him. 

4. Choristers, singing. [Music. 

5. Mayor of London, bearing the mace. Then 

Garter, in his coat of arms^ and on his head 
a gilt copper crowrt. 

6. Marquess Dorset, bearing a sceptre qfgy?ldf 

on his head a demi^coronal of gold. With 
him, the Earl of Surrey, bearing the rod 
of silver with the dove^ crowned with an 
earVs coronet. Collars of SS. 

7. Duke of Suffolk, in his robe of estate^ his 

coronet on his head, bearing a long^ white 
wandf as high-steward. With him^ the 
Duke of Norfolk,’ with the rod of mar- 
shaUhip^ a coronet on his head. Collars 
ofSS. 

8 . A canopy borne by four of the Cinque*ports ; 

under it., the Queen in her robe; tn her 
hair richly adorned with ^arly crowned. 
On each side her^ the Bishops of London 
and Winchester. 

9. The old Duchess of Norfolk, in a coronal 

ofgold^ wrought with flowers, bearing the 
Queen’s train. 

10. Certain Ladies or Countesses, with plain 
circlets of gold without flowers. 

They pass over the stage in order and state. 

Sec. Gent. A royal train, believe me. These 
I know : 

Who’s that that bears the sceptre? 

First Gent. Marouess Dorset : 

And that the Earl of Surrey, with the rod. 

Sec. Gent. A bold brave gentleman. That 
should be 40 

The Duke of Suffolk? 

First Gent. ’Tis the same : hig^-steward. 
Sec. Gent. And that my Lord of Nmolk? 
First Gent. Yes. 

Sec. Gent. Heaven Mem thee ! 

[Looking on ike Queen. 
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Thou hast the sweetest face I ever look’d on. 

Sir, as I have a soul, she is an angel ; 

Our king has all the Indies in his arms, 

• And more and richer, when he strains that lady : 
I cannot blame his conscience. 

First Gent They that bear 

The cloth of honour over her, are four barons 
Of the Cinque-ports. 

Sec^ Gent, Those men are happy ; and so are 
all are near her. 50 

I take it, she that carries up the train 
Is that old noble lady, Duchess of Norfolk. 

First Gent It is ; and all the rest are count- 
esses. 

Sec, Gent, Their coronets say so. These are 
stars indeed ; ^ 

And some'times falling ones. 

First Gent No more of that. 

{Exit procession^ and then a great flourish 

of trumpets. 


60 


That I did. 

How was it? 

Well worth the seeing. 

Good sir, speak it to us. 
As well as I am able. The rich 


Enter a third Gentleman. 

First Gent, God save you, sir! where have 
you been broiling? 

Third Gent, Among the crowd i’ the Abbey ; 
where a finger 

Could not be wedged in more : I am stifled 
With the mere ramcness of their joy. 

Sec, Gent, You saw 

The ceremony? 

Third Gent, 

First Gent 
Third Gent, 

Sec, Gent 
Third Gent, 
stream 

Of lords and ladies, having brought the queen 
To a prepared place in the choir, fell off 
A distance from her ; while her grace sat down 
To rest awhile, some half an hour or so, 

• In a rich chair of state, opposing freely 
The beauty of her person to the people. 

Believe me, sir, she is the goodliest woman 
That ever lay by man : which when the people 70 
Had the full view of, such a noise arose 

• As the shrouds make at sea in a stiff tempest. 

As loud, and to as many tunes : hats, cloaks, — 
Doublets, I think, — ^flew up ; and had their faces 
Been loose, this day they had been lost. Such joy 
I never saw before. Great-bellied women, 

^ That had not half a week to go, like rams 
In the old time of war, would shake the press, 
And make ’em reel before ’em. No man living 
Could say ‘This is mjr wife ’there ; all were woven 
So strax^ly in one piece. 

Sec, Gent, But, what follow’d? 81 

Third Gent, At length her grace rose, and 
with modest paces 

Came to the altar ; where she kneel’d, and saint- 
like 

Cast her fair eyes to heaven and pray’d devoutly. 
Then rose again and bow’d her to the people : 
When by the Archbishop of Canterbury 
She had all the royal makings of a queen ; 

As holy oil, Edward Confes.sor’s crown, 

The rod, and bird of pneace, and all such emblems 
Laid nobly on her : which perform’d, the choir, 90 

• With all uie choicest music of the kingdom, 



Anne Boleyn. Henry broke away from the Church of 
Rome in order to marr\' her, but executed her for 
adultery in 1536 


4 « strains. Embraces. 

67 opposing. Exposing. 
72 shrouds. Rigging. 

77 rams. Battering rams. 
91 music. Musicians. 
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14 tainted. Disgraced. 

19 covent Convent, originally for either sex. 



Wolsey is welcomed at Leicester Abbey. Engraving 
from a painting by Richard Westall (1765 1836) 


Together sung * Te Deum.’ So she parted, 

And with the same full state paced back again 
To York-place, where the feast is held. 

First Gent. Sir, 

You must no more call it York-place, that’s past; 
For, since the cardinal fell, that title’s lost: 

'Tis now the king’s, and call’d Whitehall. 

Third Gent. I know it ; 

But ’tis so lately alter'd, that the old name 
Is fresh about me. 

Sec. Gent. What two reverend bishops 

Were those that went on each side of the queen? 
Third Gent. Stokesly and Gardiner; the one 
of Winchester, loi 

Newly preferr’d from the king’s secretary, 

The other, London. 

Sec. Gent. He of Winchester 

Is held no great good lover of the archbishop’s, 
The virtuous Cranmer. 

Third Gent. All the land knows that : 

However, yet there is no great breach ; when it 
comes, 

Cranmer will find a friend will not shrink from him. 
Sec. Gent. Who may that be, I pray you? 
Third Gent. Thomas Cromwell ; 

A man in much esteem with the king, and truly 
A worthy friend. The king has made him master 
O’ the jewel house, lu 

And one, already, of the privy council. 

Sec. Gent. He will deserve more. 

Third Gent. Yes, without all doubt. 

Come, gentlemen, ye shall go my way, which 
Is to the court, and there ye shall be my guests; 
Something I can command. As I walk thither, 

I ’ll tell ye more. 

Both. You may command us, sir. [Exeunt. 
Scene II. Kimbolton. 

Enter Katharine, Dowager y sick; led between 
Griffith, her gentleman usher^ and Pa- 
tience, her woman. 

Grif. How does your grace? 

Kath. O Griffith, sick to death I 

My legs, like loaden branches, bow to the earth. 
Willing to leave their burthen. Reach a chair : 
So ; now, methinks, I feel a little ease. 

Didst thou not tell me, Griffith, as thou led’ st me. 
That the great child of honour, Cardinal Wolsey, 
Was dead? 

Grif. Yes, madam ; but I think your grace, 
Out of the pain you suffer’d, gave no ear to’t. 
Kath. Prithee, good Griffith, tell me how he 
died : 

If well, he stepp’d before me, happily 10 

For my example. 

Grif Well, the voice goes, madam : 

For after the stout Earl Northumberland 
Arrested him at York, and brought him forward, 
• As a man sorely tainted, to his answer, 

He fell sick suddenly, and grew so ill 
He could not sit his mule. 

Kath. Alas, poor man ! 

Grif. ^ At last, with easy roads, he came to 
Leicester, 

Legged in the abbey ; where the reverend abbot, 
^ With all his covent, honourably received him ; 19 
To whom he gave these words, ^ O, father abbot, 
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An old man, broken with the storms of state, 

Is come to lay his weary bones among ye; 

Give him a little earth for charity ! * 

So went to bed ; where eagerly his sickness 
Pursued him still : and, three nights after this, 
About the hour of eight, which he himself 
Foretold should be his last, full of repentance, 
Continual meditations, tears, and sorrows, 

He gave his honours to the world again, 29 

His olessed part to heaven, and slept in peace. 
Kath, So may he rest; his faults lie gently 
on him ! 

Yet thus far. Griffith, give me leave to speak him, 
And yet with charity. He was a man 

• Of an unbounded stomach, ever ranking 

• Himself with princes ; one that, by suggestion, 

• Tied all the kingdom ; simony was fair-play ; 

• His own opinion was his law : i* the presence 

He would say untruths ; and be ever double 
Both in his words and meaning : he was never. 
But where he meant to ruin, pitiful : 40 

His promises were, as he then was, mighty; 

But his performance, as he is now, nothing : 

Of his own body he was ill, and gave 
The clergy ill example. 

Noble madam. 

Men’s evil manners live in brass ; their virtues 
We write in water. May it please your highness 
To hear me speak his good now ? 

Kath, Yes, good Griffith ; 

I were malicious else. 

Grif, This cardinal. 

Though from an humble stock, undoubtedly 49 
Was fashion’d to much honour from his cradle. 
He was a scholar, and a ripe and good one ; 
Exceeding wi.se, fair-spoken, and persuading : 
Lofty and sour to them that loved him not; 

But to those men that sought him sweet as 
summer. 

And though he were unsatisfied in getting, 
Which was a sin, yet in bestowing, madam, 

He was most princely ; ever witness for him 
Those twins of learning that he raised in you, 

• Ipswich and Oxford ! one of which fell with him, 

Unwilling to outlive the good that did it ; 60 

The other, though unfinish’d, yet so famous. 

So excellent in art, and still so rising. 

That Christendom shall ever speak his virtue. 
His overthrow heap’d happiness upon him ; 

For then, and not till then, he felt himself. 

And found the blessedne.ss of being little : 

And, to add greater honours to his age 
Than man could give him, he died fearing God. 

Kath. After my death I wish no other herald, 
No other speaker of my living adlions, 70 

To keep mine honour from corruption, 

But such an honest chronicler as Griffith. 

Whom I most hated living, thou hast made me, 

• With thy religious truth and modesty. 

Now in his ashes honour : peace be with him ! 
Patience, be near me still ; and set me lower : 
I^have not lon^ to trouble thee. Good Griffith, 
Cause the mu^cians play me that sad note 
I named my knell, wnilst I sit meditating 
On that celestial harmony 1 go to. 80 

\Sad and solemn music. 
GriJ. She is asleep; good wench, let’s sit 
down quiet. 

For fear we wake her : softly, gentle Patience. 


34 stomach. Pride. 

35 by sufigestton. By devious methods. 

36 simony. Trafficking in ecclesiastical appointments 
for money. 

37 I* the presence, i.e. in the Kind’s presence. 

59 Ipswich and Oxford. Wolsey founded a college at 
Ipswich where he was born and another at Oxford. 
Cardinal College, which became Christchurch. 



Christchurch College, Oxford. A facsimile of a drawing 
by Neele of Oxford, 1566 


74 modesty. Moderation. 
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Katherine’s dream. Drawing by John M. Wright 
(1777-1866) 


SD congee. Curtsy. 
SD changes. Figures. 


Opposite : The Vision of Queen Katherine. Watercolour 
by William Blake 1807 


The vision. Enter ^ solemnly irifpineone aftir 
another^ six ^eiyonages^ clad in white robes^ 
wearing on their heads garlands of bays^ and 
olden vizards on their faces; branches of 
ays or palm in their hands. They first con- 
gee unto her^ then dance; and^ at certain 
changes^ the first two hold a spare garland 
aver her head; at which the other four make 
reverent curtsies; then the two that held the 
garland deliver the same to the other next 
twOy who observe the same order in their 
changes^ and holding the garland over her 
head: which done^ they deliver the same gar- 
land to the last two^ who likewise observe 
the same order: at whichy as it were by in- 
spiratioKy she makes in her sleep signs of 
rejoicing y and holdeth up her hands to heaven : 
and so in their dancing vanishy carrying the 
garland with them. The music continues. 

Kath. Spirits of peace, where are ye? are ye 
all gone, 

And leave me here in wretchedness behind ye ? 
Grif Madam, we arc here. 

Kath. It is not you I call for: 

Saw ye none enter since I slept? 

Grif None, madam. 

Kath. No? Saw you not, even now, a blessed 
troop 

Invite me to a banquet ; whose bright faces 
Cast thousand beams upon me, like the sun? 
They promised me eternal happiness ; 90 

And brought me garlands, Griffith, which I feel 
I am not worthy yet to wear : 1 shall, assuredly. 
Grif I am most joyful, madam, such good 
dreams 

Possess your fancy. 

Kath. Bid the music leave, 

They are harsh and heavy to me. [Music ceases. 

Pat. Do you note 

How much her grace is alter’d on the sudden? 
How long her face is drawn ? how pale she looks, 
And of an earthy cold? Mark her eyes ! 

Grif She is going, wench : pray, pray. 

Pat. Heaven comfort her ! 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. An’t like your grace,— 

Kath. You are a saucy fellow : 100 

Deserve we no more reverence? 

Grif. You are to blame, 

Knowing she will not^ lose her wonted greatness. 
To use so rude behaviour ; go to, kneel. 

Mess. 1 humbly do entreat your highness’ 
pardon; 

My haste made me unmannerly. There is staying 
A gentleman, sent from the king, to see you. 
Kath. Admit him entrance, Griffith : but this 
fellow 

Let me ne’er see again. 

[Exeunt Griffith and Messenger^ 

Re-enter Griffith, with Capucius. 

If my sight fail not, 

You should be lord ambassador from the emperor, 
My royal nephew, and your name Capucius. zxo 
Cap. Madam, the same ; your servant. 

Kath. O, my lord, 

The times and titles now are altei'd stnuigely 
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With me since first you knew me. But, I pray 
you, 

What is your pleasure with me? 

Cap, Noble lady, 

First, mine own service to your grace ; the next, 
The king’s request that I would visit you ; 

Who grieves much for your weakness, and by me 
Sends you his princely commendations, 

And heartily entreats you take good comfort. 
Kaih. O my good lord, that comfort comes 
too late; 120 

'Tis like a pardon after execution : 

That gentle physic, given in time, had cured me; 
But now I am past all comforts here, but prayers. 
How does his highness? 

Cap. Madam, in good health. 

Kath, So may he ever do ! and ever flourish, 
When I shall dwell with worms, and my poor 
name 

Banish’d the kingdom ! Patience, is that letter, 

1 caused you write, yet sent away ? 

Pat No, madam. 

{Giifing it to Katharine. 
Kath, Sir, I most humbly pray you to deliver 
This to my lord the king. 

Cap, Most willing, madam. 130 

Kath, In which I have commended to his 
goodness 

The model of our chaste loves, his young daughter ; 
The dews of heaven fall thick in blessings on her 1 
• Beseeching him to give her virtuous breeding,— 
She is young, and of a noble modest nature, 

I hope she will deserve well, — and a little 
To love her for her mother’s sake, that loved him, 
Heaven knows how dearly. My next poor pet- 
ition 

Is, that his noble grace would have some pity 
Upon my wretched women, that so long 140 
Have follow’d both my fortunes faithfully: 

Of which there is not one, I dare avow, 

And now 1 should not lie, but will deserve. 

For virtue and true beauty of the soul. 

For honesty and decent carriage, 

A right good husband, let him be a noble ; 

And, sure, those men are happy that shall have 
’em. 

The last is, for my men ; they are the poorest, 

But poverty could never draw ’em from me ; 149 
That they may have their wages duly paid ’em, 
And something over to remember me by : 

If heaven had pleased to have given me longer 
life 

And able means, we had not parted thus. 

These are the whole contents: and, good my 
lord. 

By that you love the dearest in this world. 

As you wish Christian peace to souls departed. 
Stand these poor people’s friend, and urge the 
king 

To do me this last right. 

Cap, By heaven, I will, 

• Or let me lose the fashion of a man ! 

Kath, I thank you, honest lord. Remember 
me ^ 160 

In all humility unto his highness : 

Say his long trouble now is passing 
Out of this world ; tell him, in death I bless'd him. 
For so I will. Mine eyes grow dim. Farewell, 
My lord. Griffith, farewell. Nay, Patience, 
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You must not leave me yet : 1 must to bed ; 

' Call in more women. When I am dead, good 
wench, 

Let me be used with honour : strew me over 
With maiden flowers, that all the world may know 
I was a chaste wife to my grave : embalm me, 170 
Then lay me forth : although unqueen’d, yet like 
A queen, and daughter to a king, inter me. 

I can no more. {^Exeunty le^ing Katharine, 


ACT V. 

Scene I. Lo^tdon, A gallery in the palace. 

Enter Gardiner, Bishop of Winchester, a Page 
with a torch before him^ met by Sir Thomas 
Lovell. 

Gar, It’s one o’clock, boy, is’t not? 

Boy. It hath struck. 

Gar, These should be hours for necessities. 
Not for delights ; times to repair our nature 
With comforting repose, and not for us 
To waste these times. Good hour of night, Sir 
Thomas ! 

Whither so late? 

Lov, Came you from the king, my lord? 

• Gar. I did. Sir Thomas; and left him at 

primero 

With the Duke of Suffolk. 

Lo 7 k I must to him too. 

Before he go to bed. I’ll take my leave. 

Gar. Not yet. Sir Thomas Lovell. What’s 
the matter? 10 

It seems you are in haste: an if there be 
No great offence belongs to ’t, give your friend 
Some touch of your late business: affairs, that 
walk, 

As they say spirits do, at midnight, have 
I n them a wilder nature than the business 
That seeks dispatch by day, 

Lov, My lord, I love you; 

And durst commend a secret to your ear 
Much weightier than this work. The queen’s in 
labour. 

They say, in great extremity ; and fear’d 
She’ll with the labour end. 

Gar. The fruit she goes with 20 

I pray for heartily, that it may find 
Good time, and live: but for the stock. Sir 
Thomas, 

I wish it grubb’d up now. 

Lov, Methinks I could 

Cry the amen ; and yet my conscience says 
She’s a good creature, and, sweet lady, does 
Deserve our better wishes. 

Gar, But, sir, sir, 

Hear me. Sir Thomas: you’re a gentleman 

• Of mine own way ; I know you wise, religious ; 
And, let me tell you, it will ne’er be well, 

*Twill not, Sir Thomas Lovell, take ’t of me, 30 
Till Cranmer, Cromwell, her two hands, and she, 
Sleep in their graves. 

Lov, Now, sir, you speak of two 

The most remark’d i’ the kingdom. As for Crom* 
well, 

Beside that of the jewel house, is made master 
O’ the rolls, and the king’s secretary ; further, sir, 

• Stands in the gap and trade of moe preferments, 
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167 When / am dead. See introduction. 



Katherine: ‘When I am dead, good wench, Let me be 
used with honour.’ hngraving from a painting by 
Richard Westall (17^5-1X36) 


7 primero. A card game. 

28 way. Religious thinking. 

38 gap and trade. Kntrance and open road. moe. More. 
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With which the time will load him. The arch- 
bishop 

Is the king’s hand and tongue; and who dare 
speak 

One syllable against him? 

Gar, Yes, yes, Sir Thomas, 

There are that dare ; and 1 myself have ventured 
To speak my mind of him: and indeed this 

Sir, I may tell it you, I think I have 
Incensed the lords o’ the council, that he is, 

For so I know he is, they know he is, 

A most arch heretic, a pestilence 
That does infedt the land: with which they 
moved 

• Have broken with the king ; who hath so far 
Given ear to our complaint, of his great grace 
And princely care foreseeing those fell mischiefs 
Our reasons laid before him, hath commanded 50 
To-morrow morning to the council-board 

• He be convented. He's a rank weed. Sir 

Thomas, 

And we must root him out. From your affairs 
1 hinder you too long: good night. Sir Thomas. 
Lov. Many good ni^ts, my lord : I rest your 
servant. [Exeunt Gardiner and Page, 

Enter the King and Suffolk. 

Kin^, Charles, I will play no more to-night ; 
My mind’s not on 't; you are too hard for me. 
Stef, Sir, I did never win of you before. 

King, But little, Charles ; 

Nor shall not, when my fancy’s on my play. 60 
Now, Lovell, from the queen what is the news? 

Lav, I could not personally deliver to her 
What you commanded me, but by her woman 
I sent your message ; who return’d her thanks 
In the great’st humbleness, and desired your 
highness 

Most heartily to pray for her. 

King, What say’st thou, ha ? 

To pray for her? what, is she crying out? 

Lav, So said her woman; and that her suf- 
ferance made 

Almost each pang a death. 

King, Alas, good lady ! 

Suf, CJod .safely quit her of her burthen, and 
With gentle travail, to the gladding of 71 

Your highness with an heir ! 

King, ’Tis midnight, Charles; 

Prithee, to bed ; and in thy prayers remember 
The estate of my poor queen. Leave me alone ; 
For I must think of that which company 
Would not be friendly to. 

Suf, I wish your highness 
A quiet night ; and my good mistress will 
Remember in my prayers. 

King, Charles, good night. [Exit St^alk. 

Enter Sir Akthony Dbnny. 

Well, sir, what follows? 

Deft, Sir, I have brought my lord the arch- 
bishop, 80 

As you commanded me. 

K mg, Ha I Canterbury! 

Den, Ay, my good lord. 

King, Tis true : where is he, Destny ? 
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Den. He attends your highness’ pleasure. 

^ Bring him to us. 


Loif, {Asi<U\ This is 
bishop spake: 

I am happily come hither. 


{Exit Denny, 
about that which the 


Re-enter Denny, with Cranmer. 

• King, Avoid the gallery. {Lovell seems to 

stay.] Ha ! 1 have said. Be gone. 

What ! {Exeunt Lovell and Denny, 

Cran, {Aside] I am fearful : wherefore frowns 
he thus? 

Tis his aspedl of terror. All’s not well. 

King. How now, my lord ! you do desire to 
know 

Wherefore I sent for you. 

Cran. {Kneeling] It is my duty 
To attend your highness’ pleasure. 

King. Pray you, arise, 

My good and gracious Lord of Canterbury. 
Come, you and I must walk a turn together ; 

I have news to tell you : come, come, give me 
your hand. 

Ah, my good lord, I grieve at what I speak. 

And am right sorry to repeat what follows : 

I have, and most unwillingly, of late 
Heard many grievous, I do say, my lord, 
Grievous complaints of you; which, being con- 
sider’d. 

Have moved us and our council, that you shall loo 
This morning come before us ; where, I know. 
You cannot with such freedom purge yourself, 
But that, till further trial in those barges 
Which will require your answer, you must take 
Your patience to you, and be well contented 

• To make your house our Tower; you a brother 

of us, 

It fits we thus proceed, or else no witness 
Would come against you. 

Cran. {Kneeling] I humbly thank your 
highness ; 

And am right glad to catch this good occa.sion 
Most throughly to be winnow’d, where my chaff 
And com shall fly asunder; for, I know, in 
There’s none stands under more calumnious 
tongues 

Than 1 myself, poor man. 

King, Stand up, good Canterbury : 

Thy truth and thy integrity is rooted 
In us, thy friend : give me thy hand, stand up; 

• Prithee, let’s walk. Now, by my holidame, 
What manner of man are you? My lord, I look’d 
You would have given me your petition, that 

I should have ta’en some pains to bring together 
Yourself and your accusers ; and to have heard 
yoUj xao 

• Without indurance, further. 

Cran. Most dread liege, 

The good I stand on is my truth and honesty : 

If they shall fail, I, with mine enemies, 

Will triumph o’er my person ; which I weigh not. 
Being of those virtues vacant I fear nothing 
What can be said against me. 

King^ Know you not 

How your state stands i’ the world, with the 
whole world? 

Your enemies are many, and not small; their 
pradlices 


M Avoid. Leave. 

106 ymt a hroth(*r of us. A member of the Council. 



Kinds'’ ‘Stand up, ;^(>od Canterbury ’ Drawing by 
John M. Wrij^hi (1777 -1866) 

116 holidame. Hahdom or holiness. 

121 indurance. Imprisonment. 
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129 ever. Always. 

131 due a* the verdict. The just verdict. 
136 Ween. Suppose. 

146 commit you. i.e. to the Tower. 



King: ‘if entreaties Will render you no remedy, this ring 
Deliver them . . .’ Matthew Clarke, i8th century actor, 
as Henry VIII. Engraving from Bell’s Edition of 
Shakespeare^ 1776 


170 marks. Not a com, but value to two-thirds of a 
pound. 


• Must bear the same proportion ; and not ever 129 
The justice and the truth o’ the question carries 

• The due o’ the verdidl with it : at what ease 
Might corrupt minds procure knaves as corrupt 
To swear against you? such things have been 

done. 

You are potently opposed ; and with a malice 

• Of as great size. Ween you of better luck, 

I mean, in perjured witness, than your master, 
Whose minister you are, whiles here he lived 
Upon this naughty earth? Go to, go to ; 

Y ou take a precipice for no leap of danger, 

And woo your own destru( 5 lion. 

Cran. God and your majesty 

Prote< 5 f mine innocence, or I fall into 141 

The trap is laid for me ! 

King, Be of good cheer ; 

They shall no more prevail than we give way to. 
Keep comfort to you ; and this morning see 
You do appear before them : if they shall 
chance, 

• In charging you with matters, to commit you, 
The best persuasions to the contrary 

Fail not to use, and with what vehcmency 
The occasion shall instruct you : if entreaties 
Will render you no remedy, this ring 150 

Deliver them, and your appeal to us 
There make before them. Look, the good man 
weeps ! 

He ’s honest, on mine honour. God’s blest 
mother ! 

I swear he is true-hearted ; and a soul 
None better in my kingdom. Get you gone. 
And do as I hjive bid you. [Exii Cranmer,] 
He has strangled 
His language in his tears. 


Enter Old Lady, following. 

Gent. [IVitkiu] Come back: what mean 
you? 

Oltl L. I’ll not come back; the tidings that 
I bring 

Will make my boldness manners. Now, good 
angels 

Fly o’er thy royal head, and shade thy person i6c 
Under their blessed wings ! 

King. Now, by thy looks 

I guess thy message. Is the queen deliver’d? 
Say, ay ; and of a boy. 

Old L, Ay, ay, my liege ; 

And of a lovely boy : the God of neaven 
Both now and ever bless her ! ’tis a girl, 

Promises boys hereafter. Sir, your queen 
Desires your visitation, and to be 
Acquainted with this stranger : ’tis as like you 
As cherry is to cherry. 

King, Lovell ! 

Lov. Sir? 

King. Give her an hundred marks. I’ll to 
the queen. [Exit. 

Old L, An hundred marks! By this light, 
I’ll ha’ more. 171 

An ordinary groom is for such payment. 

I will have more, or scold it out of him. 

Said I for this, the girl was like to him? 

I will have more, or else unsay ’t ; and now, 
While it is hot, I ’ll put it to the issue. 

[Exeunt. 
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Scene II. Before the council-chamber. 

Pursuivants, Pages, ^c. attending. 
Enter Cranmer, Archbishop of Canterbury. 

Cran. I hope I ani not too late ; and yet the 
gentleman, 

That was sent to me from the council, pray’d me 
To make great haste. All fast? what means 
this? Ho! 

Who waits there? Sure, you know me? 

Enter Keeper. 


Keep. Yes, my lord ; 

But yet I cannot help you. 

Cran. Why? 

Enter Doctor Butts. 

Keep. Your grace must wait till you be 
call’d for. 

Cran. So. 

Butts. \^Aside\ This is a piece of malice. I 
am glad 

I came this way so liappily : the king 

• Shall understand it xjresently. [Exit. 

Cran. [Aside] 'Tis Butts, lo 

The king’s physician : as he pass’d al(3ng, 

How earnestly he cast hLs eyes upon me ! 

• Pray heaven, he sound not my disgrace! For 

certain, 

This is of purpose laid by some that hate me — 
God turn their hearts ! I never sought their 
malice — 

To quench mine honour: they would shame to 
make me 

Wait else at door, a fellow-counsellor, 

’Mong boys, grooms, and lackeys. But their 
pleasures 

Must be fulfill’d, and I attend v/ith patience. 



1 ’homas C ranmer, the first Protestant archbish(»p of 
C'anierbur\. vsho annulled Katherine oi Ai agon’s 
marriage to Henr> Under Mary I, he was burnt as 

a heretic. Painting by G. Fucke, 1546 


10 prt'sent/y. Immediately. 

13 sound. Make known. 

24 pursuit ants. Heralds’ ofiieers, messengers. 


Enter the King and Butts at a windo^v above. 28 parted Shared 

Butts. I’ll show your grace the strangest 
sight — 

King. What’s that, Butts? 20 

Btitts. I think your highness saw this many 
a day. 

King. Body o’ me, where is it? 

Butts. There, my lord : 

The high promotion of his grace of Canter- 
bury ; 

• Who holds his state at door, ’mongst pursui- 

vants, 

Pages, and footboys. 

King. Ha ! ’tis he, indeed : 

Is this the honour they do one another? 

^Tis well there’s one above ’em yet. I had 
thought 

• They had parted so much honesty among em, 

At least, good manners, as not thus to suffer 

A man of fiis place, and so near our favour, 30 
To dance attendance on their lordships’ plea- 
sures, . 

And at the door too, like a post with packets. 

By holy Mary, Butts, there’s knavery: 

Let ’em alone, and draw the curtain close : 

We shall hear more anon. [Exeunt. 
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Costume design for Cranmer by Tanya Moisewitch, 
Stratford-upon-Avon, 1949 


11 capdbU. Susceptible. 

22 Pore 'em not in their hands. Do not school them by 
leading them. 

24 manage. An equestrian term meaning discipline. 
St fltiri against. Is more active. 


Scene III. Tke CouncU-Chamber* 

Enter Lord Chancellor; places himself at 
the upper end of the table on the l^t hand; a 
seat being left void above him, as for Canter- 
bury's seat. Duke of Suffolk, Duke of 
Norfolk, Surrey, Lord Chamberlain, Gar- 
diner, seat themselves in order on each side. 
Cromwell at lower end^ as secretary. Keeper 
at the door. 

Chan. Speak to the business, master secre- 
tary : 

Why are we met in council? 

Crom. Please your honours, 

The chief cause concerns his grace of Canter- 
bury. 

Gar. Has he had knowledge of it? 

Crom. Yes. 

Nor. Who waits there ? 

Keep. Without, my noble lords? 

Gar. Yes. 

Keep. My lord archbishop ; 

And has done half an hour, to know your plea- 
sures. 

Chan. Let him come in. 

Keep. Your grace may enter now. 

[Cranmer enters and approaches 
the council-table. 
Chan. My good lord archbishop, I'm very 
sorry 

To sit here at this present, and behold 
That chair stand empty : but we all are men, 10 
^ In our own natures frail, and capable 
Of our flesh ; few are angels : out of which frailty 
And want of wisdom, you, that best should teach 
us. 

Have misdemean’d yourself, and not a little, 
Toward the king first, then his laws, in filling 
The whole realm, by your teaching and your 
chaplains^ 

For so we are inform’d, with new opinions. 
Divers and dangerous ; which are heresies, 

And, not reform'd, may prove pernicious. 19 
Gar. Which reformation must be sudden too. 
My noble lords ; for those that tame wild horses 
^ Pace ’em not in their hands to make ’em gentle. 
But stop their mouths with stubborn bits, and 
spur 'em, 

• Till they obey the manage. If we suffer, 

Out of our easiness and childish pity 

To one man’s honour, this conta^ous sickness. 
Farewell all physic: and what follows then? 
Commotions, uproars, with a general taint 
Of the whole state : as, of late days, our neigh- 
bours. 

The upper Germany, can dearly witness, 30 
Yet freshly pitied in our memories. 

Cran. My good lords, hitherto, in all the 
progress 

Both of my life and office, I have labour’d, 

And with no little study, that my teaching 
And the strong course ox my authority 
Might go one way, and safdy ; and die end 
Was ever, to do well ; nor is there living, 

I speak it with a single heart, my lords, 

• A man that more detests, more stirs against. 

Both in his .private conscience and his place, 40 
Defacers of a public peace, than I do. 
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Pray heaven, the king may never find a heart 
With less allegiance in it ! Men that make 
Envy and crooked malice nourishment 
Dare bite the best I do beseech your lordships, 
That, in this case of justice, my accusers, 

Be what they will, may stand forth face to face, 
And freely urge against me. 

Su/. Nay, my lord, 

That cannot be : you are a counsellor, 

And, by that virtue, no man dare accuse you. 50 
Gnr. My lord, because we have business of 
more moment, 

We will be short with you. 'Tis his highness* 
pleasure, 

And our consent, for better trial of you, 

From hence you be committed to the Tower; 
Where, being but a private man again, 

You shall know many dare accuse you boldly, 
More than, I fear, you are provided for. 

Cran. Ah, my good Lord of Winchester, I 
thank you ; 

You are always my good friend ; if your will pass, 
I shall both find your lordship judge and juror, 60 
You are so merciful : 1 see your end ; 

’Tis my undoing : love and meekness, lord, 
Become a churchman better than ambition : 

Win straying souls with modesty again. 

Cast none away. That I shall clear myself. 

Lay all the weight ye can upon my patience, 

• I make as little doubt, as you do conscience 
I n doing daily wrongs. I could say more, 

But reverence to your calling makes me modest. 

• Gar. My lord, my lord, you are a sedtary, 70 
That *s the plain truth : your painted gloss dis- 
covers, 

To men that understand you, words and weak- 
ness. 

Cram* My Lord of Winchester, you are a 
little, 

By your good favour, too sharp ; men so noble. 
However faulty, yet should find respedl 
For what they have been : *tis a cruelty 
To load a falling man. 

Gar. Good master secretary, 

I cry your honour mercy ; you may, worst 
Of all this table, say so. 

Crom. Why. my lord? 

Gar. Do not I know you for a favourer 80 

• Of this new sedl? ye are not sound. 

Crom. Not sound? 

Gar. Not sound, I say. 

Crom. Would you were half so honest ! 

Men’s prayers then would seek you, not their 
fears. 

Gar. I shall remember this bold language. 
Cram. Do- 

Remember your bold life too. 

Chat%. This is too much ; 

Forbear, for shame, my lords. 

Gar. I have done. 

Cram. And I. 

Chan. Then thus for you, my lord: it stands 
agreed, 

I take It, by all voices, that forthwith 
You be convey’d to the Tower a prisoner; 

There to remain till the king’s further pleasure 
Be known unto us: are you all agreed, lords? gx 
AU» We are. 

Cron. Is there no other way of mercy. 


67 1 make as little doubt, as you do conscience. I have as 
little doubt as you have conscience. 

70 sectary. A member of a sect, a schismatic. 

81 sound. True. 


661 



KING HENRY VIII Act V Scene III 


®4 strangely. Exceedinglv 



Cranmc r ‘H\ N irtuc of that ring, I takf my caust* Out of 
the gripes ()f cruel men , . Drawing by Henry Singleton 

(1766 >1839) 


But I must needs to the Tower, my lords? 

Gar, What other 

Would you cxpedl ? you are strangely trouble- 
some. 

Let some o’ the guard be ready there. 

Enter Guard. 

Cran, Forme? 

Must I go like a traitor thither? 

Gar, Receive him, 

And see him safe i* the Tower. 

Cran, Stay, good my lords, 

I have a little yet to say. Look there, my lords ; 
By virtue of that ring, 1 take my cause 
Out of the gripes of cruel men, and give it 100 
To a most noble judge, the king my master. 
Cham, This is the king’s ring. 

Sur, ’Tis no counterfeit. 

Suf, 'Tis the right ring, by heaven : I told 
ye all, 

When we first put this dangerous stone a-rolling, 
’Twould fall upon ourselves. 

Nor. Do you think, my lords, 

The king will suffer but the little finger 
Of this man to be vex’d? 

Chan. ’I'is now too certain : 

How much more is his life in value with him? 
Would 1 were fairly out on’t ! 

Cram, My mind gave me, 

In seeking tales and informations 110 

Against this man, whose honesty the devil 
And his disciples only envy at, 

Ye blew the fire that burns ye ; now have at ye ! 

Enter frowning; on them; takes hh seat. 

Gar. Dread sovereign, how much are we 
bound to heaven 

In daily thanks, that gave us such a prince ; 

Not only good and wise, but most religious: 

One that, in all obedience, makes the church 
The chief aim of his honour; and, to strengthen 
That holy duty, out of dear respedl, 

His royal self in judgement comes to hear 120 
The cause betwixt her and this great offender. 
King, You were ever good at sudden com- 
mendations, 

Bishop of Winchester. But know, I come not 
To hear such flattery now, and in my presence ; 
They are too thin and bare to hide offences. 

To me you cannot reach, you play the spaniel, 
And think with wagging of your tongue to win 
me ; 

But, whatsoe’er thoutakestme for, I’m sure 
Thou hast a cruel nature and a bloody. 

\To Cranmer'] Good man, sit down. Now let me 
see the proudest 130 

He, that dares most, but wag his finger at thee : 
By all that’s holy, he had better starve 
Than but once think this place becomes thee not. 
Sur, May it please your grace, — 

King. No, sir, it does not please me. 

1 had thought 1 had had men of some under- 
standing 

And wisdom of my council ; but I find none. 

Was it discretion, lords, to let this man, 

This good man, — few of you deserve that title, — 
This honest man, wait like a lousy footboy 139 
At chamber-door? and one as great as you are? 
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Why, what a shame was this! Did my com- 
mission 

Bid ye so far forget yourselves? I gave ye 
Power as he was a counsellor to try him. 

Not as a groom : there's some of ye, I see, 

More out of malice than integrity, 

Would try him to the utmost, had ye mean; 
Which ye shall never have while I live. 

Ckan. Thus far. 

My most dread sovereign, may it like your grace 
To let my tongue excuse all. What was pur- 
posed 

Concerning his imprisonment, was rather, 150 
If there be faith in men, meant for his trial, 

• And fair purgation to the world, than malice, 

I 'm sure, in me. 

King. Well, well, my lords, respe< 5 l him ; 
Take him, and use him well, he 's worthy of it. 

I will say thus much for him, if a prince 
May be beholding to a subject, I 
Am, for his love and service, so to him. 

Make me no more ado, but all embrace him: 

Be friends, for shame, my lords I My Lord of 
Canterbury, 160 

I have a suit which you must not deny me ; 

That is, a fair young maid that yet wants bap- 
tism, 

You must be godfather, and answer for her. 
Cran, The greatest monarch now alive may 
glory 

In such an honour: how may I deserve it. 

That am a poor and humble subjedl to you? 

• King. Come, come, my lord, you 'Id spare 
your spoons ; you shall have two noble partners 
with you ; the old Duchess of Norfolk, and Lady 
Marquess Dorset: will these please you? 170 
Once more, my Lord of Winchester, 1 charge 

you, 

Embrace and love this man. 

Gar, With a true heart 

And brother-love I do it. 

Cran. And let heaven 

Witness, how dear I hold this confirmation. 
King, Good man, those joyful tears show thy 
true heart : 

The common voice, I see, is verified 
Of thee, which says thus, ‘ Do my Lord of Can- 
terbury 

• A shrewd turn, and he is your friend for ever.* 
Come, lords, we trifle time away; I long 

To have this young one made a Christian. 180 
As I have made ye one, lords, one remain; 

So 1 grow stronger, you more honour gain. 

[^Exeunt, 

Scene IV. The palace yard. 

Noise and tumult within. Enter Porter and 
his Man. 

Port, You *11 leave your noise anon, ye rascals : 

• do you take the court for Paris-garden? ye rude 

• slaves, leave your gaping. 

[ Within^ Good master porter, I belong to the 
larder. 

Port, Belong to the gallows, and be hanged, 
ye rogue ! is this a place to roar in ? Fetch me a 
dozen crab-tree staves, and strong ones: these 
are but switches to 'em. I 'll scratch your heads : 


162 purgation. Clearing of a name in court. 

167—168 spare your spoons. Spare yourself the expense 
of giving christening spoons. 

178 shrewd turn. A favour. 


2 Paris-garden. The centre of bear-and-bull baiting 
near the Globe I’heatre. 



Bear baiting arena on the south bank ol the I'hames. A 
detail from Hollar's Panorama i 1647 


3 gaping. Bawling. 
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11 and cakes. Traditionally served on religious 
festive days. 

15 May-day. A holiday on which people went to gather 
garlands early in the morning. 

16 Potol€*s. St. PauPs Cathedral. 

22 Samstm . . . Sir Guy . . . Colbrand. 1 .legendary heroes 
of great strength. 

26 chine. Backbone (of meat). 

27 not for a cow, God settle her. Not for anything. 
32—28 What should you ...a thousand. See introduction. 
33 Moorfields. Fields in London used by holidayers. 

42 brazier. Brass-worker. See introduction. 

43 dog-days. The forty hottest days of the summer. 

44 line. Equator. 

45 fire -drake. Meteor. 

48 mortar -piece. Piece of artillery. 

50 pinked porringer. A round cap resembling an up- 
turned dish. 

53 'Clubs*. The rallying cry of London apprentices to 
join a fight. 

57-58 broom-staff. Close quarters. 

61 work. Fort. 

63-67 These are ... to endure. See introduction. 

65 tribulation of Tower-hill. i.c. executions took place at 
Tower Hill. 

66 Limehouse. A rough dock area. 

67 Limbo Patrum. Slang for prison. 

68 running banquet. Slang for a public whipping. 


you must be seeing christenings? do you look for 

• ale and cakes here, you rude rascals? xx 

Man, Pray, sir, be patient: *tis as much im- 
possible — 

Unless we sweep *em from the door with can- 
nons — 

To scatter 'em, as 'tis to make 'em sleep 

• On May-day morning ; which will never be ; 

• We may as well push against Powle's, as stir 'em. 

Port How got they in, and be hang’d? 

Man. Alas, I know not ; how gets the tide in? 
As much as one sound cudgel of four foot — 

You see the poor remainder— could distribute, 20 
I made no spare, sir. 

Port. You did nothing^ sir. 

• Man. I am not Samson, nor Sir Guy, nor 

Colbrand, 

To mow 'em down before me : but if I spared any 
That had a head to hit, either young or old, 

He or she, cuckold or cuckold-maker, 

• Let me ne’er hope to see a chine again ; 

• And that I would not for a cow, God save her ! 

[IVithin^ Do you hear, master porter? 

Port. I shall be with you presently, good 
master puppv. Keep the door close, sirrah. 30 

Man. What would you have me do ? 

• Port. What should you do, but knock ’em 

• down by the dozens? Is this Moorfields to mus- 

ter in? or have we some strange Indian with the 
great tool come to court, the women so besiege 
us? Bless me, what a fry of fornication is at 
door! On my Christian conscience, this one 
christening will beget a thousand; here will be 
father, godfather, and all together. 39 

Man. The spoons will be the bigger, sir. 
There is a fellow somewhat near the door, he 

• should be a brazier by his face, for, o’ my con- 

• science, twenty of the dog-days now reign in's 

• nose ; ail that stand about him are under the line, 

• they need no other penance : that fire-drake did 
I hit three times on the head, and three times 
was his nose discharged against me; he sunds 

• there, like a mortar-piece, to blow us. There 
was a haberdasher’s wife of small wit near him, 

• that railed upon me till her pinked porringer (ell off 
her head, for kindling such a combustion in the 
state. 1 missed the meteor once, and hit that 

• woman; who cried out ‘Clubs!’ when I might 
see from far some forty truncheoners draw to her 
succour, which were the hope o’ the Strand, 
where she was quartered. They fell on ; I made 

• good my place : at length they came to the broom- 
staff to me ; I defied ’em still : when suddenly a 
file of boys behind 'em, loose shot, delivered such 
a shower of p>ebbles, that I was fain to draw mine 

• honour in, and let 'em win the work : the devil 
was amongst 'em, I think, surely. 

• Port. These are the youths that thunder at a 
playhouse, and fight for bitten apples; that no 

• auclience, but the tribulation of Tower-hill, or the 

• limbs of Limehouse, their dear broriiers, are able 

• to endure. I have some of 'em in Limbo Patrum, 
and there they are like to dance these three days ; 

• besides the running banquet of two beadles that 

is to come. 7^ 

Enter Lord Chambbrlain. 

Cham. Mercy o' me, what a multitude are 
here! 
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They grow stUl too ; from all parts they are com- 
ing, 

As if we kept a fair here! Where are these 
porters, 

These lazy knaves? Ye have made a fine hand, 
fellows : 

There’s a trim rabble let in : are all these 
Your faithful friends o* the suburbs? We shall 
have 

Great store of room, no doubt, left for the ladies, 
When they pass back from the christening. 

An 't please your honour, 
We are but men ; and what so many may do, 

Not being torn a-pieces, we have done : 8o 

An army cannot rule 'em. 

Cham, As I live, 

If the king blame me for 't, 1 '11 lay ye all 
Bv the heels, and suddenly ; and on your heads 
Clap round fines for negledl : ye are lazy knaves ; 

• And here ye lie baiting of bombards, when 

Ye should do service. Hark! the trumpets 
sound ; 

They’re come already from the christening: 

Go, break among the press, and find a way out 
To let the troop pass fairly ; or I ’ll find 

• A Marshalsea shall hold ye play these two 

months. qo 

Port, Make way there for the princess. 

Man. You great fellow. 

Stand close up,^ or I '11 make your head ache. 

• Port. You i' the camlet, get up o' the rail ; 

• I 'll peck you o’er the pales else. [Exeunt, 


Scene V. The palace. 

Enter trumpets^ sounding; then two Aldermen, 
Lord Mayor, Garter, Cranmkr, Duke of 
Norfolk with his marshaPs staffs Duke of 
Suffolk, two Noblemen bearing great stands 
ing-bowls for the christening-gijts ; then four 
Noblemen bearing a canopy^ under which the 
Duchess of Norfolk, godmother, bearing 
the child richly habited in a mantle, dr^c., 
train borne by a Lady; then follows the 
Marchioness Dorset, the other godmother, 
and Ladies. The troop pass once about the 
stage, and Garter speaks. 

Cart. Heaven,^ from thy endless goodness, 
send prosperous life, long, and ever happy, to 
the high and mighty princess of England, 
Elizabeth ! 

Flourish. Enter King and Guard. 

Cran. [Kneeling'] And to your royal grace, 
and the good queen, 

My noble partners, and myself, thus pray : 

All comfort, joy, in this most gracious lady. 
Heaven ever laid up to make parents happy, 

Miw hourly fall upon ye ! 

Ring. Thank you, good lord archbishop : 
What IS her name? 

Cran. Elizabeth. 

King. Stand up, lord, xo 

[ The King kisses the child. 
With this kiss take my blessing; : God protedt thee ! 
Into whose hand 1 give thy life. 

Cran. Amen. 

* King. My noble gossips, ye have been too 
prodigal: 





Costume design for the Porter by Tanya .Moisewitch, 
Stratford-upon-Avon, 1949 

85 baiting of bombards. Drinking from leather bottles. 
90 Marshalsea. A London prison. 

93 camlet. A cloth of angora goat’s hair and silk. 

94 peck you o'er the pales. Pitch you over the railings. 

13 gossips. God-parents. 
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Cranrner. ‘Lft mt* speak, sir,’ Knjjravin^^ lioni a painting 
by Rev MAY. Peters (d.iSi 4 ) 


24 Saha. Queen of Sheba. 

31—34 She shall he . See introduction. 


44 one. i.e. James I 


I thank ye heartily ; so shall this lady, 

When she has so much English. 

Cran. Let me speak, sir, 

For heaven now bids me ; and the words I utter 
Let none think flattery, for they ’ll find ’em truth. 
This royal infant — heaven still move about her ! — 
Though in her cradle, yet now promises 
Upon this land a thousand thousand blessings, 20 
Which time shall bring to ripeness ; she shall be — 
But few now living can behold that goodness— 

A pattern to all princes living with her, 

• And all that shall succeed : Saba was never 
More covetous of wisdom and fair virtue 

Than this pure soul shall be : all princely graces, 
I'hat mould up such a mighty piece as this is. 
With all the virtues that attend the good, 

Shall still be doubled on her: truth shall nurse 
her, 

Holy and heavenly thoughts still counsel her : 30 

• She shall be loved and fear’d; her own shall 

bless her ; 

Her foes shake like a field of beaten corn, 

And hang their heads with sorrow : good grows 
with her: 

In her days every man shall eat in safety, 

Under his own vine, what he plants ; and sing 
The merry songs of peace to all his neighbours : 
God shall be truly known ; and those about her 
From her shall read the. perfect ways of honour, 
And by those claim their greatness, not by blood. 
Nor shall this peace sleep with her : but as when 
The bird of wonder dies, the maiden phoenix, 41 
Her ashes new create another heir, 

As great in admiration as herself; 

• So shall she leave her blessedness to one. 

When heaven shall call her from this cloud of 

darkness, 

Who from the sacred ashes of her honour 
Shall star-like rise, as great in fame as she was. 
And so stand fix’d: peace, plenty, love, truth, 
terror. 

That were the servants to this chosen infant. 

Shall then be his, and like a vine grow to him : 50 
Wherever the bright sun of heaven shall shine. 
His honour and the greatness of his name 
Shall be, and make new nations : he shall flourish. 
And, like a mountain cedar, reach his branches 
To all the plains about him : our children’s child- 
ren 

Shall see this, and bless heaven. 

King. Thou speakest wonders. 

Cran, She shall be, to the happiness of Eng- 
land, 

An aged princess ; many days shall see her. 

And yet no day without a deed to crown it. 59 
Would I had known no more ! but she must die. 
She must, the saints must have her ; yet a virgin, 

A most unspotted lily shall she pass 

To the ground, and all the world shall mourn her. 

King. O lord archbishop. 

Thou hast made me now a man ! never, before 
I'his happy child, did I get any thing : 

This oracle of comfort has so pleased me, 

That when I am in heaven 1 shall desire 
To see what this child does, and praise my 
Maker. 

I thank ye all. To you, my good lord mayor, 70 
And your good brethren, I am much beholding ; 

I have received much honour by your presence, 
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And ye shall find me thankful. Lead the way, 
lords : 

Ye must all see the queen, and she must thank 

She will be sick else. This day, no man think 
Has business at his house ; for all shall stay : 

This little one shall make it holiday. ' \Exeunt. 

EPILOGUE. 

'Tis ten to one this play can never please 
All that are here : some come to take their ease, 
And sleep an aifl or two ; but those, we fear, 

We have frighted with our trumpets; so, ’tis 
clear, 

They'll say 'tis naught: others, to hear the city 
Abused extremely, and to cry ‘That's witty !’ 
Which we have not done neither : that, I fear, 
All the cxpetfted good we're like to hear 
For this play at this time, is only in 
The merciful construction of good women ; lo 
For such a one we show'd ’em : if they smile, 
And say 'twill do, I know, within a while 
All the best men are ours ; for 'tis ill hap, 

If they hold when their ladies bid ’em clap. 



Klizabfth 1. Painting by M. Gheeraerts the Younger, 
f.1592 
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Shakespeare’s 

Poems 


Shakespeare’s finest poetry is (along with the Sonnets) in his plays: the tensions, the 
emotional heights, the excitement therein inspired him to his highest reaches of the 
imagination, screwed him up to verbal flights beyond which nothing in the language 
has ever gone. Some passages reach unexampled limits; 

The odds is gone, and there is nothing left 
Remarkable beneath the visiting moon. 

Burn the great sphere thou mov’st in, darkling stand 
The varying shore of the world. 

Not poppy nor mandragora, 

Nor all the drowsy syrups of the world. 

Shall ever medicine thee to that sweet sleep 
Which thou owedst yesterday. 

To anyone intimately acquainted with the language, especially if it was the language of 
his childhood, these invocations have the haunting power to turn the heart over, like 
nothing else in our literature. 

On the whole, the language of the poems is gentler, mellifluous and pleasing, 
altogether less knotty and elliptical, less concentrated and easier to understand. It is 
also much earlier than those passages frcnn Antony and Cleopatra and Othello. There 
are fine, and even powerful, passages in the poems, particularly in the Sonnets, when 
the poet is strongly moved by personal feelings. Thus it is that, as a poet, he was hailed 
by contemporaries as *honey-t<Higued’, his verse described as 'sugared*, an epithet 
stronger than ‘sweet* wifli Elizabethans. 

Francis Meres saw in him another Ovid, the Ovid of the Amores, and he was Shake- 
speare*s favourite poet as he was Marlowe*8. ‘So the sweet, witty [i.e. clever, intellectual] 
soul of Ovid lives in mellifluous and honey-tongued Shakespeare - witness his Venus 
and Adonis, his Lucrece, his sugared sonnets among his private friends, etc.’ In the same 
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Illustration from 
The Complete 
Works of 
Shakespeare, 
edited by 
J.O. Halliivell 


year, 1598, a young poet, Richard Barnfield, paid tribute to him, 

whose honey-flowing vein, 

Pleasing the world, thy praises doth obtain ; 

Whose Venus and whose Lucrece sweet and chaste 

Thy name in fame’s immortal book have placed. 

Next year John Weever addressed a long epigram to ‘honey-tongued Shakespeare*, 
while his fellow-Warwickshireman, Drayton, confined himself to Shakespeare’s writing 
for the stage - his comic vein, his powerful conceptions, and the clarity of his tragic rage. 

In his earlier verse one sees that he is a child of the new poetry of the 1580*5 - none 
of the antique jogtrot of most of the Elizabethan versifiers before the Renaissance 
flowering in Sidney and Spenser. These set his standards for him, though, surprisingly, 
he read Chaucer too. In the early work he comes closest in style and spirit to the admir- 
able poet Daniel, Florio’s brother-in-law, though he is more spirited and vivacious, 
always ready for a joke, often a bawdy one, full of naughty, suggestive ideas. Indeed his 
early verse fulfils his own delineation of himself as Berowne: ‘conceit’s expositor’, 
always ready with images, puns, notions, jokes, and 

A merrier man I never met withal. 
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A Lover’s 
Complaint 

1591 


His earliest poem already embodies these recognisable qualities, though it is only 
prentice-work. It was published by Thomas Thorpe in 1609 at the end of the Sonnets, 
so it evidently came from the Southampton cache for which Thorpe was so profusely 
grateful to his Mr. W.H., who had got the manuscript - so he too belonged to the 
connexion of Shakespeare’s one and only patron. 

The prime Shakespearean quality we obser\'e in this piece is the joking manner • how 
to describe it ? - the serio-comic way of telling the tale, the smile hovering over it, which 
later becomes the raillery of Troilus and Cressida or the enigmatic treatment of Antony 
and Cleopatra’s love. A very clever man once observed that he loved ‘the duplicity of 
things’. This could be said of William Shakespeare. At the same time, he was open and 
honest, as Ben Jonson tells us, so that beneath the smile we can often recognise the 
realities. 

There is not much difficulty in recognising his youthful patron in A Lover’s Com- 


A Louers complaint. 

ir 


WllllAM SmAEB* 


Right : Opening 
page of A Lover’s 
Complaint from 
the Quarto i 6 og 
Far right: 
Southampton at 
twenty. Miniature 
by Nicholas 
Hilliard C./59J 


^RomoffahiU whoiecoBcauewoiiibe reworded^ 
X^AplabtfiiU rtoty fran a nfe 

My^initi t'aRendthiidoblefoyceacoofdedL 
And dowae Iljdd to lift^ fad tun'd 
Eie long eipted a ficUe maid Adi pale 
Tearing of pt^if bisdcing a tiialne, 

Scomnig her woild with 
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plaint, and it may have been a kind of diploma-piece for his favour. The youth in the 
poem is obviously the young lord of the Sonnets: 

His qualities were beauteous as his form, 

For maiden-tongucd he was, and thereof free. 

And like the youth of the Sonnets, who would not get married when it was his duty or 
respond to women : 


He preached pure maid, and praised cold chastity . 

The youths in poem and Sonnets are identical ; in the first. 

That he did in the general bosom reign 
Of young, of old, and sexes both enchanted; 


in the second, 


A man in hue, all hues in his controlling. 

Which steals men’s eyes and women’s souls arnaz(‘th. 

The youth was little more than a boy, whose long locks, like Southampton’s, ‘did 
hang in crooked curls’, blown about by the wind; and 

Small shoM' of man was yet upon his chin; 

His phoenix down began but to appear 
Like unshorn velvet on that termless skin . . . 

just as in the Hilliard miniature of the y oung peer. The talc is of a country girl, whose 
plaintful story echoed from ‘the concave womb’ of ‘a sistering vale’, as it might be in the 
Cotswolds, for upon her head she wore ‘a platted hive of straw’. She fell for the charms 
of the chaste-seeming youth : 

So many have, that never touched his hand, 

Sweetly supposed them mistress of his heart . . . 

What with his art in youth and youth in art, 

she of course surrendered herself to his charm, 

Reserved the stalk and gave him all my flower. 

Such was the joke, the denouement to be expected; but it was a double-joke, for one 
does not know whether the poet was not egging the youth on to do just that. Alter all, 
the strongly sexed, heterosexual poet was all in favour of it himself. It must have given 
them both a good laugh; and at any rate the poet was received into favour. 

The poem was openly entitled to Shakespeare by the publisher; so to what point all 
the fuss made by imperceptive critics as to its authorship ? It already provides examples 
of Shakespeare’s love of rare impressive words - those ending in ‘ure , for example, 
acture; or annexions, for another. We may date it to 159^1 when the poet was taken into 
Southampton’s patronage. 
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From off a hill whose concave womb re- worded 
A plaintful story from a sistering vale, 

My spirits to attend this double voice accorded, 

• And down I laid to list the sad-tuned tale ; 

Ere long espied a fickle maid full pale, 

Tearing of papers, breaking rings a-twain. 
Storming her world with sorrow’s wind and rain. 

Upon her head a platted hive of straw, 

Which fortified her visage from the sun. 

Whereon the thought might think .sometime it saw 
The carcass of a beauty spent and done : 1 1 

Time had not scythed all that youth begun, 

Nor youth all quit ; but, spite of heaven’s fell rage. 

• Some beauty peep’d through lattice of sear’d age. 

Oft did she heave her napkin to her eync, 

Which on it had conceited chara< 5 ^ers, 
Laundering the silken figures in the brine 
That season’d woe had pelleted in tears, 

And often reading what contents it bears ; 

As often shrieking undistingiiish’d woe, 20 

In clamours of all size, both high and low. 

Sometimes her levell’d eyes their carriage ride, 
As they did battery to the spheres intend ; 

• Sometime diverted their poor balls are tied 

To the orbed earth ; sometimes they do extend 
Their view right on ; anon their gazes lend 
To every place at once, and, nowhere fix’d. 

The mind and sight distractedly commix’d. 

Her hair, nor loose nor tied in formal plat, 
Proclaim'd in her a careless hand of pride 30 
For some, untuck’d, descended her sheaved hat, 
Hanging her pale and pined cheek beside ; 

• Some in her threaden fillet still did bide. 

And true to bondage would not break from 
thence, 

Though slackly braided in loose negligence. 

• A thousand favours from a maund she drew 
Of amber, crystal, and of beaded jet, 

Which one by one she in a river threw, 

• Upon whose weeping margent she was set ; 

Like usury, applying wet to wet, 40 

Or monarch’s hands that let not bounty fall 
Where want cries some, but where excess begs all. 

• Of folded schedules had she many a one. 

Which she perused, sigh’d, tore, and gave the 

flood ; 

Crack’d many a ring of posied gold and bone, 
Bidding them find their sepulchres in mud ; 
Found yet moe letters sadly penn’d in blood, 

• With sleided silk feat and affeCledly 
Enswathed, and seal’d to curious secrecy. 

• These often bathed she in her fluxive eyes, 50 


4 list. Listen to 
14 seaf'd Withered 
24 diverted. Turned away. 

33 fillet. Headband. 

36 favours. Love-tokens maund. Basket. 
39 marftent. River-bank. 

43 schedules. Scrolls, papers, 

48 sleided silk. C.'oinbed s\\k. feat. AptU. 
50 flu xne Flowing with tears. 


Opposite: The disappointed lover tells her tale. En- 
graving from Bell’s edition of Shakespeare, 1773-74 
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And often kiss’d, and often ’gan to tear ; 

Cried ‘ O false blood, thou register of lies, 

What unapproved witness dost thou bear ! 

Ink would have seem’d more black and damned 
herer 

This said, in top of rage the lines she rents, 

Big discontent so brewing their contents. 

A reverend man that grazed his cattle nigh— 
Sometime a blusterer, that the ruffle knew 
Of court, of city, and had let go by 
The swiftest hours, observed as they flew — 6o 

Towards this affli< 5 led fancy fastly drew, 

And, privileged by age, desires to know 
In brief the grounds and motives of her woe. 

• So slides he down upon his grained bat, 

• And comely-distant sits he by her side ; 

When he again desires her, being sat, 

Her grievance with his hearing to divide : 

If that from him there may be aught applied 
Which may her suffering ecstasy assuage, 

’Tis promised in the charity of age. 70 

* Father,’ she says, ‘though in me you behold 
The injury of many a blasting hour, 

Let it not tell your judgement I am old ; 

Not age, but sorrow, over me hath power : 

I might as yet have been a spreading flower, 
Fresh to myself, if I had self-applied 
Love to myself and to no love beside. 

• ‘But, woe is me ! too early I attended 

A youthful suit — it was to gain my grace — 

Of one by nature’s outwards so commended, 80 
That maidens’ eyes stuck over all his face : 

Love lack’d a dwelling, and made him her 
place ; 

And when in his fair parts she did abide, 

She was new lodged and newly deified, 

‘ His browny locks did hang in crooked curls ; 
And every light occasion of the wind 
Upon his lips their silken parcels hurls. 

What’s sweet to do, to do will aptly find : 

Each eye that saw him did enchant the mind, 

• For on his visage was in little drawn 90 

What largeness thinks in Paradise was sawn. 

• ‘ Small show of man was yet upon his chin ; 

His phoenix down began but to appear 
Like unshorn velvet on that termless skin 
Whose bare out-bragg’d the web it seem’d to 

wear : 

Yet show’d his visage by that cost more dear; 
And nice affecflions wavering stood in doubt 
If best were as it was, or best without. 

^ His qualities were beauteous as his form, 

For maiden-tongued he was, and thereof free ; zoo 
Yet, if men moved him, was he such a storm 
As oft ’twixt May and April is to see, 

When winds breathe sweet, unruly though they 
be. 

• His rudeness so with his authorized youth 
Did livery falseness in a pride of truth. 

^ Well could he ride, and often men would say 
*^That horse his mettle from his rider takes: 


64 bat. Stick. 

66 comely -distant. At a seemly distance. 

78—79 I attended A youthful suit. I received a youi^ 
man’s attentions. 

90-91 For . . . sawn. i.e. for in his face was, in miniature, 
what most people would imagine can be seen in Paradise. 

92 Small show of man. Hardly any beard. 

104-106 His . . . truth, i.e. his rough behaviour belied 
his youthful exterior. 


Opposite : ‘His browny locks did hang in crooked curls’. 
Miniature of a young elegant by Nicholas Hilliard 

(c. 1 547-1619) 
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223 oblations. Offerings. 

242 gyfibs. Fetters, tackles 
264 potential. Potent. 

273 aloes. fiitteAiesses. 


• For these, of force, must your oblations be« 

Since I their altar, you enpatron me. 

^ O, then, advance of yours that phraseless 
hand, 

Whose white weighs down the airy scale of 
praise ; 

Take all these similes to your own command. 
Hallow’d with sighs that burning lungs did raise ; 
What me your minister, for you obeys. 

Works under you ; and to your audit comes 230 
Their distradl parcels in combined sums. 

‘ Lo, this device was sent me from a nun, 

Or sister sandlihed, of holiest note ; 

Which late her noble suit in court did shun, 
Whose rarest havings made the blossoms dote ; 
For she was sought by spirits of richest coat. 

But kept cold distance, and did thence remove. 
To spend her living in eternal love. 

* “ But, O my sweet, what labour is’t to leave 
The thing we have not, mastering what not 

strives, 

t Playing the place which did no form receive, 241 

• Playing patient sports in unconstrained gyves? 
She that her fame so to herself contrives. 

The scars of battle ’scapeth by the flight, 

And makes her absence valiant, not her might. 

* O, pardon me, in that my boast is true ; 

The accident which brought me to her eye 
Upon the moment did her force subdue, 

And now she would the caged cloister fly : 
Religious love put out Religion’s eye : 250 

Not to be tempted, would she be immured, 

And now, to tempt, all liberty procured. 

* How mighty then you are, O, hear me tell ! 
The broken bosoms that to me belong 

Have emptied all their fountains in my well. 

And mine 1 pour your ocean all among : 

I strong o’er them, and you o’er me being strong, 
Must for your vidlory us all congest, 

As compound love to physic your cold breast. 

‘ My parts had power to charm a sacred nun. 
Who, disciplined, ay, dieted in grace, 261 

Believed her eyes when they to assail begun, 

All vows and consecrations giving place : 

• O most potential love ! vow, bond, nor space, 

In thee hath neither sting, knot, nor confine. 

For thou art all, and all things else are thine. 

* When thou impressest, what are precepts worth 
Of stale example? When thou wilt inflame, 

How coldly those impediments stand forth 

Of wealth, of filial fear, law, kindred, fame ! 270 
t Love’s arms are peace, ’gainst rule, ’gainst 
sense, ’gainst shame, 

And sweetens, in the suffering pangs it bears, 

• The aloes of all forces, shocks, and fears. 

* * ** Now all these hearts that do on mine depend, 
Feeling it break, with bleeding groans they pine ; 
And supplicant their sighs to you extend, 

To leave the battery that you make ’gainst mine, 
Lending soft audience to my sweet design. 

And credent soul to that strong-bonded oath 
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That shall prefer and undertake my troth.” 280 

* This said, his watery eyes he did dismount, 
Whose sights till then were Icvell’d on my face ; 
Each cheek a river running from a fount 
With brinish current downward flow'd apace : 

O, how the channel to the stream gave grace ! 

• Who glazed with crystal gate the glowing roses 
That flame through water which their hue en- 
closes. 

* O father, what a hell of witchcraft lies 
In the small orb of one particular tear ! 

But with the inundation of the eyes 290 

What rocky heart to water will not wear? 

What breast so cold that is not warmed here ? 

• O cleft effedl ! cold modesty, hot wrath, 

Both fire from hence and chill extindlure hath. 

‘ For, lo, his passion, but an art of craft, 

Even there resolved my reason into tears ; 

• There my white stole of chastity I dafif’d, 

Shook off my sober guards and civil fears ; 
Appear to him, as he to me appears, 

All melting; though our drops this difference 
bore, 300 

His poison’d me, and mine did him restore. 

' In him a plenitude of subtle matter, 

• Applied to cautels, all strange forms receives, 

Of burning blushes, or of weeping water, 

Or swooning paleness ; and he takes and leaves. 
In either’s aptness, as it best deceives, 

To blush at speeches rank, to weep at woes, 

Or to turn white and swoon at tragic shows : 

‘ That not a heart which in his level came 
Could ’scape the hail of his all-hurting aim, 310 
Showing fair nature is both kind and tame ; 

And, veil’d in them, did win whom he would 
maim : 

Against the thing he sought he would exclaim; 
When he most bum’d in heart-wish’d luxury, 

He preach’d pure maid, and praised cold chastity. 

‘ Thus merely with the garment of a Grace 
The naked and concealed fiend he cover’d ; 

That th’ unexperient gave the tempter place, 
Which like a cherubin above them hover’d. 

Who, young and simple, would not be so 
lover’d? 320 

Ay me ! I fell ; and yet do question make 
What I should do again for such a sake. 

‘ Of that infedled moisture of his eye, 

O, that false fire which in his check so flow’d, 

O, that forced thunder from his heart did fly, 

O, that sad breath his spongy lungs bestow’d, 

O, all that borrow’d motion seeming owed, 
Would yet again betray the fore-betray’d, 

• And new pervert a reconciled maid! * 329 


2M crystal gate. Crystal channel, i.e. eyes. 

2W r/e/Z Twofold effect. ^ > 

2m daffd. Doffed, put away. 

303 cautels. Insidious purposes. * 

329 reconciled. Regained. 



A lover’s complaint. Engraving from a painting by 
Thomas Kirk, 1797 
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and Adonis 



A lover’s complaint remained in manuscript with the Sonnets, until Thorpe got 
them from the holder for publication years later. But, after the success of Shakespeare’s 
early plays and encouraged by Southampton’s patronage, he challenged public recogni- 
tion as a poet by publishing Venus and Adonis in 1593 . The challenge was underlined by 
the self-confident motto from Ovid, 'Vilia miretur vulgus’ - let the populace admire 
what is base; Ben Jonson translated it: 

Kneel hinds to trash: me let bright Phoebus swell. 

With cups flowing from the Muses’ well. 

That showed very well what Shakespeare thought of himself ~ and of popular taste, 
himself more capable of commanding it than any. For the poem was immensely popular, 
and went into a dozen editions before his death. 

It was printed in Blackfriars, that was to become so familiar, by Richard P'ield, the 
Stratford lad who had come up to London, married the widow of Vautrollier the printer 
and carried on the business. The poem was dedicated to the patron with courteous but 
independent-minded deference, vowing ‘to take advantage of all idle hours till I have 
honoured you with some graver labour.’ So he had a companion-piece already in mind 
in 1593- 

The subject reflects what we have already seen to be the patron’s situation - the 
beautiful young Adonis who will not respond to the love of women, even the goddess of 
love, Venus herself who tries to seduce him. The poem is very much what we know the 
actor to have been, sensuous and sexy, spirited and stimulating, naughty (and dis- 
approved of by Victorians, who thereby disqualified themselves from judging it). It is 
far too long; it already has his abundance - everything is brought in : it was characteristic 
of him to extract the utmost out of everything. It is full of fresh country images and 
passages; a whole section describes coursing the hare, a favourite sport up on Cotswolds ; 
a stallion scents a mare and gallojDs off to cover her - though not even this arouses the 
handsome youth to do likewise by Venus. 

The poem is in marked contrast to Marlowe’s Hero and Leander, which he was 
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Fenus and Adonis. 
Frontispiece to 
Pope's edition of 
Shakespeare's 
works, ijjS 
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Venus and adonis introduction 

writing in competition with Shakespeare for the favour of the youthful patron. Each 
knew what the other was writing, for there are several parallel phrases and passages, 
including the episode of the horse, and even of the youth. (Marlowe’s Leander is no 
dark-haired Greek, but a fair-haired youth with long tresses.) The young man’s virgin 
tips are described as they were in A Lover's Complaint \ 

The tender spring upon thy tempting lip 
Shows thee unripe, yet mayst thou well be tasted : 

Make use of time, let not advantage slip, 

Beauty within itself should not be wasted. 

This is precisely what he was urging contemporaneously in the Sonnets : 

Unthrifty loveliness, why dost thou spend 
Upon thyself thy beauty’s legacy? . . . 

Look in thy glass and. tell the face thou \ iewest 
Now is the time that face should form another. 

Adonis will not, any more than Southampton would (as yet) : 

Upon the earth’s increase why shouldst thou feed, 

Unless the earth with thy increase be fed ? 

By law of nature thou art bound to breed. 

That thine may live when thou thyself art dead. 

It is the Southampton theme, which is reflected in this poem as in the Sonnets, and 
again contemporaneously in Love's Labours' Lost, 

We must not go in for critical detail, merely place the poem in proper perspective. 
The chief literary influence is that of Spenser, though the spirit is very different from 
that chaste, religious soul. Daniel was closer, but where he is more tasteful and con- 
trolled, Shakespeare is abounding, vastly more various and vivacious. We note already 
his characteristic combination of clever word-play with perfectly natural country 
images, the dive-dapper, falcon, hare, milch-doe and fawn, stormy country days ‘now 
wind, now rain’, along with the Shakespearean message: 

Affection is a coal that must be cooled . . . 


and yet. 


They that love best their loves shall not enjoy. 

(Did this express recent experience ?) 

Shakespeare’s poem did not have the artistic perfection and control of Marlowe’s 
rival poem ; but that went unfinished, for he was killed in the tavern-brawl - so like him 
- at Deptford at the end of May this year. All the same, one may legitimately read 
greater capacity for development, wider potentialities, in the actor-dramatist’s work ; 
for one thing, he was a strongly sexed heterosexual, very keen on women (he shares 
Venus’ point of view about sex), not limited as Marlowe was by his homosexuality. For 
another, he had greater variousness and much more sense of comedy. Venus and Adonis 
is amusing all through: there is a broad smile all over it, nothing enigmatic here. 
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And how much the youth of the time enjoyed it! — as, we may expect, the young 
patron did. Gabriel Harvey tells us that it was a favourite with ‘the younger sort’ ; and 
at Cambridge the young men’s Parnassus plays testify, ‘I’ll worship sweet Master 
Shakespeare, and to honour him will lay his Venus and Adonis under my pillow.’ 

Shakespeare had as much reason to be proud of his claim to be a poet ~ he had read 
the proofs in Blackfriars with much care — as he had of his success as a playwright. The 
poem sold edition after edition; his name was now one to conjure with, and publishers 
were ready to take advantage of it, bringing out other people’s work under his name. 


Title page oj 
Venus and Adonis 
from the Quarto 

0/1593 



VENVS 

AND ADONIS 


f^ilU mitetwvulgus : mihijitum 
faeU Ci/tJUplcM mimfiret 



LONDON 

WintedbyRkbatd Field, and areto^foldat 
ie ofthe white Greyhound in 

PaulesCburch>yar(L 

15 P 5 - 
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VENUS AND ADONIS, 


‘ Vilia miretur vulgus ; mihi flavus Apollo 
Pocula Castalia plena ministret aqua.' 


TO THE 

RIGHT HONOURABLE HENRY WRIOTHESLY, 

EARL of SOUTHAMPTON, AND BARON OF TICHFIELD. 

Right Honourable, 

I know not how I shall offend in dedicating my unpolished lines to your lordship, 
nor how the world will censure me for choosing so strong a prop to support so weak a burden; 
only, if your honour seem but pleased, I account myself highly praised, and vow to take advantage 
of all idle hours, till I have honoured you with some graver labour. But if the first heir of my 
invention prove deformed, 1 shall be sorry it had so noble a god-father, and never after ear so 
barren a land, for fear it yield me still so bad a harvest. 1 leave it to your honourable survey, 
and your honour to your heart’s content; which I wish may always answer your own wish and 
the world’s hopeful expedtation. 

Your honour’s in all duty, 

William Shakespeare. 


• /{ bullet beside a text line indicates an annatatinn in the 
opposite column 

Even as the sun with piirple-colour’d face 
Had ta’en his last leave of the weeping morn, 

• Rose-cheek’d Adonis hied him to the chase ; 
Hunting he loved, but love he laugh’d to scorn ; 

• Sick-thoughted Venus makes amain unto him, 
And like a bold-faced suitor ’gins to woo him. 

‘ Thrice-fairer than myself,* thus she began, 

‘ The field’s chief flower, sweet above compare, 

• Stain to all nymphs, more lovely than a man, 

More white and red than doves or roses are ; lo 

Nature that made thee, with herself at strife, 
Saith that the world hath ending with thy life. 

• ‘ Vouchsafe, thou wonder, to alight thy steed, 

• And rein his proud head to the saddle-bow ; 

• If thou wilt deign this favour, for thy meed 
A thousand honey secrets shalt thou know : 

Here come and sit, where never serpent hisses. 
And being set, I '11 smother thee with kisses ; 

‘And yet not cloy thy lips with loathed satiety, 
But rather famish them amid their plenty, 20 
Making them red and pale with fresh variety, 

Ten kisses short as one, one long as twenty : 

A summer’s day will seem an hour but short, 
Being wasted in such time-beguiling sport.' 

With this she seizeth on his sweating palm, 

• The precedent of pith and livelihood. 

And trembling in her passion, calls it balm. 

Earth’s sovereign salve to do a goddess good : 

f Being so enraged, desire doth lend her force 
Courageously to pluck him from his horse. 30 

Over one arm the lusty courser’ s rein, 

Under her other was the tender boy, 


*Vtlta . atfua ' ‘Let the unworthy dazzle the masses; 
for me, may Rolden Apollo furnish full cups from the 
Castalian spring. ’ 

7 Vj . Henry Wriotheslw I’hird Karl of Southampton 
i *573 1^24), Shakespeare’s patron 

first . im'dititni This was the lirst work other than a 
pla\ 

ear i.e culti\'ate. 


3 hied him Hastened 

5 Sick-thoughted, Love-sick, makes amain Humes. 

9 Stain . . . nymphs. Making all nymphs seem inferior in 
beauty. 

13 I omhsafe. Consent. 

14 rew . . the saddle-boie. Curb the horse 

15 meed Wage,s, reward. 

26 precedent Sign, pith and livelihood. Strength and 
energy. 

29 enraged. Aroused. 


Oppositi Venus and Adonis. Painting by Pierre Paul 
Prud’hon (1758-1823) 
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Right: 'Shu rud and lioi as uoals ot glowing fire*. 
Engraving of V'enus and Adonis from Bell’s edition of 
Shakt*spenre , 1774 


34 to toy. "Fo dally, make love. 

37 ragged. Rugged. 

63 *mtss. Amiss, wrongly. 

56 sharp by fast. Hungry from fasting. 
66 Tires. Tears ravenously. 



Who blush’d and pouted in a dull disdain, 

• With leaden appetite, unapt to toy ; 

She red and hot as coals of glowing fire. 

He red for shame, but frosty in desire. 

• The studded bridle on a ragged bougb 
Nimbly she fastens : — O, how quick is love !— 
The steed is stalled up, and even now 

To tie the rider she begins to prove : 40 

Blackward she push’d him, as she would be 
thrust. 

And govern’d him in strength, though not in lusL 

So soon was she along as he was down, 

Each leaning on their elbows and their hips ; 

Now doth she stroke his cheek, now doth he frown, 
And ’gins to chide, but soon she stops his lips : 
And kissing speaks, with lustful language 
broken, 

‘ If thou wilt chide, thy lips shall never opcnf 

He burns with bashful shame ; she with her tears 
Doth quench the maiden burning of his cheeks : 
Then with her windy sighs and golden hairs 51 
To fan and blow them dry SLgsan she seeks : 

• He saith she is immodest, olames her ’miss ; 
What follows more she murders with a loss. 

• Even as an empty eggle, sharp by fast, 

• Tires with her beak on feathers, flesh and bone, 
Shaking her wings, devouring all in haste, 

Till either srorge De stufTd or prey be pne ; 
Even so Sie kissed his brow, his cheek, his chhi, 
And where she ends she doth anew begin. 6o 

Forced to content, bat never to obey, 

Ponring he lies and breatheth in her face ; 
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She feedeth on the steam as on a prey, 

And calls it heavenly moisture, air of erace ; 
Wishing her cheeks were gardens full of flower*;, 
So they were dew'd with such distilling showers. 

Look, how a bird lies tangled in a net. 

So fasten'd in her arms Adonis lies ; 

Pure shame and awed resistance made him fret, 
Which bred more beauty in his angry eyes : 70 

• Rain added to a river that is rank 

Perforce will force it overflow the bank. 


Still she entreats, and prettily entreats. 

For to a pretty ear she tunes her tale ; 

Still is he sullen, still he lours and frets, 

'Twixt crimson shame and anger ashy-pale : 
Being red, she loves him best ; and being white. 
Her best is better’d with a more delight. 

Look how he can, she cannot choose but love ; 
And by her fair immortal hand she swears, 80 
From his soft bosom never to remove. 

Till he take truce with her contending tears. 
Which long have rain’d, making her cheeks all 
wet ; 

And one sweet kiss shall pay this countless 
debt 


Upon this promise did he raise his chin, 

• Like a dive-dapper peering through a wave. 
Who, being look’d on, ducks as quickly in ; 

So offers he to give what she did crave ; 

But when her lips were ready for his pay, 

• He winks, and turns his lips another way. 90 

Never did passenger in summer's heat 

More thirst for drink than she for this good turn. 

Her help she sees, but help she cannot get; 

She bathes in water, yet her fire must burn : 

‘O, pity,' 'gan she cry, ‘flint-hearted boy 1 
'Tis but a kiss 1 beg ; why art thou coy? 

‘ I have been woo’d, as I entreat thee now. 

Even by the stern and direful god of war, 

Whose sinewy neck in battle ne'er did bow, 

• Who conquers where he comes in every jar ; 100 

Yet hath he been my captive and my slave, 
And begg’d for that which thou unask'd shall 
have. 


•Over my altars hath he hung his lance, 

• His batter'd shield, his uncontrolled crest, 

And for my sake hath learn 'd to sport and dance, 
To toy, to wanton, dally, smile and jest, 
Scorning his churlish drum and ensign red, 
Making my arms his field, his tent my bed. 


• Thus he that overruled I oversway’d, 

Leading him prisoner in a red-rose chain : iio 

Strong-tem|[>ered steel his stronger strength 

Yet was servile to my coy disdain. 

O, be not proud, nor brag not of thy nyght. 
For mastering her that foil’d the god of light . 


* Toudi but my lips with those fair lips of thine,— 
Though mine be not so fair, yet a« they red— 
The lass shall be thine own as well as mine. 
What seest thou in the ground! hold up thy head : 


71 rank. Full. 

M dive-dapper. Dabchick. 

90 winks. Shuts his eyes. 

100 jar. Fight. 

104 uncontrolled crest. Helmet which has never bowed 
in submission. 



"Making my arms his field, his tent my bed’. Venus with 
Mars, the god of war, surprised by Vulcan. Painting by 
Francois Boucher (1703- 1770) 
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127 tender sprinff. Incipient beard. 

133 hard-favour' d. Hard-featured. 

136 O 'erworn. Worn out. 

140 gray. i.c. blue or grey. 

154 list. Wish. 

167 to .. . affected. In hive with. 

161 Narcissus. In classical mythology a youth who was 
in love with his own image. 



Narcissus. Painting by Follower of (iiovanni .Antonio 
Boltrafho (r. 1466/7- 1516) 


Look in mine eye-balls, there thy beauty lies ; 
Then why not lips on lips, since eyes in eyes? 

‘ Art thou ashamed to kiss? then wink again, 121 
And I will wink ; so shall the day seem night ; 
J^ove keeps his revels where there are but twain ; 
lie bold to play, our sport is not in sight : 

These blue-veiii’d violets whereon we lean 
Never can blab, nor know not what we mean. 

• ‘ The tender spring upon thy tempting lip 
Shows thee unripe ; yet mayst thou well be tasted : 
Make use of time, let not advantage slip ; 

Beauty within itself should not be wasted : 130 

Fair flowers that are not gather'd in their prime 
Rot and consume themselves in little time. 

• * Were I hard-favour d, foul, or wrinkled-old, 
Ill-nurtured, crooked, churlish, harsh in voice, 

• O'erworn, despised, rheumatic and cold. 
Thick-sighted, barren, lean and lacking juice, 

Then mightst thou pause, fur then 1 were not for 
thee ; 

But having no defedls, why dost abhor me ? 

‘ Thou canst not see one wrinkle in my brow ; 

• Mine eyes are gray and bright and quick in 

turning ; 140 

My beauty as the spring doth yearly grow. 

My flesh is .soft and plump, my marrow burning; 
My smooth moist hand, were it with thy hand 
felt, 

Would in thy palm dissolve, or seem to melt. 

* Bid me discourse, I will enchant thine ear, 

Or, like a fairy, trip upon the green, 

Or, like a nymph, with long dishevclPd hair. 
Dance on the sands, and yet no footing seen : 
Love is a spirit all compacil; of fire, 

Not gross to sink, but light, and will aspire. 150 

* Witness this primrose bank whereon I lie ; 

These forceless flowers like sturdy trees support 

me ; 

Two strengthless doves will draw me through the 
sky, 

• P'rom morn till night, even where I list to sport me : 

Is love so light, sweet boy, and may it be 
I'hat thou shouldst think it heavy unto thee? 

• ‘ Is thine own heart to thine own face afledled? 
Can thy right hand seize love upon thy left? 

Then woo thyself, be of thyself rejetfled, 

Steal thine own freedom and complain on theft. 

• Narcissus so himself himself forsook, 161 

And died to kiss his shadow in the brook. 

‘ Torches are made to light, jewels to wear, 
Daintie.s to taste, fresh beauty for the use, 

Herbs for their smell, and sappy plants to bear; 
Things growing to themselves are growth’s abuse : 
Seeds spring from seeds and beauty breedeth 
beauty ; 

Thou wast begot ; to get it is thy duty. 

* Upon the earth's increase why shouldst thou feed, 
Unless the earth with thy increase be fed? 170 
Bv law of nature thou art bound to breed, 

That thine may live when thou thyself art dead ; 
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And so, in spite of death, thou dost survive, 

In that thy likeness still is left alive.* 

By this the love-sick queen began to sweat, 

For where they lay the shadow had forsook them, 

• And Titan, tired in the mid-day heat, 

With burning eye did hotly overlook them; 

Wishing Adonis had his team to guide, 

So he were like him and by Venus’ side. 180 

• And now Adonis, with a lazy spright, 

And with a heavy, dark, disliking eye, 

His louring brows o’crwhelming his fair sight. 
Like misty vapours when they blot the sky, 
Souring his cheeks cries ‘ Fie, no more of love ! 
The sun doth burn my face ; I must remove.* 

‘Ay me,’ quoth Venus, ‘young, and so unkind? 
What bare excuses make.st thou to be gone ! 

I ’ll sigh celestial breath, whose gentle wind 
Shall cool the heat of this descending sun : 190 

] ’ll make a shadow for thee of my hairs ; 

If they burn too, 1 ’ll quench them with my tears. 

‘The sun that shines from heaven shines but warm, 
And, lo, I lie between that sun and thee : 

The heat I have from thence doth little harm, 
Thine eye darts forth tlie fire that burnetii me ; 
And were I not immortal, life were done 
Between this heavenly and earthly sun. 

‘Art thou obdurate, flinty, hard as steel. 

Nay, more than flint, for stone at rain relenteth? 
Art thou a woman’s son, and caiist not feel 201 
What’tis to love? how want of love torinenteth? 
O, had thy mother borne so hard a mind, 

She had not brought forth thee, but died unkind. 

• ‘What am T, that thou shouldst contemn me this? 
Or what great danger dwells upon my suit? 

What were thy lips the worse for one poor kiss? 
Speak, fair ; but speak fair words, or else be mute : 

Give me one kiss, 1 ’ll give it thee again, 209 
And one for interest, if thou wilt have twain 

‘ Fie, lifeless pitflure, cold and senseless stone, 
Well-painted idol, image dull and dead. 

Statue contenting but the eye alone. 

Thing like a man, but of no woman bred ! 

• Thou art no man, though of a man’s complexion, 

• For men will kiss even by their own diredfion.’ 

This said, impatience chokes her pleading tongue, 
And swelling passion doth provoke a pause ; 

Red cheeks and fiery eyes olaze forth her wrong; 

• Being judge in love, she cannot right her cause : 

And now she weeps, and now she fain would 
speak, 221 

And now her sobs do her intendments break. 

Sometimes she shakes her head and then his hand. 
Now gazeth she on him. now on the ground ; 
Sometimes her arms infold him like a band : 

She would, he will not in her arms be bound ; 

And when from thence he struggles to be gone, 
She locks her lily fingers one in one. 

'Fondling, 'she saith, ‘sincel have hemm'd thee here 

• Within the circuit of this ivory pale, 230 


177 Titan. Sun-god tntd XTtirrd 






‘And 'ritan, tiud in tlir nud-dii\ heat, With huiniiigeye 
did hotlv overlook them’ Drawing of Venus and Adonis 
b\ Feeler F^iidl.intl. i<;4<S 

181 lazy spright. Dull spirit 

205 this. ‘J ^hus. 

215 complexion. Appearance 

216 hv . . direction. Without prompting. 

220 Being . cause, i.e. Venus was the arbiter in all 
other love-disputes, but is herself unable to win this one. 

230 n ory pale. W'lius’s arm 
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238 relief. Pasture, feeding. 

237 brakes. Thickets. 

243 if .. . slain. So that if he himself were slain. 

248 hou) . . . viits. How sane is she now ? 

2B1 m thifie . .forlorn. Wretched under your own rule 
(i.e. love). 

257 remorse Mercy. 

260 jennet. A small Spanish horse. 

272 compass'd. Arched. 

278 glisters. Glitters. 

276 courage. Spirit. 

277 told. Counted. 


Ull be a park, and thou shalt be my deer; 

Feed where thou wilt, on mountain or in dale : 
Graze on my lips; and if those hills be dry. 
Stray lower, where the pleasant fountains lie. 

• * Within this limit is relief cnoug;h. 

Sweet bottom-grass and high delightful plain, 

• Round rising hillocks, brakes obscure and rough, 
To shelter thee from tempest and from rain : 

Then be my deer, since 1 am such a park ; 939 
No dog shall rouse thee, though a thousand bark.’ 

At this Adonis smiles as in disdain. 

That in each cheek appears a pretty dimple ; 

• Love made those hollows, if himself were slain, 
He might be buried in a tomb so simple ; 

F'oreknowing well, if there he came to lie. 
Why, there Love lived and there he could not die. 

These lovely caves, these round enchanting pits, 
Open’d their mouths to swallow Venus’ liking. 

• Being mad before, how doth she now for wits? 
Struck dead at first, what needs a second striking? 

• Poor queen of love, in thine own law forlorn. 
To love a cheek that smiles at thee in scorn ! 

Now which way shall she turn? what shall she 
say ? 

Her words are done, her woes the more increasing; 
I’he time is spent, her objetJi'b will away. 

And from her twining arms doth urge releasing. 

• * Pity,’ she cries, ‘ some favour, some remorse !’ 
Away he springs and hasteth to his horse. 

But, lo, from forth a copse that neighbours by, 

• A breeding jennet, lusty, young and proud, 260 
Adonis’ trampling courser doth espy, 

And forth she rushes, snorts and neighs aloud: 
The strong-neck’d steed, being tied unto a tree, 
Breaketh his rein, and to her straight goes he. 

Imperiously he leaps, he neighs, he bounds. 

And now his woven girths he breaks asunder ; 
The bearing earth with his hard hoof he wounds. 
Whose hmlow womb resounds like heaven’s 
thunder ; 

The iron bit he crusheth ’tween his teeth. 
Controlling what he was controlled with. 270 

His ears up-prick’d ; his braided hanging mane 

• Upon his compass’d crest now stand on end ; 

His nostrils drink the air, and forth again. 

As from a furnace, vapours doth he send : 

• His eye, which scornfully glisters like fire, 

• Shows his hot courage and his high desire. 

• Sometime he trots, as if he told the steps, 

With gentle majesty and modest pride ; 

Anon ne rears upright, curvets and leaps. 

As who should say * Lo, thus my strength is tried, 
Arid this I do to captivate the eye 981 

Of the fair breeder that is standing by.* 

What recketh he his rider’s angry stir. 

His flattering ’Holla,’ or his ’Stand, I say’? 
What cares he now for curb or pricking spur? 

For rich caissons or trapping gay ? 

He sees his love, and noming ebe he sees. 

For nothing else with his proud sight agr^s. 
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Look, when a painter would surpass the life, 

• In limnin|; out a wcll-proportion'd steed, 290 
His art with nature’s workmanship at strife, 

• As if the dead the living should exceed ; 

So did this horse excel a common one 
In shape, in courage, colour, pace and bone. 

• Round-hoof’d, short-jointed, fetlocks shag and 

long. 

Broad breast, full eye, small head and nostril wide, 
High crest, short ears, straight legs and passing 
strong, 

Thin mane, thick tail, broad buttock, tender hide : 
Look, what a horse should have he did not lack, 
Save a proud rider on so proud a back. 300 

• Sometime he scuds far off and there he stares ; 
Anon he starts at stirring of a feather ; 

• To bid the wind a base he now prepares, 

• And whether he run or fly they know not whether ; 

For through his mane and tail the high wind 
sings. 

Fanning the hairs, who wave like feather’d 
wings. 

He looks upon his love and neighs unto her; 

She answers him as if she knew his mind : 

Being proud, as females are, to see him woo her, 

• She puts on outward strangeness, seems unkind, 

Spurns at his love and scorns the heat he feels, 
Beating his kind cmbracements with her heels. 

Then, like a melancholy malcontent, 

• He vails his tail that, like a falling plume, 

Cool shadow to his melting buttock lent : 

He stamps and bites the poor flies in his fume. 
His love, perceiving how he is enraged, 

Grew kinder, and his fury was assuaged. 

His testy master goeth about to take him ; 

• When, lo, the unback’d breeder, full of fear, 320 

• Jealous of catching, swiftly doth forsake him. 
With her the horse, and left Adonis there ; 

As they were mad, unto the wood they hie them, 
Out-stripping crows that strive to over-fly them. 

All swoln with chafing, down Adonis sits, 

• Banning his boisterous and unruly beast : 

And now the happy season once more fits, 

• That love-sick Love by pleading may be blest ; 

For lovers say, the heart hath treble wrong 
When it is barr’d the aidance of the tongue. 330 

An oven that is stopp’d, or river stay’d, 

Bumeth more hotly, swelleth with more rage : 

So of concealed sorrow may be said ; 

• Free vent of words love’s fire doth assuage ; 

• But when the heart’s attorney once is mute, 
The client breaks, as desperate in his suit. 

He sees her coming, and begins to glow. 

Even as a dying coal rtvives with wind. 

And with his bonnet hides his angry brow ; 

Looks on the dull earth with distur^d mind, 340 
Tadcing no notice that she is so nigh, 

For all askance he holds her in his eye. 

• O. what a sight it was, wistly to view 

How came stealing to the wayward boy ! 


290 limning out. Drawing, painting. 
292 dead. Lifeless image. 



'So did this horse excel a common one . Painting of 
The Horses of Achilles, style of van Dyck (1599-1641) 

299 shag. Shaggy. 

301 scuds. Runs smoothly and fast. 

303 To bid . . . base. Challenge the wind to a chase. 

304 whether. Where. 

310 outward strangene.^s. A show of indifference. 

314 vails. Lowers 

320 unbacked. Not broken in. 

321 Jealous of catching. Afraid of being caught. 

326 Banning. Cursing. 

328 Love. i.e. Venus. 

334 vent. Utterance. 

339 heart's attorney. Tongue. 

343 wistly. Intently. 
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369 />/.«. Its. 

360 chorus-like. As a commentary. 

363 band. Bund. 

364 engirts. Encloses. 

367 the engine of her thoughts, i.e. her tongue. 

368 mover . . . round. Living creature on earth. 
372 hane. Death by poison. 

376 grave. Engrave 



“ ‘For shame’, he cries, ‘let go, and let me go’ Drawing 
by FVter Rudland, ig4S. 


381 bereft. Deprived of him. 
361 jade. Inferior horse. 

393 fair fee. Due reward. 
400 agents. Senses, organs. 


To note the fighting conflict of her hue, 

How white and red each other did destroy ! 

But now her cheek was pale, and by and by 
It flash’d forth fire, as lightning from the sky. 

Now was she just before him as he sat, 

And like a lowly lover down she kneels; 350 
With one fair hand she heaveth up his hat. 

Her other tender hand his fair cheek feels : 

His tenderer cheek receives her softhand’s print, 
As apt as new-fall’n snow takes any dint. 

O, what a war of looks was then between them ! 
Her eyes petitioners to his eyes suing ; 

His eyes saw her eyes as they had not seen them ; 
Her eyes woo’d still, his eyes disdain’d the wooing : 
And all this dumb play had his a<5\s made plain 
With tears, which, chorus-like, her eyes did 
rain. 

Full gently now she takes him by the hand, 361 
A lily prison’d in a gaol of snow, 

• Or ivory in an alabaster band ; 

• So white a friend engirts .so white a foe : 

This beauteous combat, wilful and unwilling, 
Show’d like two silver cloves that sit a-billing, 

• Once more the engine of her thoughts began : 

• ‘ O fairest mover on this mortal round, 

Would thouw'ert as I am, and I a man, 369 

My heart all whole as thine, thy heart my wound ; 
For one sweet look thy help I would assure thee, 

• Though nothing but my body’s bane would cure 

thee.’ 

‘Give me my hand,’ saith he, ‘why dost thou feel 
it?’ 

‘ Give me my heart,’ saith she, ‘ an d thou shall have 
it ; 

O, give it me, lest thy hard heart do steel it, 

• And being steel’d, soft sighs can never grave it: 

Then love’s deep groans I never shall regard. 
Because Adonis’ heart hath made mine hard.’ 

‘ For shame,’ he cries, ‘let go, and let me go ; 

My day’s delight is past, my horse is gone, 380 

• And ’tis your fault 1 am bereft him so : 

I pray you hence, and leave me here alone ; 

For all my mind, my thought, my busy care, 

Is how to get my palfrey from the mare.’ 

Thus she replies : ‘Thy palfrey, as he should, 
Welcomes the warm approach of sweet desire : 
Affedlion is a coal that must he cool’d ; 

Else, suffer’d, it will set the heart on Are : 

The sea hath bounds, but deep desire hath none ; 
Therefore no marvel though thy horse be gone. 

• ‘ How like a jade he .stood, tied to the tree, 391 
Servilely master’d with a leathern rein 

• But when he saw his love, hi.s youth’s fair fee. 

He held such petty bondage in disdain; 

Throwing the base thong from his bending crest. 
Enfranchising his mouth, his back, his breast. 

‘Who sees his true-love in her naked bed, ^ 
Teaching the sheets a whiter hue than white, 
But, when his glutton eye so full hadi fed, 

• His other agents aim at like delight? 400 
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Who is so faint, that dares not be so bold 
To touch the fire, the weather being cold? 

‘Let me excuse thy courser, gentle boy; 

And learn of him, I heartily beseech thee, 

To take advantage on presented joy ; 

Though I were dumb, yet his proceedings teach 
thee: 

O, learn to love ; the lesson is but plain. 

And once made perfedl, never lost again.’ 

* I know not love,’ quoth he, ‘ nor will not know it. 
Unless it be a boar, and then I chase it; 410 

• Tis much to borrow, and I will not owe it; 

• My love to love is love but to disgrace it ; 

For I have heard it is a life in death, 

That laughs and weeps, and all but with a breath. 

‘Who wears a garment shapeless and unfinish’d 
Who plucks the bud before one leaf put forth? 

If springing things be any jot diminish’d, 

They wither in their prime, prove nothing worth : 

• The colt that ’s back’d and burden’d being young 
Loseth his pride and never waxeth strong. 420 

‘ You hurt my hand with wringing ; let us part, 

• And leave this idle theme, this bootless chat ; 
Remove your siege from my unyielding heart; 

• To love’s alarms it will not ope the gate : 

Dismiss your vows, your feigned tears, your 
flattery ; 

• For where a heart is hard they make no battery.’ 

‘What! canst thou talk T quoth she, ‘hast thou a 
tongue ? 

O, would thou hadst not, or I had no hearing ! 
Thy mermaid’s voice hath done me double wrong ; 
I had my load before, now press'd with bearing: 
Melodious discord, heavenly tunc harsh-sound- 
ing, 43^ 

Ear’s deep-sweet music, and heart’s deep-sore 
wounding. 

‘ Had I no eyes but ears, my ears would love 
That inward beauty and invisible ; 

Or were I deaf, thy outward parts would move 

• Each part in me that were but sensible : 

Though neither eyes nor cars, to hear nor see, 
Yet should I be in love by touching thee. 

‘ Say, that the sense of feeling were bereft me, 
And that I could not see, nor hear, nor touch, 440 
And nothing but the very smell were left me, 

Yet would my love to thee be still as much ; 

• For from the stillitory of thy face excelling 
Comes breath perfumed that breedeth love by 

smelling. 

‘ But, O, what banquet wert thou to the taste. 
Being nurse and feeder of the other four ! 

Would they not wish the feast might ever last. 
And bid Suspicion double-lock the door, 

Lest Jealousy, that sour unwelcome guest, 449 
Should, by his stealing in, disturb the feast?* 

Once more the niby-colour’d portal open’d. 
Which to his spcecn did honey passage yield ; 
Like a red morn, that ever yet betoken’d 
Wreck to the seaman, tempest to the field, 



Spearing a boar, 14th century. Illustration from 
Joseph Strutt’s Sfynrt\ and Pastimes of the Peaple of 
Pnf^land, i S i o 

411 owe. l^ndertake, 

412 My loi^e . disgrace it. i.c what 1 feel about love is 
but to disgrace it. 

41S hack'd. Broken in 

422 bootless Profitless 

424 alarms Attacks 

426 battery Forced entrance 

436 sensible Sensitive (to impressHins) 

443 stillitory. \ still 
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486 flaws. Squalls. 

457 advisedly. Attentively. 

467 silly. Simple. 

471 wittily. Cleverly. 

472 Fair fall. Good luck to. 

490 repine. Vexation. 

487 annoy. 'Forment. 
soo shrewd. Sharp. 

606 crimson liveries wear. Red colours fade. 
800 wnt on death. Prophesied an epidemic. 


Sorrow to shepherds, woe unto the birds, 

• Gusts and foul flaws to herdmen and to herds. 

• This ill presage advisedly she marketh : 

Even as the wind is hush'd before it raineth. 

Or as the wolf doth erin before he barketh, 

Or as the berry bre^^s before it staineth, 460 
Or like the deadly bullet of a gun. 

His meaning struck her ere his words begun. 

And at his look she flatly falleth down, ^ 

For looks kill love and love by looks reviveth ; 

A smile recures the wounding of a frown ; 

But blessed bankrupt, that by love so thriveth! 

• The silly boy, believing she is dead, 

Claps her pale cheek, till clapping makes it red ; 

And all amazed brake off his late intent. 

For sharply he did think to reprehend ner, 470 

• Which cunning love did wittily prevent : 

• Fair fall the wit that can so well defend her ! 

F or on the grass she lies as she were slain. 

Till his breath breathe th life in her again. 

He wrings her nose, he strikes heron the cheeks. 
He bends her fingers, holds her pulses hard. 

He chafes her lips : a thousand ways he seeks 
To mend the hurt that his unkindness marr’d: 

He kisses her ; and she, by her good will, 

Will never rise, so he will kiss her still. 480 

The night of sorrow now is turn'd to day : 

Her two blue windows faintly she up-heaveth, 
Like the fair sun, when in his fresh array 
He cheers the mom and all the earth relieveth ; 
And as the bright sun glorifies the sky, 

So is her face illumined with her eye ; 

Whose beams upon his hairless face are fix'd, 

As if from thence they borrow’d all their shine. 
Were never four such lamps together mix'd, 

• Had not his clouded with his brow’s repine ; 490 

But hers, which through the crystal tears gave 
light. 

Shone like the moon in water seen by night 

‘ O, where am I V quoth she, ‘ in earth or heaven. 
Or in the ocean drench’d, or in the fire? 

What hour is this ? or morn or weary even ? 

Do 1 delight to die, or life desire? 

• But now I lived, and life was death’s annoy ; 
But now I died, and death was lively joy. 

*0, thou didst kill me : kill me once again : 499 

• Thy eyes’ shrewd tutor, that hard heart of thine. 
Hath taught them scornful tricks and such disdain 
That they have murder'd this poor heart of mine ; 

And these mine eyes, true leaders to their queen. 
But for thy piteous lips no more had seen. 

* Long may they kiss each other, for this cure ! 

• O, never let their crimson liveries wear ! 

And as they last, their verdure still endure. 

To drive infedlion from the dangerous year 1 

• That the star-gazers, having writ on death, 509 
May say, the plague is banish'd by thy breath. 

* Pure lips, sweet seals in my soft lips imprinted. 
What bargains may I make, still to be sealing? 
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To sell mjrself I can be well contented, 

So thou wilt buy and pay and use good dealing ; 

• Which purchase if thou make, for fear of slips 
Set thy seal-manual on my wax-red lips. 

* A thousand kisses buys my heart from me ; 

And pay them at thy leisure, one by one. 

• What is ten hundred touches unto thee? 

Are they not quickly told and quickly gone? 520 
Say, for non-payment that the debt should 
double, 

Is twenty hundred kisses such a trouble f 

* Fair queen,' quoth he, ‘if any love you owe me, 
Measure my strangeness with my unripe years : 
Before I know myself, seek not to know me ; 

• No fisher but the ungrown fry forbears : 

The mellow plum doth fall, the green sticks fast, 
Or being early pluck’d is sour to taste. 

• ‘ Look, the world’s comforter, with weary gait, 

His day’s hot task hath ended in the west ; 530 

The owl, night’s herald, shrieks, “’Tis very late;” 
The sheep are gone to fold, birds to their nest. 

And coal-black clouds that shadow heaven’s light 
Do summon us to part and bid good night. 

‘ Now let me say “ Good night,” and so say you ; 
If you will say so, you shall have a kiss.’ 

‘ Good night,* quoth she, and, ere he says ‘Adieu,’ 
The honey fee of parting tender’d is : 

Her arms do lend his neck a sweet embrace ; 
Incorporate then they seem; face grows to 
face. 540 

Till, breathless, he disjoin’d, and backward drew 
The heavenly moisture, that sweet coral mouth, 
Whose precious taste her thirsty lips well knew. 
Whereon they surfeit, yet complain on drouth : 
He with her plenty press’d, she faint with 
dearth, 

Their lips together glued, fall to the earth. 

Now quick desire hath caught the yielding prey. 
And glutton-like she feeds, yet never filleth ; 

Her lips are conquerors, his lips obey. 

Paying what ransom the insulter willeth ; 550 

• Whose vulture thought doth pitch the price so 

high. 

That she will draw his lips’ rich treasure dry : 

And having felt the sweetness of the spoil, 

With blindfold fury she begins to forage ; 

Her face doth reek and smoke, her blood doth boil, 
And careless lust stirs up a desperate courage ; 
Planting oblivion, beating reason back, 

• Forgetting shame’s pure blush and honour’s 

wra^. 

Hot, faint, and weary, with her hard embracing. 
Like a wild bird being tamed with too much 
handling, ^ ^ 5^ 

Or as the fleet-foot roe that’s tired with chasing. 
Or like the froward infant still’d with dandling, 
He now obeys, and now no more resisteth, 

• While she takes all she can, not all she listeth. 

• What wax so frozen but dissolves with tempering. 
And yields at last to every light impression ! 


816 slips. Errors. 

519 touches. Kisses. 

526 fry. Young fish. 

529 world's comforter, i.e. the sun. 



‘Now let me say “Goodnight”, and so sa> you’. Engrav- 
ing from a painting b> Thomas Kirk, 1797 

561 vulture thought. Ravenous imagination. 

558 wrack. Wreck. 

6M listeth. Wishes. 

685 tempering. Warming. 
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668 leat^e . . . commission, i.c. liberties exceed per- 
mission. 



‘To hunt the boar with certain of his friends’. Painrin^of 
a huntsman, from the stiiduj of Bonifazio (14^7 > > 5 ^) 


690 lawn. A kind of fine linen. 

696 lists. Tournament, jousting. 

Tantalus. Classically, he was punished by sight of 
unobtainable food and drink, annoy. Torment. 

600 clip. Embrace. Elysium. Paradise (classical). 

602 pine the maw. Starve the stomach. 

604 helpless. Affording no help. 

617 tushes. Tusks. 


Things out of hope are compass’d oft with vcntui- 
ing, 

• Chiefly in love, whose leave exceeds commission : 

Affedlion faints not like a pale-faced coward. 
But then WOOS best when most his choice is 
fro ward. 570 

When he did frown, O, had she then gave over, 
Such nedtar from his lips she had not suck’d. 

Foul words and frowns must not repel a lover ; 
What though the rose have prickles, yet ’ti.s 
pluck’d : 

Were beauty under twenty locks kept fast. 

Yet love breaks through and picks them all at 
last. 

For pity now she can no more detain him ; 

The poor fool prays her that he may depart ; 

She is resolved no longer to restrain him ; 

Bids him farewell, and look well to her heart, 580 
The which, by Cupid’s bow she doth protest, 

H e carries thence incaged in his breast. 

‘Sweet boy,’ she says, ‘this night I’ll waste in 
sorrow. 

For my sick heart commands mine eyes to watch. 
Tell me, Love’s master, .shall we meet to-morrow? 
Say, shall we ? shall we ? wilt thou make the match ?’ 
He tells her, no; to-morrow he intends 
To hunt the boar with certain of his friends. 

‘The boar !’ quoth she; whereat a sudden pale, 

• Like lawn being spread upon the blushing rose, 
Usurps her cheek ; she trembles at his tale, 591 
And on his neck her yoking arms she throws : 

She sinketh down, still hanging by his neck, 
He on her belly falls, she on her back. 

• Now is she in the very lists of love, 

Her champion mounted for the hot encounter: 
All is imaginary she doth prove. 

He will not manage her, although he mount her ; 

• That worse than Tantalus' is her annoy, 

• To clip Elysium and^to lack her joy. 600 

Even as poor birds, deceived with painted grapes, 

• Do surfeit by the eye and pine the maw, 

Even so she lan^uisheth in her mishaps, 

• As those poor birds that helpless berries saw. 

The warm effedls which she in him finds missing 
She seeks to kindle with continual kissing. 

But all in vain ; good queen, it will not be : 

She hath assay’d as much as may be proved ; 

Her pleading hath deserved a greater fee ; 609 

She ’s Love, she loves, and yet she is not loved. 

‘ Fie, fie,’ he says, ‘you crush me; let me go; 
You have no reason to withhold me so.' 

‘ Thou hadst been gone,' quoth she, ‘ sweet boy, ere 
this. 

But that thou told’st me thou wouldst hunt the boar. 
O, be advi.sed ! thou know'st not what it is 
With javelin’s point a churlish swine to gore, 

• Whose tushes never sheathed he whetteth still, 
Like to a mortal butcher bent to kill. 

‘ On his bow-*back he hath a battle set 
Of bristly pikes, that ever threat his foes ; 
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His eyes, like glow-worms, shine when he doth 
fret; 

His snout digs sepulchres where’er he goes ; 
Being moved, he strikes whaie’er is in his way, 
And whom he strikes his crooked tushes slay« 

* His brawny sides, with hairy bristles arm’d, 

• Are better proof than thy spear’s point can enter; 
His short thick neck cannot be easily harm’d ; 
Being ireful, on the lion he will venture : 

The thorny brambles and embracing bushes. 
As fearful of him, part, through whom he rushes. 

* Alas, he nought esteems that face of thine, 6ji 
To which Love’s eyes pay tributary gazes ; 

• Nor thy soft bands, sweet lips and crystal eyne, 
Whose full perfection all the world amazes ; 

But having thee at vantage, — wondrous dread ! — 

• Would root these beauties as he roots the mead. 

‘O, let him keep his loathsome cabin still ; 
Beauty hath nought to do with such foul fiends : 
Come not within his danger by thy will ; 639 

They that thrive well take counsel of their friends. 
Wnen thou didst name the boar, not to dissemble, 
I fear’d thy fortune, and my joints did tremble. 

‘Didst thou not mark my face? was it not white? 
Saw’st thou not signs of fear lurk in mine eye? 
Grew I not faint? and fell I not downright? 
Within my bosom, whereon thou dost lie. 

My boding heart pants, beats, and takes no rest. 
But, like an earthquake, shakes thee on my 
breast. 

• ‘ For where Love reigns, disturbing Jealousy 

Doth call himself Affeftion’s sentinel ; 650 

Gives false alarms, suggesteth mutiny. 

And in a peaceful hour doth cry “Kill, kill!” 

• Distempering gentle Love in his desire, 

As air and water do abate the fire. 

‘ This sour informer, this bate-breeding spy, 

• This canker that eats up Love’s tender spring, 
This carry-tale, dissentious Jealousy, 

That sometime true news, sometime false doth 
bring, 

Knocks at my heart and whispers in mine ear 
That if I love thee, I thy death should fear ; 660 

‘ And more than so, pre.senteth to mine eye 
The pidlure of an angry-chafing boar. 

Under whose sharp fangs on his back doth lie 
An image like thyself, all stain’d with gore ; 
'Whose blood upon the fresh flowers being shed 
Doth make them droop with grief and hang the 
head. 

‘ What should I do, .seeing thee so indeed, 

That tremble at the imagination ? 

The thought of it doth make my faint heart bleed, 
And fear doth teach it divination : 670 

I prophesy thy death, my living sorrow, 

II thou encounter with the boar to-morrow. 

* But if thou needs wilt hunt, be ruled by me ; 

• Uncouple at the timorous flying hare. 

Or at tne fox which lives by subtlety. 

Or at the roe which no encounter dare : 



‘Ills brawnv sidt*s, vMth hairy bristles arm’d*. Illustra- 
tion of wild boars from a 12th century Latin bestiary 

626 better pruof. Stronger armour. 

633 evne Eyes 

636 fitot. Root up 

649 Jkalousy. Anxiety. 

663 Dts temper inff. Diluting. 

656 (anker Disease of roses ^prinfi. Hud. 

674 Uncouple. Loose your hounds. 
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979 purblind. Weak-sighted. 

682 cranks. Twists. 

68S musets. Gaps in a hedge. 

687 conies. Rabbits. 

688 sorteth. Mingles. 

690 shifts. Tricks. 

694 cold fault. Lost scent. 

696 spend their mouths. Give tongue. 

697 Wat. Hare. 

702 passinfi-bell. Rung for the dying man. 

704 indenting. Zigzagging. 

705 envious. Spiteful. 



Coursing the hare From a 17th century woodcut 

725 Dian. Diana (chaste goddess of the moon). 

726 forstoorn. Having broken her vow of chastity. 
728 Cynthia, i.e. Diana. 

732 her. i.e. the moon. 


Pursue these fearful creatures o’er the downs. 
And on thy well-breath’d horse keep with thy 
hounds. 

^ And when thou hast on foot the purblind hare, 
Mark the poor wretch, to overshoot his troubles 
How he outruns the wind and with what care 681 
He cranks and crosses with a thousand doubles : 
The many musets through the which he goes 
Are like a labyrinth to amaze his foes. 

* Sometime he runs among a flock of sheep, 

To make the cunning hounds mistake their smell, 

• And sometime where earth-delving conies keep. 
To stop the loud pursuers in their yell, 

• And sometime sorteth with a herd of deer: 

• Danger deviseth shifts ; wit waits on fear : 690 

* For there his smell with others being mingled, 
Ttie hot scent-snufling hounds are driven to 

doubt, 

Ceasing their clamorous cry till they have singled 

• With much ado the cold fault cleanly out ; 

• Then do they spend their mouths : Echo replies, 
As if another chase were in the skies. 

• ‘ By this, poor Wat, far off upon a hill, 

Stands on his hinder legs with listening ear. 

To hearken if his foes pursue him still : 

Anon their loud alarums he doth hear ; 700 

And now his grief may be compared well 

• To one sore sick that hears the passing-bell. 

‘ Then shalt thou see the dew-bedabbled wretch 

• Turn, and return, indenting with the way ; 

• Each envious brier his weary legs doth scratch. 
Each shadow makes him stop, each murmur stay : 

For misery is trodden on by many, 

And being low never relieved by any. 

‘ Lie quietly, and hear a little more ; 

Nay, do not struggle, for thou shalt not rise : 710 
To make thee hate the hunting of the boar, 
Unlike myself thou hear’st me moralize, 
Applying this to that, and so to so ; 

For love can comment upon every woe. 

‘Where did I leave?’ ‘No matter where quoth he, 
‘ Leave me, and then the story aptly ends : 

The night is spent.’ ‘Why, what of that?’ quoth 
she. 

*I am,’ quoth he, ‘expedled of my friends; 

And now ’tis dark, and going I shall fall.’ 

‘ In night,’ quoth she, ‘ desire sees best of all. 720 

‘ But if thou fall, O, then imagine this, 

The earth, in love with thee, thy footing trips, 
And all is but to rob thee of a kiss. 

Rich preys make true men thieves ; so do thy lips 

• Make modest Dian cloudy and forlorn, 

• Lest she should steal a kiss and die forsworn. 

‘ Now of this dark night I perceive the reason : 

• Cynthia for shame OMcures her silver shine, 

Till forging Nature be condemn’d of treason, 729 
For stealing moulds from heaven that were divine ; 

Wherein she framed thee in high heaven’s 
despite. 

• To shame the sun by day and her by night 
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^ And therefore ^th she bribed the Destinies 

• To cross the curious workmanship of nature, 

To mingle beauty with infirmities, 

• And pure perfe<flion with impure defeature, 

Making it subject to the tyranny 
Of mad mischances and much misery ; 

‘As burning fevers, agues pale and faint, 

• Life-poisoning pestilence and frenzies wood, 740 

• The marrow-eating sickness, whose attaint 
Disorder breeds by heating of the blood : 

• Surfeits, imposthumes, grief, and damn’d de- 

spair, 

Swear Nature’s death for framing thee so fair. 

• ‘ And not the least of all these maladies 

But in one minute’s fight brings beauty under : 

• Both favour, savour, hue and qualities, 

Whereat the impartial gazer late did wonder, 

Are on the sudden wasted, thaw’d and done, 
As mountain-snow melts with the midday sun. 

‘ Therefore, despite of fruitless chastity, 751 
Love-lacking vestals and self-loving nuns. 

That on the earth would breed a scarcity 
And barren dearth of daughters and of sons, 

Be prodigal : the lamp that burns by night 
Dries up his oil to lend the world his light. 

‘ What is thy body but a swallowing grave. 
Seeming to bury that posterity 
Which by the rights of time thou needs must have. 
If thou destroy them not in dark obscurity? 760 
If so, the world will hold thee in disdain, 

• Sith in thy pride so fair a hope is slain. 

‘So in thyself thyself art made away ; 

A mischief worse than civil home-bred strife, 

Or theirs whose desperate hands themselves do 
slay, 

• Or butcher-sire that reaves his son of life. 

• Foul-cankering rust the hidden treasure frets. 
But gold that’s put to use more gold begets.’ 

‘ Nay, then,’ quoth Adon, ‘you will fall again 

• Into your idle over-handled theme : 770 

The kiss I gave you is bestow’d in vain. 

And all in vain you strive against the stream ; 
For, by this black-faced night, desire’s foul nurse, 

• Your treatise makes me like you worse and worse. 

‘ If love have lent you twenty thousand tongues. 
And every tongue more moving than your own, 
Bewitching like the wanton mermaid’s song.s, 

Yet from mine ear the tempting tune is blown : 
For know, my he^t stands armed in mine car, 
And will not let a false sound enter there ; 780 

‘ Lest the deceiving harmony should run 
Into the quiet closure of my breast ; 

And then my little heart were quite undone, 

In his bedchamber to be barr’d of rest 
No, lady, no ; my heart longs not to groan, 

But soundly sleeps, while now it sleeps alone. 

• * What have you urged that I cannot reprove? 
The path is smooth that leadeth on to danger : 

I hate not love, but your device in love, 789 
That lends embracements unto every stranger. 


734 curious. Ingenious. 

736 defeature. Disfigurement. 

740 wood. Mad. 

741 attaint. Infection. 

743 imposthumes. Abscesses. 

746—746 And . . . under, i.e. even the least of these 
ailments subdues beauty in a minute. 

747 favour. Countenance. 

762 Sith. Since. 

•i 

766 reaves Deprives. 

767 frets. Eats away. 

770 (wer- handled. Worn out. 

774 treati.^e Discourse. 

787 reprofjc Refute. 
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79B Simple semblance. Innocent appearance. 
808 teen. Grief. 

813 laund. Glade. 

848 parasites. Attendants. 


You do it for increase : O strange excuse, 
When reason is the bawd to lust’s abuse ! 

* Call it not love, for Love to heaven is fled, 

Since sweating Lust on earth usurp'd his name ; 

> Under whose simple semblance he hath fed 
Upon fresh beauty, blotting it with blame; 

Which the hot tyrant stains and soon bereaves, 
As caterpillars do the tender leaves. 

‘Love comforteth like sunshine after rain, 

But Lust’s effedl is tempest after sun ; ^ 8oo 

Love's gentle spring doth always fresh remain, 
Lust’s winter comes ere summer half be done ; 
Love surfeits not. Lust like a glutton dies; 
Love is all truth. Lust full of forged lies, 

‘ More I could tell, but more I dare not say; 

The text is old, the orator too green. 

Therefore, in sadness, now I will away ; 

\ My face is full of shame, my heart of teen : 

Mine ears, that to your wanton talk attended. 
Do burn themselves for having so offended.' 8io 

With this, he breaketh from the sweet embrace, 
Of those fair arms which bound him to her breast, 

\ And homeward through the dark laund runs apace ; 
Leaves Love upon her back deeply distress’d. 
Look, how a bright star shooteth from the sky. 
So glides he in the night from Venus’ eye ; 

Which after him she darts, as one on shore 
Gazing upon a late-embarked friend. 

Till the wild waves will have him seen no more. 
Whose ridges with the meeting clouds contend : 
So did the merciless and pitchy night 821 
Fold in the object that did feed her sight. 

Whereat amazed, as one that unaware 
Hath dropp’d a precious jewel in the flood. 

Or stonish’d as night-wanderers often are. 

Their light blown out in some mistrustful wood, 
Even so confounded in the dark she lay. 
Having lost the fair discovery of her way. 

And now she beats her heart, whereat it groans, 
That all the neighbour caves, as seeming troubled, 
Make verbal repetition of her moans ; 831 

Passion on passion deeply is redoubled : 

‘Ay me !’she cries, and twenty times ‘ Woe, woe !’ 
And twenty echoes twenty times cry so. 

She marking them begins a wailing note 
And sings extemporally a woeful ditty ; 

How love makes young men thrall and old men 
dote ; 

How love is wise in folly, foolish-witty: 

Her heavy anthem still concludes in woe, 

And still the choir of echoes answer so. 840 

Her song was tedious and outwore the night, 

For lovers’ hours are long, though seeming short : 
If pleased themselves, omers, they think, delight 
In such-like circumstance, with such-like sport : 
Their copious stories oftentimes begun 
End without audience and are never done. 

For who hath she to spend the ni^ht withal 
But idle sounds resemoling parasites. 
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Like shrill-tongued tapsters answering every call, 
Soothing the humour of fantastic wits? 850 

She says ‘'Tis so:’ they answer all ‘Tis so ;* 
And would say after her, if she said ‘No.* 

Lo, here the gentle lark, weary of rest, 

• From his moist cabinet mounts up on high, 

And wakes the morning, from whose silver breast 
The sun ariseth in his majesty ; 

Who doth the world so gloriously behold 
That cedar-tops and hills seem burnish’d gold. 

Venus salutes him with this fair good-morrow: 

‘O thou clear god, and patron of all light, 860 
From whom each lamp and shining star doth borrow 
The beauteous influence that makes him bright, 
There lives a son that suck’d an earthly mother, 
May lend thee light, as thou dost lend to other. ’ 

This said, she hasteth to a myrtle grove. 

Musing the morning is so much o’erworn. 

And yet she hears no tidings of her love : 

She hearkens for his hounds and for his horn: 
Anon she hears them chant it lustily, 

• And all in haste she coasteth to the cry. 870 

And as she runs, the bushes in the way 
Some catch her by the neck, some kiss her face. 
Some twine about her thigh to make her stay: 
She wildly breaketh from their stridl embrace, 
Like a milch doe, whose swelling dugs do ache, 
Hasting to feed her fawn hid in some brake. 

By this, she hears the hounds are at a bay ; 
Whereat she starts, like one that spies an adder 
Wreathed up in fatal folds just in his way. 

The fear whereof doth make him shake and shud- 
der : ^ 880 

Even so the timorous yelping of the hounds 
Appals her senses and her spirit confounds. 

For now she knows it is no gentle chase. 

But the blunt boar, rough bear, or lion proud, 
Because the cry remaineth in one place, 

Where fearfully the dogs exclaim aloud: 

Finding thei-r enemy to be so curst, 

• They all strain courtesy who shall cope him first. 

This dismal cry rings sadly in her ear. 

Through which it enters to surprise her heart ; 890 
Who, overcome by doubt and bloodless fear, 
With cold-pale weakness numbs each feeling part : 
Like soldiers, when their captain once doth yield, 
They basely fly and dare not stay the field. 

Thus stands she in a trembling ecstasy : 

Till, cheering up her senses all dismay’d, 

She tells them *tis a causeless fantasy, 

And childish error, that they are afraid : 

Bids them leave quaking, bids them fear no 
more : — 899 

And with that word she spied the hunted boar, 

^^ose frothy mouth, bepainted all with red. 

Like milk and blood being mingled both together, 
A second fear through all her sinews spread. 
Which madly hurries her she knows not whither : 
This wav she runs, and now she will no further, 

• But back retires to rate the boar for murther. 


SB4 cabinet. Nest. 

870 coasteth. Approaches. 
888 cope. Attack. 

906 rate. Berate. 
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907 spleens. Fears. 

909 mated with. Checked. 

911 respects. Matters to consider. 

914 caitiff. Wretch. 

921 welkin. Sky. 

948 ebon. Black. 

953 mortal vigour. Deadly power. 

956 vail'd. Lowered. 

961 lend and borrow, i.e. reflect each other. 


• A thousand spleens bear her a thousand ways ; 
She treads the path that she untreads again ; 

• Her more than haste is mated with delays, 

Like the proceedings of a drunken brain, ^ 9x0 

• Full of respecfts, yet nought at all respecfling ; 
In hand with all things, nought at all effe(fting. 

Here kennell'd in a brake she finds a hound, 

• And asks the weary caitiff for his master. 

And there another licking of his wound, 

*Gainst vcnom’d sores the only sovereign plaster ; 

And here she meets another sadly scowling, 

To whom she speaks, and he replies with howl- 
ing. 

When he hath ceased his ill-resounding noise. 
Another flap-mouth'd mourner, black and grim, 

• Against the welkin volleys out his voice ; 921 

Another and another answer him. 

Clapping their proud tails to the ^ound below, 
Shaking their scratch’d ears, bleeding as they go. 

Look, how the world’s poor people are amazed 
At apparitions, signs and prodigies, 

Whereon with fearful eyes they long have gazed. 
Infusing them with dreadful prophecies; 

So she at these sad signs draws up her breath 
And sighing it again, exclaims on Death. 930 

‘ Hard-favour’ d tyrant, ugly, meagre, lean. 
Hateful divorce of love, * — thus chides sheDeath, — 
‘ Grim-grinning ghost, earth’s worm, what dost 
thou mean 

To stifle beauty and to steal his breath, 

Who when he lived, his breath and beauty set 
Gloss on the rose, smell to the violet? 

‘If he be dead, — O no, it cannot be. 

Seeing his beauty, thou shouldst strike at it : — 

O yes, it may ; thou hast no eyes to see. 

But hatefully at random dost thou hit. 940 

Thy mark is feeble age, but thy false dart 
Mistakes that aim and cleaves an infant’s heart. 

‘Hadst thou but bid beware, then he had spoke. 
And, hearing him, thy power had lost his power. 
The Destinies will curse thee for this stroke ; 
They bid thee crop a weed, thou pluck’ st a flower ; 
Love’s golden arrow at him should have fled, 

• And not Death’s ebon dart, to strike him dead. 

‘ Dost thou drink tears, that thou provokest such 
weeping? 

What may a heavy g^oan advantage thee? 950 
Why hast thou cast into eternal sleeping 
Those eyes that taught all other eyes to see? 

• Now Nature cares not for thy mortal vigour, 
Since her best work is ruin'd with thy rigour.’ 

Here overcome, as one full of despair, 

• She vail’d her eyelids, who, like sluices, stopt 
The crystal tide that from her two cheeks fair 
In the sweet channel of her bosom dropt; 

But through the flood-gates breaks the stiver 
rain, 959 

And with his strong course opens them again. 

• Oj how her eyes and tears did lend and borrow I 
Her eyes seen in the tears, tears in her eye ; 
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Both crystols, where they view’d each other’s 
sorrow, 

Sorrow that friendly sighs sought still to dry ; 

But like a stormy day, now wind, now rain, 
Sighs dry her cheeks, tears make them we t again. 

Variable passions throne her constant woe, 

As striving who should best become her grief; 

• All entertain’d, each passion labours so, 

That every present sorrow seemeth chief, 970 
But none is best: then join they all together, 
Like many clouds consulting for foul weather. 

By this, far off she hears some huntsman hollo ; 

A nurse's song ne’er pleased her babe so well : 
The dire imagination she did follow 
This sound 01 hope doth labour to expel ; 

For now reviving joy bids her rejoice, 

And flatters her it is Adonis’ voice. 

Whereat her tears began to turn their tide, 

Being prison'd in her eye like pearls in glass ; 980 
Yet sometimes falls an orient drop beside, 

Which her check melts, as scorning it should pass, 
To wash the foul face of the sluttish ground, 
Who is but drunken when she seemeth drown’d. 

0 hard-believing love, how strange it seems 
Not to believe, and yet too credulous ! 

• Thy weal and woe are both of them extremes ; 
Despair and hope makes thee ridiculous : 

The one doth flatter thee in thoughts unlikely, 
In likely thoughts the other kills thee quickly. 

Now she unweaves the web that she hath wrought; 
Adonis lives, and Death is not to blame ; 

It was not she that call’d him all-to naught; 

Now she adds honours to his hateful name ; 

• She clcpcs him king of graves and grave for 

kings, 

Imperious supreme of all mortal things. 

‘ No, no,’ quoth she, * sweet Death, I did but jest ; 
Yet pardon me I felt a kind of fear 
When as I met the boar, that bloody beast, 
Which knows no pity, but is still severe ; 1000 

Then, gentle shadow, — truth I must confess, — 
I rail'd on thee, fearing my love’s decease. 

* 'Tis not my fault : the boar provoked my tongue ; 

• Be wreak’d on him, invisible commander ; 

’Tis he, foul creature, that hath done thee wrong ; 

1 did but adl, he ’s author of thy slander : 

Grief hath two tongues, and never woman yet 
Could rule them both without ten women’s wit.' 

Thus hoping that Adonis is alive, 

• Her rash suspeift she doth extenuate ; xoio 

And that his beauty may the better thrive, 

With Death she humbly doth insinuate ; 

Tells him of trophies, statues, tombs, and stories 
His viftorics, his triumphs and his glories. 

*0 Jove.’ quoth she, ‘how much a fool was I 
To be 01 such a weak and silly mind 
To wail his death who lives and must not die 
Till mutual overthrow of mortal kind ! 

For he being dead, with him is beauty slain, 
And, beauty dead, black chaos comes again. 


96B entertained. Admitted. 
9#7 weal. Well-being, 

996 (lepes. Names. 

1004 wreaked. Revenged. 
1010 suspect. Suspicion. 
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Death of Adonis. Engraving from a painting by 'rhomas 
Kirk 


^Fie, fie, fond love, thou art so full of fear 1021 
As one with treasure laden, hemm'd with thieves ; 
Trifles, unwitnessed with eye or ear, 

TJw coward heart with false bethinking grieves.' 
Even at this word she hears a merry horn, 
Whereat she leaps that was but late forlorn. 

As falcon to the lure, away she flies ; 

The grass stoops not, she treads on it so light ; 
And in her haste unfortunately spies 
The foul boar’s conquest on her fair delight ; 1030 
Which seen, her eyes, as murder’d with the 
view, 

• Like starsashamed of day, themselves withdrew ; 

Or, as the snail, whose tender horns being hit. 
Shrinks backward in his shelly cave with pain, 
And there, all smother’d up, in shade doth sit, 
Long after fearing to creep forth again ; 

So, at his bloody view, her eyes are fled 
Into the deep dark cabins of her head : 

Where they resign their office and their light 
To the disposing of her troubled brain ; 1040 

Who bids them still consort with ugly night, 

And never wound the heart with looks again ; 
Who, like a king perple.ved in his throne. 

By their suggestion gives a deadly groan. 

Whereat each tributary subje< 5 l quakes ; 

As when the wind, imprison'd in the ground, 
Struggling for passage, earth's foundation shakes, 
Which with cold terror doth men's mindsconfound. 
This mutiny each part doth so surprise 
That from their dark beds once more leap her 
eyes; 1050 

And, being open’d, threw unwilling light 
Upon the wide wound that the boar had trench’d 
In his soft flank ; whose wonted lily white 
With purple tears, that his wound wept, was 
drench’d : 

No flower was nigh, no grass, herb, leaf, or weed, 
But stole his blood and seem’d with him to bleed. 

This solemn sympathy poor Venus noteth ; 

Over one shoulder doth she hang her head ; 
Dumbly she passions, franticly ^e doteth ; 

She thinks he could not die, he is not dead : zo6o 
Her voice is stopt, her joints forget to bow ; 
Her eyes are mad that they have wept till now. 


Upon his hurt .she looks so steadfastly, 

That her sight dazzling makes the wound seem 
three ; 

And then .she reprehends her mangling eye, 

That makes more gashes where no breach should 
be : 

His face seems twain, each several limb is 
doubled ; 

For oft the eye mistakes, the brain being 
troubled. 

* My tongue cannot express my grief for one, 

And yet,' quoth she, * behold two Adons dead ! 
My sighs are blown away, my salt tears gone, 
Mine eyes are turn'd to nre, my heart to lead : 
Heavy heart's lead, melt at mine eyes’ red fire ! 
So shall I die by drops of hot desire. 
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‘ Alas, poor world, what treasure hast thou lost ! 
What face remains alive that’s worth the viewing? 
Whose tongue is music now ? what canst thou boast 
Of things long since, or any thing ensuing ? 

The flowers are sweet, their colours fresh and 
trim ; 1079 

But true-sweet beauty lived and died with him. 

‘ Bonnet nor veil henceforth no creature wear ! 
Nor sun nor wind will ever strive to kiss you : 
Having no fair to lose, you need not fear ; 

The sun doth scorn you and the wind doth hiss 
you : 

But when Adonis lived, sun and sharp air 
Lurk’d like two thieves, to rob him of his fair : 

‘ And therefore would he put his bonnet on. 
Under whose brim the gaudy sun would peep; 
The wind would blow it off and, being gone, 

Play with his locks : then would Adonis weep : 
And straight, in pity of his tender years, 1091 
They both would strive who first should dry his 
tears. 

*To see his face the lion walk’d along 

• Behind some hedge, because he would not fear him ; 
To recreate himself when he hath sung. 

The tiger would be tame and gently hear him ; 

If he had spoke, the wolf would leave his prey 
And never fright the silly lamb that day. 

^ When he beheld his shadow in the brook. 

The fi.shes spread on it their golden gills ; 1100 

When he was by, the birds such pleasure took, 
That some would sing, some other in their bills 
Would bring him mulberries and ripe-red chcr- 
ries ; 

He fed them with his .sight, they him with berries. 

' But this foul, grim, and urchin-snouted boar. 
Whose downward eye still looketh for a grave. 
Ne’er saw the beauteous livery that he wore ; 

• Witness the entertainment that he gave : 

If he did see his face, why then 1 know 
He thought to kiss him, and hath kill’d him so. 

*’Tis true, 'tis true; thus was Adonis slain: iiii 
He ran upon the boar with his sharp spear, 

Who did not whet his teeth at him again, 

• But by a kiss thought to persuade him there ; 

And nuzzling in his flank, the loving swine 
Sheathed unaware the tusk in his soft groin. 

‘ Had I been tooth'd like him, I must confess. 
With kissing him I should have kill’d him first ; 
But he is dead, and never did he bless 
My youth with his ; the more am I accurst.* 1120 
With this, she falleth in the place .she stood, 
And stains her face with his congealed blood. 

She looks upon his lips, and they are pale ; 

She takes ham by the hand, and that is cold ; 

She whispers in his ears a heavy tale, 

As if thw heard the woeful words she told ; 

She lifts the coffer-lids that close his eyes, 
w here, Io,two lamps, burnt out, in darkness lies ; 

Two glasses, where herself herself beheld 
A thousand times, and now no more refledl ; 1x30 



. . true-sweet beauty lived and died with him’. Detail 
from a painting of Venus and Adonis by Titian (d. 1 576) 

1094 fear. Frighten. 

110B urchtn-mouted. Hedgehog- snouted (i.e. rooting). 
1108 entertamment. Reception. 

1114 persuade him there, i.e. to stay there. 
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Venus with the dead Adonis. Engraving from N R(n\e’s 
edition of Shakespeare’s v>orks, 1709 


1133 spite. Grief. 

1137 Mistrust. 

1143 o*erstraw*d. Strewn. 

1147 sparing . . , riot. Niggardly and prodigal. 

1148 tread the measures. Dance. 

1148 staring. Threatening. 

1187 towetrd. Tractable. 

1188 A purple flower, i.e. the anemone. 

1177 guise. Habit. 


Their virtue lost, wherein they late excell’d, 

And every beauty robb'd of his effe< 5 l : 

• ‘ Wonder of time,’ quoth she, ‘ this is my spite, 
That, thou being dead, the day should yet be 

light. 

* Since thou art dead, lo, here I prophesy : 

Sorrow on love hereafter shall attend : 

• It shall be waited on with jealousy, 

Find sweet beginning, but unsavoury end, 

Ne’er settled equally, but high or low, 1139 
That all love's pleasure shall not match his woe. 

' It shall be fickle, false and full of fraud. 

Bud and be blasted in a breathing-while ; 

• The bottom poison, and the top oerstraw’d 
With sweets that shall the truest sight beguile : 

The strongest body shall it make most weak, 
Strike the wise dumb and teach the fool to speak. 

• ' Tt shall be sparing and too full of riot, 

• Teaching decr^it age to tread the measures; 

• The staring ruffian shall it keep in quiet, 

Pluck down the rich, enrich the poor with trea- 
sures; 1150 

It shall be raging-mad and silly-mild, 

Make the young old, the old become a child. 

‘It shall suspe( 5 l where is no cause of fear; 

It shall not fear where it should most mistrust; 

It shall be merciful and too severe, 

And most deceiving when it seems most just ; 

• Perverse it shall be where it shows most toward. 
Put fear to valour, courage to the coward. 

‘It shall be cause of war and dire events. 

And set dissension 'twixt the son and sire ; 1160 

Subje< 5 l and servile to all discontents. 

As dry combustions matter is to fire : 

Sith in his prime Death doth my love destroy, 
They that love best their loves shall not enjoy.* 

By this, the boy that by her side lay kill’d 
Was melted like a vapour from her sight, 

And in his blood that on the ground lay spill’d, 

• A purple flower sprung up, chequer’d with white. 

Resembling well his pale cheeks and the blood 
Which in round drops upon their whiteness stood. 

She bows her head, the new-sprung flower to 
.smell, 1171 

Comparing it to her Adonis' breath, 

And says, within her bo.som it shall dwell. 

Since he himself is reft from her by death : 

She crops the stalk, and in the breach appears 
Green dropping sap, which she compares to tears. 

• ‘Poor flower,' quoth she, ‘this was thy father’s 

guise— 

Sweet issue of a more sweet-smelling sire — 

For every little grief to wet his eyes : 

• To grow unto himself was his desire, z 180 

And so 'tis thine ; but know, it is as good 
To wither in my breast as in his blood. 

‘Here was thy father’s bed, here in my breast; 
Thou art the next of blood, and 'tis thy right : 

Lo, in this hollow cradle take thy rest, 

My throbbing heart shall rock thee day and night : 
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There shall not be one minute in an hour 11 M Paphos. The abode of Venus in Cyprus. 

Wherein I will not kiss my sweet love’s flower.* 

Thus weary of the world, away she hies, 1189 
And yokes her silver doves ; by whose swift aid 
Their mistress mounted through the empty skies 
In her light chariot quickly is convey’d ; 

• Holding their course to Paphos, where their 
queen 

Means to immure herself and not be seen. 


Venus and Cupid with doves. Pamting by Franqois 
Boucher (1703- 1770) 
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The Rape 
ofLucrece 

1594 


Shakespeare fulfilled his promise to his young patron of ‘some graver labour’ next year, 
with The Rape of Lucrece, again printed by his Stratford schoolfellow (their fathers had 
business dealings with each other in their home-town, for Field’s father was a tanner). 
Again the proofs were read in Blackfriars with proud care. 

Once more the dedication was to Southampton, but with marked warmth of affection : 
‘the love I dedicate to your lordship is without end . . . What I have done is yours, what 
I have to do is yours; being part in all I have, devoted yours . . . Your lordship’s in all 
duty, William Shakespeare.’ One knows of no other Elizabethan dedication to a peer 
expressing such warmth of affection. At the same time one must observe the essential 
self-confidence and independence of spirit under the gentlemanly courtesy. When John 
Florio dedicated his Italian dictionary to his pupil, Southampton, he did so obse- 
quiously, for he was not an independent gentleman but a household servant. 

With typical abundance Shakespeare had intended a companion-piece. Both poems 
are intimate sex-pieces ; in Venus and Adonis the youth was impossible to arouse, though 
Venus tried ever so hard; now the adult male, Tarquin, was all too much aroused, 
Lucrece his victim. She attached so much importance to her (married) chastity that she 
killed herself. It seems a bit excessive, and it is hard to take the tragedy seriously. 
Indeed, it is doubtful if Shakespeare did ; the whole episode is depicted as if at a dis- 
tance, with immense elaboration of every detail, relevant or not, so that one is never 
moved. One is even amused as the crisis approaches ; 

What could he see but mightily he noted ? 

What did he note but strongly he desired ? 

What he beheld, on that he firmly doted. 

And in his wfll his wilful eye. he tired. 

At the crisis one is impelled to laugh : 

Her pity-pleading eyes are sadly fixed 

In the remorseless wrinkles of his face . . . 
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Everything is delineated in the elaborate detail of the Mannerist fashion, of the 
School of Fontainebleau, or, rather, the overloading of contemporary Netherlandish 
painting. Indeed, there is an improbable long digression on painting itself, which 
witnesses to and was perhaps intended to impress with - the culture the actor-poet 
was acquiring through his entry into the aristocratic ambience of his patron. One has 
the feeling that the poem is, as it were, written in inverted commas ; one is not moved 
by the plight of either lady, in the undignified situations in which they are placed - 
perhaps one can sympathise more with Venus; more fun in that poem. There is not 
much fun in lMcrece\ it is a ‘graver’ labour, and Shakespeare’s original bent was for 
comedy. 

The poem has the enclosed atmosphere of a hothouse, with its Elizabethan bed with 
curtains drawn - no open Roman couch. Country images, however, creep in : we are 
given a deer-hunt, as in all his early work (what a fixation his ‘sportive blood’ had !) ; we 
have the falcon with its bells, and ‘lagging fowls before the northern blast’ ; a charming 
description of a snail withdrawing its horns; the ‘winter meads when sun doth melt 
their snow.’ The violent tide roaring through an arch reminds us of the tide-race under 
London bridge. 

Nevertheless there is an increased maturity in the reflections in this poem, with 
accumulating experience, some of them characteristic: 

So that in venturing ill we leave to be 

The things we are for that which we expect. 

We cannot but note the fruits of his own experience in. 

The sweets we wish for turn to loathed sours 

Even in the moment that we call them ours ; 

for these are precisely the terms in which, remarkably open-eyed and candid, he des- 
cribes his experience with his dark mistress in the Sonnets: 

The expense of spirit in a waste of shame 

Is lust in action . . . 

Enjoyed no sooner but despised straight. 

It has often been observed that The Rape of Lucrece parallels the Dark Lady sonneu, as 
Venus and Adonis does the earlier Southampton ones. Of course: writers’ work reflects 
their experience. We observe his sympathy with the woman’s point of view in, 

Though men can cover crimes with bold stern looks. 

Poor women’s faces are their own faults’ books - 

even if this betrays the naivete of the genuinely masculine type. One of the few moving 
lines in the poem describes the woman bearing her grief. 

And he the burden of a guilty mind. 

Many classical references appear, the ghastly story of Tereus, for instance, which had 
gone into Titus Andronicus, and a whole passage about the fall of Troy which haunted 
his mind and would go into Troilus and Cressida, There is indeed too much in the poem, 
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too much of everything, as in much of Elizabethan art rth^ r» 

classic restraint was not yet to be achieved thnn h i Q^eene, for example): 

Shakepe,^ wa. achieva i. ^,h w IS'r °"f ”” ?" •“ •"« 

natural to him. ^ however, not 

had a measured success: five editions on tn«;Ka.i, • ^ . 

not half those of the merrier poem Gabriel Harvlr ^ I ^ Shakespeare s death 
sort*. The poem was far far So ShaW ‘^he wiser 

stake his superior claim to be considered a pwt. noteworthy works to 
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THE RAPE OF LUCRECE. 


TO THE 

RIGHT HONOURABLE HENRY WRIOTHESLY, 

EARL OF SOUTHAMPTON, AND BARON OF TICH FIELD. 

The love I dedicate to your lordship is without end; whereof this pamphlet, without beginning, 
is but a superfluous moiety. The warrant I have of your honourable disposition, not the worth 
of my untutored lines, makes it assured of acceptance. What I have done is yours; what I 
have to do is yours ; being part in all I have, devoted yours. Were my worth greater, my duty 
would show greater ; meantime, as it is, it is bound to your lordship, to whom I wish long life, 
still lengthened with all happiness. 

Your lordship’s in all duty, 

William Shakespeare. 


THE ARGUMENT. 

Lucius Tarquinius, for his excessive pride surnamed Superbus, after he had caused his own 
father-in-law Servius Tullius to be cruelly murdered, and, contrary to the Roman laws and 
not requiring or staying for the people’s suffrages, had possessed himself of the ki^dom, 
went accompanied with his sons and other noblemen of Rome, to besiege Ardea. During 
which siege the principal men of the army meeting one evening at the tent of Sextus Tarqui- 
nius the Icing’s son, in their discourses after supper every one commended the virtues of his 
own’ wife: among whom Collatinus extolled the incomparable chastity of his wife Lucretia. In 
that pleasant humour they all posted to Rome ; and intending, by their secret and sudden amval, 
to make trial of that which every one had before avouched, only CoIlatinu.s finds his wife, though 
it were late in the night, spinning amongst her maids: the other ladies were all found dicing 
and revelling, or in several disports. Whereupon the noblemen yielded Collatinus the ^aory, 
and his wife the fame. At that time Sextus Tarquinius being inflamed with Lucrece beauty, 
vet smothering his passions for the present, departed with the rest back to the camp; from 
whence he shortly after privily withdrew himself, and was, accordin^g to his estate, 
enteruined and lodged by Lucrece at Collatium. The same ni^ht he treacherously stealeth 
into her chamber, violently ravished her, and early in the morning speedeth away. Lucrece, 
in this lamentable plight, hastily dispatcheth messengers, one to Rome for her father, anmhcr 
to the camp for Collatine, They came, the one accompanied with Junius the other 

with Publius Valerius; and finding Lucrece attired in mourning habit, demanded the cause of 
her sorrow She, first taking an oath of them for her revenge, revealed the aftor, and whole 
manner of his dealing, and withal suddenly stabbed herself. W hich done, with 
thev all vowed to root out the whole hated family of the Tarquins; and bearing the d»d 
to Rome Brutus acquainted the people with the doer and manner of the vile deed, vath 
S^bitter Sst of the king: wherewith the people were so moved, that 

with one consent and a general acclamation the larqums were all exiled, and the sute govern- 
ment changed from kings to consuls. 


• From the besieged Ardea all in post, ^ 

Borne by the trustless wings of false desire, 

• Lust-breatihed Tarquin leaves the Roman host, 
And to Collatium bears the lightless fire 
Which, in pale embers hid, lurks to aspire 

And girdle with embracing flames the 
waist 

Of ColUtbe's fair love, Lucrece the chaste. 
Haply that oame of ' chaste’ unhappily set 
a This Dateless edge on his keen appetite ; 

• When CoUatine unwisely did not let 
To praise Ae clear unmatched red and_ white 

• WWch triumph'd in that sky of his delight, 

• Where mortal stars, as bright as heavens 

baautics . . 

• With pure aspcifts did him peculiar duties. 


zo 


1 Ardea. The capital of the Rutuli, twenty-four miles 
south of Rome, a// in post. In great haste. 

3 Lust-breathed. Inspired by lust. 

9 hateless. Not to be blunted, appetite. Lust. 

10 let. Forbear. 

12 sky of his delight. Lucrece’s face. 

13 mortal stars. Eyes. 

14 aspects. Glances, peculiar. Particular. 

Opposiu : A lady as Lucretia. Detail from a painting by 
Lorenzo Lotto (b.c.1480) 
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26 date. Bond, lease. 

37 Suggested. Prompted. 

40 Braving compare. Challenging comparison. 
42 hap. Luck. 

47 liver. The seat of sexual desire. 



‘When at Collatium this false lord arrived, Well was he 
welcomed by the Roman dame*. Lucrece and Tarquin. 
Illustration by J. Yunge-Bateman, ig48 


63 the red . . . white. Red (the colour of beauty) should 
defend white (the colour of virtue); that is, by blushing. 


For he the night before, in Tarquin’s tent, 
Unlock'd the treasure of his happy state ; 

What priceless wealth the heavens had him lent 
In the possession of his beauteous mate; 
Reckoning his fortune at such high-proud rate, 
That kings might be espoused to more fame, 20 
But king nor peer to such a peerless dame. 

O happiness enjoy'd but of a few ! 

And, if possess’d, as soon decay’d and done 
As is the morning’s silver-melting dew 
Against the golden splendour of the sun ! 

• An expired date, cancell’d ere well begun : 

Honour and beauty, in the owner’s arms, 

Are weakly fortress’d from a world of harms. 

Beauty itself doth of itself persuade 

The eyes of men without an orator ; 30 

What needeth then apologies be made. 

To set forth that which is so singular? 

Or why is Collatine the publisher 
Of that rich jewel he should keep unknown 
From thievish ears, because it is his own? 

Perchance his boast of Lucrece’ sovereignty 

• Suggested this proud issue of a king ; 

Forby our ears our hearts oft tainted be: 
Perchance that envy of so rich a thing, 

• Braving compare, disdainfully did sting 40 

His nigh-pi tch'd thoughts, that meaner men 
should vaunt 

• That golden hap which their superiors want. 

But some untimely thought did instigate 
His all-too-timelcss speed, if none of those ; 

His honour, his affairs, his friends, his state, 
Negledlcd all, with swift intent he goes 

• To quench the coal which in his liver glows. 

O rash false heat, wrapp’d in repentant cold, 
Thy hasty spring still blasts, and ne’er grows old ! 

When at Collatium this false lord arrived, 50 
Well was he welcomed by the Roman dame. 
Within whose face beauty and virtue strived 
Which of them both should underprop her fame : 
When virtue bragg’d, beauty would blush for 
shame ; 

When beauty boasted blushes, in despite 
Virtue would stain that o’er with silver white. 

But beauty, in that white intituled. 

From Venus’ doves doth challenee that fair field: 
Then virtue claims from beauty beauty’s red. 
Which virtue gave the golden age to gild 60 
Their silver cheeks, and call’d it then ^eir shield ; 
Teaching them thus to use it in the fight, 

• When shame assail’d, the red should fence the 

white. 

This heraldry in Lucrece’ face was seen, 

Argued by beauty’s red and virtue’s white ; 

Of cither’s colour was the other queen, 

Proving from world’s minority their right : 

Yet their ambition makes them still to fight ; 

The sovereignty of either being so great, 

That oft they interchange each other's seat. 70 

Their silent war of lilies and of roses, 

Which Tarquin view’d in her fair face’s field, 
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In their pure ranks his traitor eye encloses ; 
Where, lest between them both it should be kill’d, 
The coward captive vanquished doth yield 
To those two armies that would let him go. 
Rather than triumph in so false a foe. 

Now thinks he that her husband’s shallow tongue,— 
The niggard prodigal that praised her so,— 

In that high task hath done her beauty wrong, 8o 
Which far exceeds his barren skill to show : 
Therefore tha^raise which Collatinc doth owe 
Enchanted Tarquin answers with surmise, 

In silent wonder of still-gazing eyes. 

This earthly saint, adored by this devil, 

Little suspe< 5 leth the false worshipper ; 

For unstain'd thoughts do seldom dream on evil ; 
Birds never limed no secret bushes fear : 

So guiltless she securely gives good cheer 
And reverend welcome to her princely guest, 90 
Whose inward ill no outward harm express’d : 

• For that he colour’d with his high estate, 

Hiding base sin in plaits of majesty ; 

That nothing in him seem’d inordinate, 

Save sometime too much wonder of his eye, 
Which, having all, all could not satisfy ; 

But, poorljr rich, so wanteth in his store, 

That, cloy a with much, he pineth still for more. 

But she, that never coped with stranger eyes, 

• Could pick no meaning from their parling looks, 

Nor read the subtle-shining secrecies 101 

Writ in the glassy margents of such books : 

She touch’d no unknown baits, nor fear’d no hooks ; 

• Nor could she moralize his wanton sight. 

More than his eyes were open’d to the light. 

He stories to her ears her husband’s fame, 

Won in the fields of fruitful Italy; 

And decks with praises Collatinc’s high name. 
Made glorious by his manly chivalry 

• With bruised arms and wreaths of vieffory : 1 10 

Her joy with heaved-up hand she doth express, 
And, wordless, so greets heaven for his success. 

Far from the purpose of his coming hither, 

He makes excuses for his being there ; 

No cloudy show of stormy blustering weather 
Doth yet in his fair welkin once appear ; 

Till sable Night, mother of Drcaa and Fear, 
Upon the world dim darkness doth display. 
And in her vaulty prison stows the Day. 

For then is Tarquin brought unto his bed, 120 

• Intending weariness with heavy spright; 

For, after supper, long he questioned 

With modest Lucrecc, and wore out the night : 
Now leaden slumber with life’s strength doth fight ; 
And every one to rest themselves betake. 

Save thieves, and cares, and troubled minds, 
that wake. 

As one of which doth Tarquin lie revolving 
The sundry dani^ers of his will’s obtaining ; 

Yet ever to obtain his will resolving, 

Though weak-built hopes persuade him to ab- 
staining: ^ 

Despair to gain doth traffic oft for gaining ; 


92 colour'd. Cloaked. 

100 parling. Speaking. 

104 moralize. Interpret. 

110 bruised arms. Battered armour. 
121 Intending. Pretending. 
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132 meed. Reward. 

176 falchion. A curved sword. 
180 advisedly. Determinedly. 


• And when great treasure is the meed proposed. 
Though death be adjundl, there's no deatn sup- 
posed. 

Those that much covet are with gain so fond, 

For what they have not, that which they possess 
They scatter and unloose it from their bond, 

And so, by hoping more, they have but less ; 

Or, gaining more, the profit of excess 
Is l^ut to surfeit, and such griefs sustain, 

That they prove bankrupt in this poor-rich 
gain. 140 

The aim of all is but to nurse the life 
With honour, wealth, and ease, in waning age ; 
And in this aim there is such thwarting strife. 
That one for all, or all for one we gage; 

As life for honour in fell battle's rage ; 

Honour for wealth ; and oft that wealth doth 
cost 

The death of all, and all together lost. 

So that in venturing ill we leave to be 
The things we are for that which we expc(fl ; 

And this ambitious foul infirmity, 150 

In having much, torments us with defe<fl 
Of that we have : so then we do negledt 
The thing we have; and, all for want of wit. 
Make something nothing by augmenting it. 

Such hazard now must doting Tarquin make, 
Pawning his honour to obtain his lust ; 

And for himself himself he must forsake : 

Then where is truth, if there be no self-trust? 
When shall he think to find a stranger just, 159 
When he himself himself confounds, betrays 
To slanderous tongues and wretched hateful 
days? 

Now stole upon the time the dead of night, 

When heavy sleep had closed up mortal eyes : 

No comfortable star did lend his light. 

No noise but owls' and wolves' death-boding cries ; 
Now serves the season that they may surprise 
The silly lambs : pure thoughts are dead and 
still, 

While lust and murder wake to stain and kill. 

And now this lustful lord leap'd from his bed, 
Throwing his mantle rudely o'er his arm ; 170 

Is madly toss'd between desire and dread; 

Th' one sweetly flatters, th' other feareth harm ; 
But honest fear, bewitch’d with lust's foul charm, 
Doth too too oft betake him to retire. 

Beaten away by brain-sick rude desire. 

• His falchion on a flint he softly smiteth. 

That from the cold stone sparks of fire do fly ; 
Whereat a waxen torch forthwith he lighteth, 
Which must be lode-star to his lustful eye ; 

• And to the flame thus speaks advisedly^ z8o 

' As from this cold flint I enforced this fire, 

So Lucrece must I force to my desire.’ 

Here pale with fear he doth premeditate 
The dangers of his loathsome enterprise, 

And in ms inward mind he doth debate 
What following sorrow may on this arise : 

Then looking scornfully, he doth despise 
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His naked armour of still-slaughtcr'd lust, 

And justly thus controls his thoughts unjust! 

* Fair torch, bum out thy light, and lend it not 

To darken her whose light excelleth thine : 191 

And die, unhallow'd thoughts, before you blot 
With your uncleanness that which is clivine ; 
Offer pure incense to so pure a shrine : 

Let fair humanity abhor the deed 
» That spots and stains love's modest snow-white 
weed. 

*0 shame to knighthood and to shining arms! 

I O foul dishonour to my household’s grave ! 

0 impious a< 5 t, including all foul harms ! 

A martial man to be soft fancy’s slave ! 200 

True valour still a true respect should have ; 
Then my digression is so vile, so base, 

That it will live engraven in my face. 

* Yea, though I die, the scandal will survive, 

And be an eye-sore in my golden coat; 

Some loathsome dash the herald will contrive, 

To cipher me how fondly 1 did dote ; 

That my posterity, shamed with the note, 

Shall curse my bones, and hold it for no sin 
To wish that I their father had not been. 210 

* What win I, if I gain the thing T seek? 

A dream, a breath, a froth of fleeting joy. 

Who buys a minute’s mirth to wail a week? 

Or sells eternity to get a toy ? 

For one sweet grape who will the vine destroy? 
Or what fond beggar, but to touch the crown. 
Would with the sceptre straight be strucken 
down? 

* If Collatinus dream of my intent. 

Will he not wake, and in a desperate rage 
Post hither, this vile purpose to prevent? 220 
This siege that hath engirt his marriage. 

This blur to youth, this sorrow to the sage. 

This dying virtue, this surviving shame, 

Whose crime will bear an ever-during blame? 

‘ O, what excuse can my invention make, 

When thou shalt charge me with so black a deed? 
Will not my tongue be mute, my frail joints 
shake. 

Mine eyes forego their light, my false heart bleed ? 
The guilt being great, the fear doth still exceed ; 
And extreme fear can neither fight nor fly, 230 
But coward-like with trembling terror die. 

‘ Had Collatinus kill'd my son or sire, 

Or lain in ambush to betray my life, 

Or were he not my dear friend, this desire 
Mi^ht have excuse to work up>on his wife, 
i As in revenge or quittal of such strife : ^ 

But as he is my kinsman, my dear friend, 

The shame and fault finds no excuse nor end. 

* Shameful it is ; ay, if the fa< 5 l be known : 

Hateful it is ; there is no hate in loving : 340 

1 Ul beg her love ; but she is not her own : 

The worst is but denial and reproving : 

My will is strong, past reason’s weak removing. 
Who fears a sentence or an old man’s saw 
Shall by a painted cloth be kept in awe.’ 


196 Uwe*s . . . weed. i.e. chastity. 
198 household's grave. Family tomb. 
236 quittal. Payment. 
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251 effects. Desires. 

264 cheer. Countenance. 

267 colour. Pretext. 



‘Within his thoughts her heavenly image sits, And in the 
self-same seat sits Collatine’. Illustration by J, Yunge- 
Bateman, ig48 


263 seeks to. Seeks aid from. 

296 servile powers, i.e. bodily appetites. 
296-298 leader’s . . . captain, i.e. the heart. 
303 retires his ward. Draws back the lock. 


Thus, graceless, holds he disputation 
'Tween frozen conscience and hot-burning will, 
And with good thoughts makes dispensation, 
Urpng the worser sense for vantage still ; 

Which in a moment doth confound and kill 250 

• All pure effedls, and doth so far proceed, 

That what is vile shows like a virtuous deed. 

Quoth he, ‘ She took me kindly by the hand, 

And gazed for tidings in my eager eyes, 

Fearing some hard news from the warlike band, 
Where her beloved Collatinus lies. 

O, how her fear did make her colour rise ! 

First red as roses that on lawn we lay. 

Then white as lawn, the roses took away. 

* And how her hand, in my hand being lock’d, 260 
Forced it to tremble w ith her loyal fear ! 

Which struck her sad, and then it faster rock’d, 
Until her husband’s welfare she did hear; 

• Whereat she smiled with so sweet a cheer, 

That had Narcissus seen her as she stood. 
Self-love had never drown’d him in the flood. 

• * Why hunt I then for colour or excuses? 

All orators are dumb when beauty pleadeth ; 

Poor wretches have remorse in poor abuses ; 

Love thrives not in the heart that shadows 

dreadeth : 270 

Affedlion is my captain, and he leadeth ; 

And when his gaudy banner is display’d, 

The coward fights and will not be dismay’d. 

‘ Then, childish fear, avaunt ! debating, die ! 
Respeft and reason, wait on wrinkled age ! 

My heart shall never countermand mine eye : 

Sad pause and deep regard beseem the sage ; 

My part is youth, and beats these from the 
stage : 

Desire my pilot is, beauty iny prize ; 

Then who fears sinking where such treasure 
lies?’ 280 

As corn o’ergrown by weeds, so heedful fear 
Is almost choked by unresisted lust. 

Away he steals with open listening ear. 

Full of foul hope and full of fond mistrust; 

Both which, as servitors to the unjust. 

So cross him with their opposite persuasion. 
That now he vows a league, and now invasion. 

Within his thought her heavenly image sits, 

And in the self-same seat sits Collatine : 

That eye which looks on her confounds his wits ; 
That eye which him beholds, as more divine, 291 
Unto a view so false will not incline ; 

• But with a pure appeal seeks to the heart, 

Which once corrupted takes the worser part ; 

• And therein heartens up his servile powers, 

• Who, flatter'd by their leader’s jocund show, 

Stuff up his lust, as minutes fill up hours ; 

And as their captain, so their pride doth grow, 
P^ing more sla^dsh tribute than they owe. 

By reprobate desire thus madly led, 300 

The Roman lord marcheth to Lucrece’ bed. 

The locks between her chamber and his will, 

• Each one by him enforced retires his ward ; 
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• Hut, as they open, they all rate his ill. 

Which drives the creeping thief to some regard : 
The threshold grates tnedoorto have him heard : 
Night- wandering weasels shriek to see him 
there ; 

They fright him, yet he still pursues his fear. 

As each unwilling portal yields him way, 

Through little vents and crannies of the place 310 
The wind wars with his torch to make him stay. 
And blows the smoke of it into his face, 

• Extinguishing his conduct in this case ; 

But his hot heart, which fond desire doth scorch, 
Puffs forth another wind that fires the torch : 

And being lighted, by the light he spies 
Lucretia's glove, wherein her needle sticks: 

• He takes it from the rushes where it lies, 

And griping it, the needle his finger pricks ; 

As who should say ‘ This glove to wanton tricks 
Is not inured ; return again in haste ; 321 

Thou see*st our mistress’ ornaments are chaste.’ 

But all these p)Oor forbiddings could not stay him ; 
He in the worst sense construes their denial : 

The doors, the wind, the glove, that did delay him, 
He takes for accidental things of trial ; 

• Or as those bars which stop the hourly dial, 

• Who with a lingering stay his course doth let, 
Till every minute pays the hour his debt 

• *So, so,* quoth he, ‘these lets attend the time, 330 
Like little frosts that sometime threat the spring, 

• To add a more rejoicing to the prime, 

• And give the sneapsd birds more cause to sing. 

• Pain pays the income of each precious thing ; 

Huge rocks, high winds, sti ong pirates, shelves 
and sands, 

The merchant fears, ere rich at home he lands.* 

Now is he come unto the chamber door, 

That shuts him from the heaven of his thought, 
Which with a yielding latch, and with no more. 
Hath barr*d him from the blessed thing he sought. 
So from himself impiety hath wrought, 341 

That for his prey to pray he doth begin. 

As if the heavens should countenance his sin. 

But in the midst of his unfruitful prayer, 

Having solicited th* eternal power 
That his foul thoughts might compass his fair fair, 
And they would stand auspicious to the hour, 
Even there he starts : quoth he, ‘ I must deflower ; 
The powers to whom I pray abhor this fac 5 t, 
How can they then assist me in the adl? 350 

‘Then Love and Fortune be my gods, my guide ! 
My will is back*d with resolution : 

Thoughts are but dreams till their effecJls be tried ; 
The mackest sin is clear*d with absolution ; 
Against love’s lire fear’s frost hath dissolution. 
The eye of heaven is out, and misty night ^ 
Covers the shame that follows sweet delight. 

This said, his guilty hand pluck’d up the latch, 
And with his knee the door he opens wide. 

The dove sleeps fast that this night-owl will catch : 
Thus treason works ere traitors be espied, 361 
Who sees the lurking serpent steps aside ; 


304 rate. Berate, reproach. 

313 conduct. Guide. 

318 rushes. Rooms in Shakespeare’s time were strewn 
with rushes. 

327 those bars . . . dial. Divi.sions marked on a clock-face. 

328 let. Hinder. 

330 attend. Accompany. 

332 prime. Spring. 

333 sneaped. Nipped. 

334 income. Eryoyment. 
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383 this blessed league, i.e. the union between Lucrece 
and Collatine. 


387 C ozening Cheatinp 



‘Where, like a virtuous monument, she lies. To be 
admired of lewd unhallow’d eyes’. Illustration by J. 
Yunge-Bateman, 1948 


But she, sound sleeping, fearing no such thing, 
Lies at the mercy of his mortal sting. 

Into the chamber wickedly he stalks, 

And gazeth on her yet unstained bed. 

The curtains being close, about he walks, 

Rolling his greedy eyeballs in his head : 

By their high treason is his heart misled ; 

Which gives the watch-word to his hand full 
soon 370 

To draw the cloud that hides the silver moon. 

Look, as the fair and fiery-pointed sun, 

Rushing from forth a cloud, bereaves our sight ; 
Even so, the curtain drawn, his eyes begun 
To wink, being blinded with a greater light : 
Whether it is that she reflecfls so bright, 

That dazzle th them, or else some shame sup- 
posed ; 

But blind they are, and keep themselves en- 
closed. 

O, had they in that darksome prison died ! 

Then had they seen the period of their ill; 380 
Then Collatine again, by Lucrece’ side, 

In his clear bed might have reposed still : 

• But they must ope, this blessed league to kill: 

And holy-thoughted Lucrece to their sight 
Must sell her joy, her life, her world s delight. 

Her lily hand her rosy cheek lies under, 

• Cozening the pillow of a lawful kiss : 

Who, therefore angry, seems to part in sunder. 
Swelling on either side to want his bliss ; 

Between whose hills her head entombed is : 390 
Where, like a virtuous monument, she lies. 

To be admired of lewd unhallow'd eyes. 

Without the bed her other fair hand was. 

On the green coverlet ; whose perfedl white 
Show’d like an April daisy on the grass, 

With pearly sweat, resembling dew of night. 

Her eyes, like marigolds, had sheathed their 
light. 

And canopied in darkness sweetly lay. 

Till they might open to adorn the day. 

Her hair, like golden threads, play’d with her 
breath ; 400 

O modest wantons ! wanton modesty ! 

Showing life’s triumph in the map of death, 

And death’s dim look in life’s mortality : 

Each in her sleep themselves so beautify. 

As if between them twain there were no strife, 
But that life lived in death, and death in life. 

Her breasts, like ivory globes circled with blue, 

A pair of maiden worlds unconquered. 

Save of their lord no bearing yoke they knew. 
And him by oath they truly honoured. 410 

'rhese worlds in Tarquin new ambition bred ; 
Who, like a foul usurper, went about 
From this fair throne to neave the owner out. 

What could he see but mightily he noted? 

What did he note but strongly he desired? 

What he beheld, on that he firmly doted, 

And in his will his wilful eye he tired. 

With more than admiration he admired 
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Her azure veins, her alabaster skin, 

Her coral lips, her snow-^vhite dimpled chin. 

As the grim lion fawneth o’er his prey, 421 

Sharp hunger by the conquest satisfied, 

So o’er this sleeping soul doth Tarquin slay, 

His raee of lust by gazing qualified ; 

Slack’d, not suppress’d ; for standing by her side. 
His eye, which late this mutiny restrains, 

Unto a greater uproar tempts his veins: 

And they, like straggling slavesfor pillage fighting. 
Obdurate vassals fell exploits cffedling. 

In bloody death and ravishment delighting, 4-jo 
Nor children's tears nor mothers’ groans respect- 
ing, 

Swell in their pride, the onset still expelling: 
Anon his beating heart, alarum striking. 

Gives the hot charge and bids them do their 
liking. 

H is drumming heart cheers up his burning eye, 

• His eye commends the leading to his hand ; 

His hand, as proud of such a dignity, 

Smoking with pride, march’d on to make his stand 
On her bare breast, the heart of ail her land ; 

Whose ranks of blue veins, as his hand did 
scale, 44U 

Left their round turrets destitute and pale. 

They, mustering to the quiet cabinet 
Where their dear governess and lady lies, 

Do tell her she is dreadfully beset, 

And fright her with confusion of their cries: 

She, much amazed, breaks ope her lock’d up eyes, 
Who, peeping forth this tumult to behold. 

Are by his flaming torch dimm'd and con- 
troll’d. 

Imagine her as one in dead of night 
From forth dull sleep by dreadful fancy waking. 
That thinks she hath beheld some ghastly sprue, 
Whose grim aspect sets every joint a-shaking ; 
What terror ’tis ! but she, in worser taking, 
From sleep disturbed, heedfully doth view 
The sight which makes supposed terror true. 

Wrapp’d and confounded in a thousand fears, 
Like to a new-kill'd bird she trembling lies ; 

She dares not look ; yet, winking, there appears 

• Quick-shifting antics, ugly in her eyes : 

Such shadows are the weak brain’s forgeries ; 460 
Who, angry that the eyes fly from their lights. 
In darkness daunts them with more dreadful 
sights. 

His hand, that yet remains upon her breast, — 
Rude ram, to batter such an ivory wall I — 

May feel her heart — poor citizen ! — distress’d, 
Wounding itself to death, rise up and fall. 
Beating her bulk, that his hand shakes withal. 
This moves in nim more rage and lesser pity. 
To make the breach and enter this sweet city. 

First, like a trumpet, doth his tongue begin 470 
To sound a parley to his heartless foe ; 

Who o’er the white sheet peers her whiter chin, 
The reason of this rash alarm to know. 

Which he bj" #•« 


436 commends. Commits. 

4 n antics. Grotesque figures. 
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476 colour. Pretext. 

486 will. Desire, lust. 

607 Coucheth. Makes cower. 



‘If thou deny, then force must work my way . . 
Tarquinius and Lucretia. Painting after Giovanni 
Bilivert (1576 -1644) 


630 simple. Herb. 


But she with vehement prayers urgeth still 
Under what colour he commits this ill. 

• Thus he replies : ^The colour in thy face, 

That even for anger makes the lily pale, 

And the red rose blush at her own disgrace. 

Shall plead for me and tell my loving tale : 480 

Under that colour am I come to scale 

Thy never-conquer’d fort : the fault is thine, 
For those thine eyes betray thee unto mine. 

‘Thus I forestall thee, if thou mean to chide : 
Thy beauty hath ensnared thee to this night, 

• Where thou with patience must my will abide ; 
My will that marks thee for my earth's delight, 
Which I to conquer sought with all my might ; 

But as reproof and reason beat it dead. 

By thy bright beauty was it newly bred. 490 

‘I see what crosses my attempt will bring: 

I know what thorns the growing rose defends ; 

I think the honey guarded with a sting : 

All this beforehand counsel comprehends : 

But will is deaf and hears no heedful friends ; 
Only he hath an eye to gaze on beauty, 

And dotes on what he looks, 'gainst law or duty 

‘ I have debated, even in my soul, 

What wrong, what shame, what sorrow I shall 
breed ; 

But nothing can affeffion's course control, 500 
Or stop the headlong fury of his speed. 

I know repentant tears ensue the deed, 

Reproach, disdain, and deadly enmity; 

Yet strive I to embrace mine infamy.' 

This said, he shakes aloft his Roman blade, 
Which, like a falcon towering in the skies, 

• Coucheth the fowl below with his wings* shade. 
Whose crooked beak threats if he mount he dies : 
So under his insulting falchion lies 

Harmless Lucretia, marking what he tells 510 
With trembling fear, as fowl hear falcon s 
bells. 

‘Lucrece,' quoth he, ‘this night I must enjoy 
thee : 

I f thou deny, then force must work my way, 

For ill thy bed I purpose to destroy thee : 

That done, some worthless slave of thine I *11 slay. 
To kill thine honour with thy life’s decay ; 

And in thy dead arms do I mean to place him. 
Swearing 1 slew him, seeing thee emorace him. 

‘ .So thy surviving husband shall remain 
The scornful mark of every open eye ; ^ 520 

Thy kinsmen hang their heads at this disdain. 
Thy issue blurr'd with nameless bastardy ; 

And thou, the author of their obloquy, 

Shalt have thy trespass cited up in rhymes. 
And sung by children in succeeding times. 

‘But if thou yield, I rest thy secret friend: 

The fault unknown is as a thought unadted ; 

A little harm done to a great good end 
For lawful policy remains enadled. 

I The poisonous simple sometimes is compared 
In a pure compound ; being so applied, 531 
His venom in effect is purified. 
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* Then, for thy husband and thy children’s sake, 

• Tender my suit : bequeath not to their lot 
The shame that from them no device can take. 
The blemish that will never be forgot ; 

• Worse than a slavish wipe or birth-hour’s blot: 

For marks descried in men’s nativity 
Are nature’s faults, not their own infamy/ 

• Here with a cockatrice’ dead-killing eye 540 
He rouseth up himself and makes a pause ; 

While she, the pidlure of pure piety, 

• I.ike a white hind under the gripe’s sharp claws, 
Pleads, in a wilderness where are no laws, 

To the rough beast that knows no gentle 
right, 

Nor aught obeys but his foul appetite. 

But when a black-faced cloud the world doth 
threat, 

In his dim mist the aspiring mountains hiding, 
From earth’s dark womb some gentle gust doth get. 
Which blows these pitchy vapours from their bid- 

550 

• Hindering their present fall by this dividing ; 

So his unhallow’d haste her words delays, 

• And moody Pluto winks while Orpheus plays. 

Yet, foul night-waking cat, he doth but dally, 
While in his hold-fast foot the weak mouse panteth : 

• Her .sad behaviour feeds his vulture folly, 

A swallowing gulf that even in plenty wanteth : 
His ear her prayers admits, but his heart granteth 
No penetrable entrance to her plaining: 

Tears harden lust, though marble wear with rain- 
ing. 560 

Her pity-pleading eyes are sadly fixed 
In the remorseless wrinkles of his face ; 

Her modest eloquence with sighs is mixed. 
Which to her oratory adds more grace. 

She puts the period often from his place ; 

And midst the sentence so her accent breaks, 
That twice she doth begin ere once she speaks. 

She conjures him by high almighty Jove, 

By knighthood, gentry, and sweet friendship’s 
oath. 

By her untimely tears, her husband’s love, 570 
By holy human law, and common troth, 

By heaven and earth, and all the power of both, 
That to his borrow’d bed he make retire. 

And stoop to honour, not to foul desire. 

Quoth she, ‘Reward not hospitality 

• With such black payment as thou hast pretended; 
Mud not the fountain that gave drink to thee; 
Mar not the thing that cannot be amended ; 

End thy ill aim before thy shoot be ended ; 

• He is no woodman that doth bend his bow 580 
To strike a poor unseasonable doe. 

‘ My husband is thy friend ; for his sake spare me : 
Thyself art mighty ; for thine own sake leave me : 
Myself a wearing ; do not then ensnare me : 
Thou look’st not like deceit ; do not deceive me. 
My sighs, like whirlwinds, labour hence to heave 
thee : 

If ever man were moved with woman’s moans. 
Be moved with my tears, my sighs, my groans : 


634 Tender. Regard. 

637 slavish wipe. Slave’s brand, birth-hour’s blot. 
Birth mark upon bastards. 

640 cockatrice. Mythical beast that would kill with a 
look. 

643 gripe. Vulture or eagle. 

651 present. Immediate. 

653 Pluto. Roman god of the underworld. Orpheus. 
Mythical musician who could move objects with the 
music of his Ivre. 



Orpheus in the underworld, before Pluto and Proser- 
pine From a ( ieiman uoodcui, 1503 

556 vulture folly Devouring madness. 

576 pretended. Proposed. 

680 woodman Sportsman 
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603 seeded. Matured. 

606 in thy hope. As heir to the throne. 

608 vassal actors. Those who do the deed, even if 
subjects. 

622 laud. Praise. 

640 repeal. Recall from exile. 


*' All which together, like a troubled ocean, 

Beat at thy rocky and wreck-threatening heart. 
To soften it with their continual motion ; 592 

For stones dissolved to water do convert. 

O, if no harder than a stone thou art. 

Melt at my tears, and be compassionate ! 

Soft pity enters at an iron gate. 

• In Tarquin's likeness I did entertain thee : 

Hast thou put on his shape to do him shame? 

To all the host of heaven I complain me. 

Thou wrongest his honour, wound’st his princely 
name. 599 

Thou art not what thou seem’st ; and if the same, 
Thou seem’sc not what thou art, a god, a king ; 
For kings like gods should govern every thing. 

• ‘ How will thy shame be seeded in thine age, 
When thus thy vices bud before thy spring ! 

• If in thy hope thou darest do such outrage. 

What darest thou not when once thou art a king? 
(), be remembered, no outrageous thing 

• From vassal a< 5 lors can be wiped away; 

Then kings’ misdeeds cannot be hid in clay. 

‘This deed will make thee only loved for fear ; 610 
But happy monarchs still are fear’d for love : 
With foul offenders thou perforce must bear, 
When they in thee the like offences prove : 

If but for fear of this, thy will remove ; 

For princes are the glass, the school, the book. 
Where subjedis' eyes do learn, do read, do look. 

‘And wilt thou be the school where Lust shall 
learn ? 

Must he in thee read ledlures of such shame? 
Wilt thou be glass wherein it shall discern 
Authority for sin, warrant for blame, 620 

To privilege dishonour in thy name? 

• Thou back’st reproach against long-living laud, 
And makest fair reputation but a bawd. 

‘Hast thou command? by him that gave it thee, 
From a pure heart command thy rebel will : 

Draw not thy sword to guard iniquity. 

For it was lent thee all that brood to kill. 

Thy princely office how canst thou fulfil. 

When, pattern’d by thy fault, foul sin may .say. 
He learn'd to sin, and thou didst teach the way ? 

‘Think but how vile a spedlacle it were, 631 
To view thy present trespass in another. 

Men’s faults do seldom to themselves appear; 
Their own transgressions partially they smother : 
This guilt would seem death-worthy in thy brother. 
O, how are they wrapp’d in with infamies 
That from their own misdeeds askance their 
eyes! 

‘To thee, to thee, my heaved-iip hands appeal, 
Not to seducing lust, thy rash relier : 

• I sue for exiled majesty’s repeal ; ^ 640 

Let him return, and flattering thoughts retire: 
His true respcA will prison false desire, 

And wipe the dim mist from thy doting eyne, 
That thou shalt see thy state and pity mine.’ 

‘ Have done,’ quoth he : ’my uncontrolled tide 
Turns not, but swells the higher by this let. 
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Small lights are soon blown out, huge fires abide^ controlled. Overpowered. 

And with the wind in greater fury fret : 

The petty^ streams that pay a daily debt 695 tender smell. Weak scent, as in hunting. 

To their salt sovereign, with their fresh falls’ 

haste 6so 701 conceit. Imagination. 

Add to his flow, but alter not his taste.’ 

‘Thou art,’ quoth she, ‘a sea, a sovereign king; 

And, lo, there falls into thy boundless flood 
Black lust, dishonour, shame, misgoverning, 

Who seek to stain the ocean of thy blood. 

If all these petty ills shall change thy good, 

Thy sea within a puddle’s womb is hearsed, 

And not the puddle in thy sea dispersed. 

‘ So shall these slaves be king, and thou their slave ; 

Thou nobly base, they basely dignified ; 660 

Thou their fair life, and they thy fouler grave : 

Thou loathed in their shame, they in thy pride: 

The lesser thing should not the greater hide ; 

The cedar stoops not to the base shrub’s foot. 

But low shrubs wither at the cedar’s root. 

‘So let thy thoughts, low vassals to thy state* — 

‘ No more,* quom he ; ‘by heaven, 1 will not hear 
thee : 

Yield to my love ; if not, enforced hate, 

Instead of love's coy touch, shall rudely tear thee ; 

That done, despitefully I mean to bear thee 670 
Unto the base bed of some rascal groom, 

To be thy partner in this shameful doom.’ 

This said, he sets his foot upon the light, 

For light and lust are deadly enemies: 

Shame folded up in blind concealing night. 

When most unseen, then most doth tyrannize. 

The wolf hath seized his prey, the poor lamb cries : 

• Till with her own white fleece her voice controll’d 
Entombs her outcry in her lips* sweet fold : 

For with the nightly linen that she wears 680 
He pens her piteous clamours in her head; 

Cooling his hot face in the chastest tears 
That ever modest eyes with sorrow shed. 

O, that prone lust should stain so pure a bed ! 

The spots whereof could weeping purify. 

Her tears should drop on them perpetually. 

But she hath lost a dearer thing than life, 

And he hath won what he would lose again : 

This forced league doth force a further strife ; 

This momentary joy breeds months of pain ; 690 
This hot desire converts to cold disdain : 

Pure Chastity is rifled of her store, 

And Lust, the thief, far poorer than before. 

Look, as the full-fed hound or gorged hawk, 

• Unapt for tender smell or speedy flight, 

Make slow pursuit, or altogether balk 
The prey wnercin by nature they delight ; 

So surfeit-taking Tarquin /ares this night : 

His taste delicious, in digestion souring, ^ 699 
Devours his will, that lived by foul devouring. 

• O, deeper sin than bottomless conceit 
Can comprehend in still imagination f 
Drunken Desire must vomit is receipt, 

Ere he can see his own abomination. 

While Lust is in his pride, no exclamation 
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710 recreant. False, cowardly. 
721 spotted princess i e. the soul. 


722 subjects. Senses, passions. 



‘She bears the load of lust he left behind, And he the 
burthen of a guilty mind’. Illustration by J Yunge- 
Rateman, 1048 


743 heavy com'ertite. Sad penitent. 

755 ivater that doth eat in steely i.e. aqua fortis (nitrit 
acid). 


Can curb his heat or rein his rash desire, 

Till like a jade Self-will himself doth tire. 

And then with lank and lean discolour’d cheek, 
With heavy eye, knit brow, and strengthless 
pace, 

• Feeble Desire, all recreant, poor, and meek, 710 
J .ike to a bankrupt beggar wails his case : 

The flesh being proud, Desire doth fight with 
Grace, 

For there it revels ; and when that decays, 

The guilty rebel for remission prays. 

So fares it with this faultful lord of Rome, 

Who this accomplishment so hotly chased ; 

For now against him. self he sounds this doom. 
That through the length of times he stands dis- 
graced : 

Besides, his soul’s fair temple is defaced : 

To whose weak ruins muster troops of cares, 720 

• To ask the spotted princess how she fares. 

• She says, her subjedls with foul insiirredlion 
Have batter’d down her consecrated wall. 

And by their mortal fault brought in subjeeflion 
Her immortality, and made her thrall 

To living death and pain perpetual : 

Which in her prescience she controlled still. 
But her foresight could not forestall their will. 

Even in this thought through the dark night he 
stealeth, 

A captive vidtor that hath lost in gain ; 730 

Bearing away the wound that nothing healeth, 
The scar that will, despite of cure, remain ; 
Leaving his spoil perplex’d in greater pain. 

She bears the load of lust he left behind, 

And he the burthen of a guilty mind. 

He like a thievish dog creeps sadly thence ; 

She like a wearied lamb lies panting there ; 

He scowls and hates himself for his offence : 

She, desperate, with her nails her flesh doth tear: 
He faintly flies, sweating with guilty fear; 740 
She stays, exclaiming on the direful night ; 

He runs, and chides his vanish’d, loathed de- 
light. 

• He thence departs a heavy convertite ; 

She there remains a hopeless castaway : 

He in his speed looks for the morning light; 

She prays she never may behold the day, 

‘ For day,’ quoth she, ‘night’s scapes doth open lay, 
And my true eyes have never pradlised how 
To cloak offences with a cunning brow. 

‘They think not but that every eye can see 750 
The same disgrace which they themselves behold ; 
And therefore would they still in darkness be, 

To have their unseen sin remain untold ; 

For they their milt with weeping will unfold, 

• And grave, like water that doth eat in steel, 
Upon my cheeks what helpless shame 1 feel.’ 

Here she exclaims against repose and rest, 

And bids her eyes hereafter still be blind. 

She wakes her heart by beating on her breast, 
And bids it leap from thence, where it may find 
Some purer chest to close so pure a mind. 761 
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Frantic with grief thus breathes she forth her 
spite 

Against the unseen secrecy of night : 

‘ O comfort-killing Night, image of hell ! 

Dim register and notary of shame ! 

Black stage for tragedies and murders fell ! 

Vast sin-concealing chaos ! nurse of blame ! 

Blind muffled bawd ! dark harbour for defame ! 
Grim cave of death ! whispering conspirator 
With close-tongued treason and the ravisher ! 

‘O hateful, vaporous, and foggy Night! 771 
Since thou art guilty of rny cureless crime, 
Muster thy mists to meet the eastern light, 

• Make war against proportion’d course of time ; 

Or if thou wilt permit the sun to climb 

His wonted height, yet ere he go to bed, 

Knit poisonous clouds about his golden head. 

‘ With rotten damps ravish the morning air : 

Let their exhaled unwholesome breaths make sick 
I'he life of purity, the supreme fair, 780 

• Ere he arrive his weary noon-tide prick ; 

And let thy misty vapours march so thick. 

That in their smoky ranks his smother’d light 
May set at noon and make perpetual night. 

‘Were Tarauin Night, as he is but Night’s child, 

• The silver-snining queen he would distain ; 

• Her twinkling handmaids too, by him defiled. 
Through Night's black bosom should not peep 

again : 

So should I have co-partners in my pain ; 

And fellowship in woe doth woe assuage, 790 

• As palmers' chat makes short their pilgrimage. 

‘Where now I have no one to blush with me, 

To cross their arms and hang their heads with mine, 
To mask their brows and hide their infamy ; 

But I alone alone must sit and pine, 

Seasoning the earth with showers of silver brine. 
Mingling my talk with tears, my grief w'ith 
groans, 

Poor wasting monuments of lasting moans. 

‘ O Night, thou furnace of foul-reeking smoke, 
Let not the jealous Day behold that face 800 
Which underneath thy black all-hiding cloak 
Immodestly lies martyr’d with disgrace ! 

Keep still possession of thy gloomy place, 

That all the faults which in thy reign are made 
May likewise be sepulchred in thy shade ! 

* Make me not objecS to the tell-tale Day ! 

The light will show, charadler’d in my brow. 

The story of sweet chastity’s decay, 

The impious breach of holy wedlock vow : 

Yea, the illiterate, that know not how 810 

To cipher what is writ in learned books, 

Will quote my loathsome trespass in my looks. 

‘The nurse, to still her child, will tell my story, 
And fright her crying babe with Tarquin’s name : 
The orator, to deck his oratory, 

Will couple my reproach to Tarquin’s shame ; 
Feast-finding minstrels, tuning my defame, 

Will tie the hearers to attend each line, 

How Tarquin wronged me, I Collatine. 


T74 proportion d. Regular. 

7ai noon-tide prtek. The point of noon. 

786 distain. Defile. 

787 handmaids, i.e. stars. 

791 palmers. Pilgrims. 
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820 senseless reputation, i.e. for being free from 
sensuality. 

828 attaint. Disgrace. 

828 crest-wounding. Striking at family honour. 

830 mot. Motto (word). 

851 folly. Sensuality. 

859 barns. Stores in a barn. 



** *The aged man that coffers-up his gold is plagued u ith 
cramps and gouts . . Detail from a painting by 
Marinus van Reymerswaele (r. 1509 - 67 ) 


874 iil^anmxed Opportunity. Wickedly taken oppor- 
tunity. 


• ‘ Let my good name, that senseless reputation, 
For Collatine’s dear love be kept unspotted: 821 
If that be made a theme for disputation. 

The branches of another root ^e rotted, 

And undeserved reproach to him allotted 

• That is as clear from this attaint of mine 
As 1 , ere this, was pure to Coilatine. 

' 0 unseen shame ! invisible disgrace ! 

• O unfelt sore ! crest-wounding, private scar ! 
Reproach is stamp’d in Collatinus’ face, 

• And Tarquin’s eye may read the mot afar, 830 
How he in peace is wounded, not in war. 

Alas, how many bear such shameful blows, 
Which not themselves, but he that gives tbem 
knows ! 

‘ If, Coilatine, thine honour lay in me, 

From me by strong assault it is bereft. 

My honey lost, and I, a drone like bee, 

Have no perfedlion of my summer left. 

But robb’d and ransack'd by injurious theft: 

In thy weak hive a wandering wasp hath crept, 
And suck’d the honey which thy chaste bee kept. 

‘Yet am I guilty of thy honour’s wrack ; 841 

Yet for thy honour did 1 entertain him ; 

Coming from thee, I could not put him back, 

For it had been dishonour to disdain him : 
Besides, of weariness he did complain him. 

And talk'd of virtue : O unlook’d-for evil. 
When virtue is profaned in such a devil ! 

‘Why should the worm intnide the maiden bud? 
Or hateful cuckoos hatch in sparrows’ nests? 

Or toads infedl fair founts with venom mud ? 830 

• Or tyrant folly lurk in gentle breasts? 

Or kings be breakers of their own behests ? 

But no perfedlion is so absolute, 

That some impurity doth not pollute. 

‘ The aged man that coffers-up his gold 
Is plagued with cramps and gouts and painful 
fits ; 

And scarce hath eyes his treasure to behold, 

But like still-pining Tantalus he sits, 

• And useless barns the harvest of his wits ; 

Having no other pleasure of his gain 860 
But torment that it cannot cure his pain. 

‘So then he hath it when he cannot use it. 

And leaves it to be master’d by his young ; 

Who in their pride do presently abuse it : 

Their father was too weak, and they too strong, 
To hold their cursed-blessed fortune long. 

The sweets we wish for turn to loathed sours 
Even in the moment that we call them ours. 

' Unruly blasts wait on the tender spring ; 
Unwholesome weeds take root with precious 
flowers ; ^ 870 

The adder hisses where the sweet birds sing ; 
What virtue breeds iniquity devours: 

We have no good that we can say is ours, 

• But ill-annexed Opportunity 

Or kills his life or else his quality. 

*0 Opportunity, thy guilt is great! 

Tis thou that executesC the trator's treason : 


728 


Jl V/J. 


Thou sct*st the wolf where he the lamb may get ; 
Whoever plots the sin, thou 'point*st the season ; 
Tis thou that spum’st at right, at law, at reason ; 
And in thy shady cell, where none may spy hini| 
Sits Sin, to seize the souls that wander by him! 

‘Thou makest the vestal violate her oath ; 

Thou blow'st the fire when temperance is thawM ; 
Thou smother’st honesty, thou murder^st troth ; 
Thou foul abettor ! thou notorious bawd ! 

Thou plantest scandal and displacest laud : 

Thou ravisher, thou traitor, thou false thief. 
Thy honey turns to gall, thy joy to grief! 

‘ Thy secret pleasure turns to open shame, 890 
Thy private feasting to a public fast, 

Thy smoothing titles to a ragged name, 

Thy sugar’d tongue to bitter wormwood taste : 
Thy violent vanities can never last. 

How comes it then, vile Opportunity, 

Being so bad, such numbers seek for thee ? 

‘ When wilt thou be the hurnhle suppliant’s friend, 
And bring him where his suit may dc obtain’d? 

• When wilt thou sort an hour great strifes to end? 
Or free that soul which wretchedness hath chain’d ? 
Give physic to the sick, ease to the pain'd? 901 

The poor, lame, blind, halt, creep, cry out for 
thee ; 

But they ne’er meet with Opportunity. 

‘The patient dies while the physician sleeps; 

The orphan pines while the oppressor feeds ; 
Justice is feasting while the widow weeps; 

• Advice is sporting while infection breeds : 

Thou grant’st no time for charitable deeds : 

Wrath, envy, treason, rape, and murder’s rages, 

• Thy heinous hours wait on them as their pages 

‘When Truth and Virtue have to do with thee, 

A thousand crosses keep them from thy aid ; 
They buy thy help; but Sin ne’er gives a fee, 

He gratis comes ; and thou art well appaid 
As well to hear as grant what he hath said. 

My Collatine would else have come to me 
When Tarquin did, but he was stay'd by thee. 

‘ Guilty thou art of murder and of theft, 

• Guilty of perjury and subornation, 

• Guilty of treason, forgery, and shift, 920 

Guilty of incest, that abomination ; 

An accessary by thine inclination 
To all sins past, and all that are to come, 

• From the creation to the general doom. 

• ‘Mis-shapen Time, copesmate of ugly Night, 

• Swift subtle post, carrier of grisly care, 

Eater of youth, false slave to false delight, 

• Base watch of woes, sin’s pack-horse, virtue’s 

snare ; 

Thou nursest all and murdcr’st all that .ye : 

• O, hear me then, injurious, shifting Time ! 930 
Be guilty of my death, since of my crime. 

‘Why hath thy servant, Opportunity, 

Betray’d the hours thou gavest me to repose, 
Canceird my fortunes, and enchained me 

• To endless date of never-ending woes? 

• Timers oflf^ is to fine the hate of foes ; 


sort. Fit. 

907 Advice. Medical advice. 

910 heinous. Hateful. 

919 subornation. Bribing someone to commit perjury. 

920 shift. Trickery. 

924 general doom. Last Judgement. 

926 copesmate. Familiar companion. 

926 post. Post- rider. 

928 watch of woes. Watchman counting woes like the 
passing hours 

930 shifting. Cheating. 

936 date Lease 

936 fine. Bring to an end 
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‘Time’s glory is to calm contending kings . . .* Time 
rescuing Truth from a cave. From a Venetian engraving, 
1552 

960 springs. Saplings. 

963 beldam. Old woman. 

964 wit. i.e. wisdom. 

MB orts. Scraps of food. 


To eat up errors by opinion bred, 

Not spend the dowry of a lawful bed. 

‘Time’s gloiy is to calm contending kings, 

To unmask f^sehood and bring truth to Fight, 940 
To stamp the seal of time in aged things. 

To wake the morn and sentinel the ni^t, 

To wrong the wronger till he render right, 

To ruinate proud buildings with thy hours, 
And smear with dust their glittering golden 
towers ; 

‘To fill with worm-holes stately monuments, 

To feed oblivion with decay of things. 

To blot old books and alter their contents. 

To pluck the quills from ancient ravens* wings, 

• To dry the old oak’s sap and cherish springs, 950 

To spoil antiquities of hammer’d steel. 

And turn the giddy round of Fortune’s wheel ; 

• ‘To show the beldam daughters of her daughter. 
To make the child a man, the man a child, 

To slay the tiger that doth live by slaughter. 

To tame the unicorn and lion wild. 

To mock the subtle in themselves beguiled, 

To cheer the ploughman with increase ful 
crops, 

And waste huge stones with little water-drops. 

‘Why work St thou mischief in thy pilgrimage, 
Unless thou couldst return to make amends? 961 
One poor retiring minute in an age 
Would purchase thee a thousand thousand friends, 

• Lending him wit that to bad debtors lends : 

O, this dread night, wouldst thou one hour 
come back, 

I could prevent this storm and shun thy wrack ! 

‘ Thou ceaseless lackey to eternity. 

With some mischance cross Tarquin in his flight : 
Devise extremes beyond extremity, 

To make him curse this cursed crimeful night : 
Let ghastly shadows his lewd eyes affright ; 971 
And the dire thought of his committed evil 
Shape every bush a hideous shapeless devil. 

‘ Disturb his hours of rest with restless trances, 
Afflidb him in his bed with bedrid groans; 

Let there bechance him pitiful mischances. 

To make him moan ; but pity not his moans : 
Stone him with harden’d hearts, harder than stones ; 
And let mild women to him lose their mildness, 
Wilder to him than tigers in their wildness. 980 

‘ Let him have time to tear his curled hair. 

Let him have time against himself to rave. 

Let him have time of Time’s help to despair, 

Let him have time to live a loathed slave, 

• Let him have time a beggar’s orts to crave, 

And time to see one that by alms doth live 
Disdain to him disdained scraps to give. 

‘ Let him have time to see his friends his foes. 
And merry fools to mock at him resort ; 

Let him have time to mark how slow time goes 
In time of sorrow, and how swift and short 991 
His time of follv and his time of spx>rt; 

And ever let his unrecallinf crime ^ 

Have time to wail th’ abusing of his time. 
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‘ O Time, thou tutor both to good and bad, 

Teach me to curse him that thou taught’st this ill ! 
At his own shadow let the thief run mad, 

Himself himself seek every hour to kill ! 

Such wretched hands such wretched blood should 
spill ; 

For who so base would such an office have looo 
As slanderous deathsman to so base a slave ? 

‘ The baser is he, coming from a king, 

• To shame his hope with deeds degenerate : 

The mightier man, the mightier is the thing 
That makes him honour’d, or begets him hate ; 
For greatest scandal waits on greatest state. 

The moon being clouded presently is miss’d. 
But little stars may hide them when they list. 

‘ The crow may bathe his coal-black wings in mire, 
And unperceived fly with the filth away; loio 
But if the like the snow-white swan desire, 

The stain upon his silver down will stay. 

• Poor grooms are sightless night, kings glorious 

day : 

Gnats are unnoted wheresoe’er they fly, 

But eagles gazed upon with every eye. 

* Out, idle words, servants to shallow fools ! 
Unprofitable sounds, weak arbitrators! 

• Busy yourselves in skill-contending schools ; 

Debate where leisure serves with dull debaters : 
To trembling clients be you mediators : 1020 

For me, I force not argument a straw, 

Since that my case is past the help of law. 

‘ In vain I rail at Opportunity, 

At Time, at Tarejuin, and uncheerful Night; 

In vain 1 cavil with mine infamy, 

• In vain I spurn at my confirm’d despite : 

• This helpless smoke of words doth me no right. 

The remedy indeed to do me good 
Is to let forth my foul-defiled blood. 

‘ Poor hand, why quiver’st thou at this decree? 
Honour thyself to rid me of this shame; 1031 
For if 1 die, my honour lives in thee ; 

But if I live, thou livest in my defame : 

Since thou couldst not defend thy loyal dame. 
And wast afeard to scratch her wicked foe. 

Kill both thyself and her for yielding so.’ 

This said, from her bc-tumbled couch she starteth, 
To find some desperate instrument of death : 

But this no slaughterhouse no tool imparieth 
I'd make more vent for passage of her breath : 1040 
Which, thronging through her lips, so vanisheth 
As smoke from i^tna, that in air consumes. 

Or that which from discharged cannon fumes. 

‘ In vain,’ quoth she, ‘ I live, and seek in vain 
Some happy mean to end a hapless life. 

I fear’d by Tarquin's falchion to be slain, 

Yet for the self-same purpose seek a knife : 

But when I fear’d I was a loyal wife : 

So am I now : O no, that cannot be ; 

Of that true type hath Tarquin rifled me. 1050 

‘ O, that is gone for which I sought to live. 

And therefore now I need not fear to die. 

To clear this spot by death, at least 1 give 


1003 hope. Expectation iis heir. 

1013 grooms. Servant.^, labourers. 

1018 skill- con tending uhools. i.e. universities white 
disputations were regular. 

1026 despite. Wrong 

1027 helpless . . words Useless talk. 
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1062 unitf Cir.itr 



‘Nor shall he smile at thee in secret thought, Nor laugh 
with his companions at thy state*. Illustration by J. 
Yunge-Bateman, 1948 


1067 interest. Share. 

1070 will dispense. Pardon. 

1074 sable /ground. Black background. 

1079 Philomel. The nightingale. 

1064 cloudy. Sorrowful, 

1096 wayward once. Having once become angry. 
1096 bear them mild. Behave mildly. 


A badge of fame to slander’s livery ; 

A dying life to living infamy : 

Poor nelpless help, the treasure stol’n away, 
To burn the guiltless casket where it lay ! 

* Well, well, dear Collatine, thou shalt not know 
The stained taste of violated troth ; 

1 will not wrong thy true affeiflion so, xo6o 

To flatter thee with an infringed oath ; 

• This bastard graff shall never come to growth : 

He shall not boast who did thy stock pollute 
That thou art doting father of his fruit. 

* Nor shall he smile at thee in secret thought. 

Nor laugh with his companions at thy state : 

• But thou shalt know thy interest was not bought 
Basely with gold, but stol'n from forth thy gate. 
For me, I am the mistress of my fate, 

• And with my trespass never will dispense, X070 
Till life to death acquit my forced ofleiice. 

^ I will not poi.son thee with my attaint, 

Nor fold my fault in cleanly-coin’d excuses ; 

• My sable ground of sin I will not paint, 

To hide the truth of this false night's abuses: 

My tongue shall utter all ; mine eyes, like sluices, 
As from a mountain-.spring that feeds a dale. 
Shall gush pure streams to purge my impure 
tale.’ 

• Bv this, lamenting Philomel had ended 

The well-tuned warble of her nightly sorrow, 1080 
And solemn night with slow sad gait descended 
To ugly hell ; when, lo, the blushing morrow 
Lends light to all fair eyes that light will borrow : 

• But cloudy Lucrece shames herself to see, 

And therefore still in night would cloister'd be. 

Revealing day through every cranny .spies, 

And seems to point her out where she sits weeping; 
To whom she sobbing s];>eaks ; ‘ O eye of eyes, 
Why pry’st thou through my window f leave tJiy 
peeping : 

Mock with thy tickling beams eyes that are 
sleeping ; 1090 

Brand not my forehead with thy piercing light, 
F or day hath nought to do what ’s aone by ni^t ’ 

Thus cavils she with every thing she sees : 

True grief is fond and testy as a child, 

• Who wayward once, his mood with nought a|;rees : 

• Old woes, not infant sorrows, bear them mild ; 
Continuance tames the one ; the other wild. 

Like an unpradlised swimmer plunging still, 
With too much labour drowns for want of skill. 

So she, deep-drenched in a sea of care, xxoo 
Holds disputation with each thing she views, 

And to herself all sorrow doth compare ; 

No objecfl but her passion’s strength renews ; 

And as one shifts, another straight ensues : 
Sometime her grief is dumb and hath no words ; 
l^metime ’tis mad and too much talk affords. 

The little birds that tune their morning’s joy 
Midee her moans mad with their sweet melody : 
For mirth doth search the bottom of annoy ; 

Sad souls are slain in merry company; xzxo 
GMef best is pleased with grieTs society: 
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True sorrow then is feelingly sufficed 

• When with like semblance it is sympathized « 

'Tis double death to drown in ken of shore ; 

He ten times pines that pines beholding food ; 

To see the salve doth make the wound ache more ; 
Great grief grieves most at that would do it good ; 
Deep woes roll forward like a gentle flood, 

Wno, being stopp'd, the bounding banks o’er- 
flows ; 

Grief dallied with nor law nor limit knows. 1x20 

* You mocking birds/ quoth she, ‘ your tunes 

entomb 

Within your hollow-swelling feather’d breasts, 

And in my hearing be you mute and dumb : 

My restless discord loves no stops nor rests ; 

A woeful hostess brooks not merry guests : 

Relish your nimble notes to pleasing ears; 
Distress likes dumps when time is kept with 
tears. 

* Come, Philomel, that sing’st of ravishment, 

Make thy sad grove in my dishevell’d hair: 

As the dank earth weeps at thy languishment, 

So I at each sad strain will strain a tear, 1131 

• And with deep groans the diapason bear ; 

• For burden-wise 1 ’ll hum on Tarquin still, 

• While thou on Tereus descant’st better skill. 

* And whiles against a thorn thou bear’st thy part. 
To keep thy sharp woes waking, wretched I, 

To imitate thee well, against my heart 

Will fix a sharp knife to affright mine eye ; 

Who, if it wink, shall thereon fall and die. 

• These means, as frets upon an instrument, 1140 
Shall tune our heart-strings to true languish- 
ment. 

‘ And for, poor bird, thou sing’st not in the day, 
As shaming any eye should thee behold, 

Some dark deep desert, .seated from the way, 
That knows not parching heat nor freezing cold. 
Will we find out ; and there we will unfold 

To creatures stern sad tunes, to change their 
kinds: 

Since men prove beasts, let beasts bear gentle 
minds.’ 

As the poor frighted deer, that stands at gaze. 
Wildly determining which way to fly, uso 

Or one encompass’d with a winding maze, 

That cannot tread the way out readily ; 

So with herself is she in mutiny. 

To live or die which of the twain were better, 
When life is shamed, and death reproach s 
debtor. 

‘To kill myself,’ quoth she, ‘alack, what were it, 
But with my body my poor soul s pollution? 
They that lose half with greater patience ^ar it 
Than they whose whole is swallow d in confusion. 

• That mother tries a merciless conclusion iito 

Who, having two sweet babes, when death 
takes one, 

Will slay the other and be nurse to none. 

‘ My body or my soul, which was the dearer. 
When the one pure, the other made divine? 


1113 When with . . . sympathized. When it receives 
sympathy from similar behaviour. 

1126 Relish. Address. 

1127 dump},. Slow, sad sonRs. 

1132 diapason 'rhi* compass of a musical instrument. 

1133 burden -wise. The ‘burden’ was the bass part, or 
under-soiiK- 

1134 Tereus. The king of Thrace, who violated his 
sister-in-law, Philomela. His wMfe rescued her, and was 
later turned into a swallow, Philomela into a niKhtinp;ale 
and Tereus into a hoopoe. 

1140 frets. H'hc gradations on the fingerboard of a 
stringed instrument. 



‘Or one encompass’d with a winding maze . Engrav- 
ing of a coin of Knossos representing the Cretan 
labyrinth by F.W. Fairholt, in J.O. Halliwell’s edition 
of Shakespeare’s works, 1853 "65 


1160 conclusion. Experiment. 
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1206 overseen. Deceived. Whose love of either to myself was nearer, 

When both were kept for heaven and Collatine ? 
Ay me ! the bark peel’d from the lofty pine, 

His leaves will wither and his sap decay; 

So must my soul, her bark being peel’d away. 

* Her house is sack’d, her quiet interrupted, 1170 
Her mansion batter’d by the enemy ; 

Her sacred temple spotted, spoil’d, corrupted, 
Grossly engirt with daring infamy ; 

Then let it not be call’d impiety, 

If in this blemish’d fort I make some hole 
Through which I may convey this troubled soul. 

‘Yet die I will not till my Collatine 
Have heard the cause of my untimely death ; 
That he may vow, in that sad hour of mine. 
Revenge on him that made me stop my breath. 
My stained blood to Tarquin I'll bequeath, 1181 
Which by him tainted shall for him be spent, 
And as his due writ in my testament. 

* My honour I'll bequeath unto the knife 
I'hat wounds my body so dishonoured. 

"I'is honour to deprive dishonour’d life ; 

The one will live, the other being dead : 

So of shame's ashes shall my fame be bred , 

For in my death I murder shameful scorn: 

My shame so dead, mine honour is new-born. 

‘ Dear lord of that dear jewel I have lost, 1191 
What legacy shall I bequeath to thee ? 

My resolution, love, shall be thy boast, 

Dy whose example thou revenged mayst be. 

How Tarquin n|u.st be used, read it in me : 
Myself, thy friend, will kill myself, thy foe, 
And for my sake serve thou false Tarquin so. 

‘ This brief abridgement of my will I make : 

My soul and body to the skies and ground ; 

My resolution, husband, do thou take; 1200 
Mine honour be the knife's that makes my wound ; 
My shame be his that did my fame confound ; 
And all my fame that lives disbursed be 
To those that live, and think no shame of me. 

‘Thou, Collatine, shalt oversee this will ; 

• How was I overseen that thou shalt see it ! 

My blood shall wash the slander of mine ill ; 

My life’s foul deed, my life’s fair end shall free it. 
Faint not, faint heart, but stoutly say “ So be it 
Yield to my hand ; my hand shall conquer thee : 
Thou dead, both die, and both shall victors be.* 

This plot of death when sadly she had laid, 

And wiped the brinish pearl from her bright eyes, 
With untuned tongue sne hoarsely calls her maid, 
Whose swift obedience to her mistress hie.s : 

For fleet-wing’d duty with thought’s feathers flies. 
Poor Lucrece' checks unto her maid seem so 
As winter meads when sun doth melt their snow. 

Her mistress she doth give demure good-morrow, 
With soft-slow tongue, true mark of modesty, 
And sorts a sad look to her lady^s sorrow, 1221 
For why her face wore sorrow’s livery ; 

But durst not ask of her audaciously 
Why her two suns were cloud-eclipsed so, 

Nor why her fair cheeks over-wash'd with woe. 
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But as the earth doth weep, the sun being set, 
Each flower moisten’d like a melting eye ; 

Even so the maid with swelling drops gan wet 
Her circled cyne, enforced by sympathy 
Of those fair suns set in her mistress’ sky, 1230 
Who in a salt-waved ocean quench their light, 
Which makes the maid weep like the dewy 
night. 

A pretty while these pretty creatures stand, 

• Like ivory conduits coral cisterns Ailing : 

One justly weeps; the other takes in hand 
No cause, but company, of her drops spilling : 
'rheir gentle sex to weep are often willing ; 

Grieving themselves to guess at others’ smarts, 
And then they drown their eyes or break their 
hearts. 

For men have marble, women waxen, minds, 1240 
And therefore are they form’d as marble will ; 

• The weak oppress’d, the impression of strange 

kinds 

Ts form’d in them by force, by fraud, or skill: 
Then call them not the authors of their ill, 

No more than wax shall be accounted evil 
Wherein is stamp’d the semblance of a devil. 

• Their smoothness, like a goodly champaign plain. 
Lays open all the little worms that creep ; 

In men, as in a rough-grown grove, remain 
(Jave-keeping evils that obscurely sleep: 1250 

I'hrough crystal walls each little mote will peep: 
Though men can cover crimes with bold stern 
looks, 

Poor women’s faces are their own faults’ books. 

No man inveigh against the wither’d flower, 

Rut chide rough winter that the flower hath kill’d : 
Not that devour’d, but that which doth devour, 

• Is worthy blame. O, let it not be hild 

• Poor women’s faults, that they are so fulfill’d 

With men’s abuses : those proud lords, to blame. 
Make weak-made women tenants to their shame, 

• The precedent whereof in Lucrecc view, 1261 
Assail’d by night with circumstances strong 

Of present death, and shame that might ensue 
By that her death, to do her husband wrong : 
Such danger to re.sistance did belong, 

That dying fear through all her body spread ; 
And who cannot abuse a body dead ? 

By this, mild patience bid fair Lucrece speak 

• To the poor counterfeit of her complaining : 

* My girl,* quoth she, ‘ on what occasion break 
Those tears from thee, that down thy cheeks are 

raining? 1271 

If thou dost weep for grief of my sustaining, 
Know, gentle wench, it small avails my mood : 
If tears could help, mine own would do me good. 

‘ But tell me, girl, when went ’ — and there she 
stay’d 

Till after a deep groan — ‘Tarquin from hence?’ 
’Madam, ere I was up,’ replied the maid, 

* The more to blame my sluggard negligence : 

Yet with the fault I thus far can dispense ; 

Myself was stirring ere the break of day, 1280 
And, ere I rose, was Tarquin gone away. 
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conduits. Fountains, coral cisterns, i.e. eyes which 
are red from weeping. 

1242 strange kinds, i.e. dispositions other than their 
own. 

1247 champaign plain. Flat countryside. 

1257 hild. Held. 

1258 fulfiird. Filled up. 

1261 precedent. Proof, 

1269 counterfeit. Image, picture. 
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1298 Conceit. Thought. 

1300 curious-good. Too well expressed. 
1310 tenour. Statement. 

1316 stain'd excuse. Account of her shame. 
1319 fashion. Manner. 


* But, lady, if your maid may be so bold, 

She would request to know your heaviness.* 

' O, peace !’ quoth Lucrece : it should be told, 
The repetition cannot make it less ; 

For more it is than I can well express : 

And that deep torture may be call'd a hell 
When more is felt than one hath power to tell. 

* Go, get me hither paper, ink, and pen : 

Yet save that labour, for I have them here. 1290 
What should I say? One of my husband*s men 
Bid thou be ready, by and by, to bear 
A letter to my lord, my love, my dear: 

Bid him with speed prepare to carry it ; 

The cause craves haste, and it will soon be writ.' 

Her maid is gone, and .she prepares to write, 
First hovering o'er the paper with her quill : 

• Conceit and grief an eager combat fight ; 

What wit sets down is blotted straight with will ; 

• This is too curious-good, this blunt and ill: 1300 

Much like a press of people at a door, 

Throng her inventions, which shall go before. 

At last she thus begins : ' Thou worthy lord 
Of that unworthy wife that greeteth thee. 

Health to thy person ! next vouchsafe t' afford — 
Jf ever, love, tliy Lucrece thou wilt see — 

Some present speed to come and visit me. 

So, 1 commend me from our house in grief: 
My woes are tedious, though my words are 
brief.’ 

• Here folds she up the tenour of her woe, 1310 
Her certain sorrow writ uncertainly. 

By this short schedule Collatine may know 
Her grief, but not her grief’s true quality : 

She dares not thereof make discovery, 

Lest he should hold it her own gro.ss abuse, 

• Ere she with blood had stain'd her stain'd 

excuse. 

Besides, the life and feeling of her passion 
She hoards, to spend when he is by to hear her : 

• When sighs and groans and tears may grace the 

fashion 

Of her di.sgrace, the better so to clear her 1320 
From that suspicion which the world might bear 
her. 

To shun this blot, she would not blot the letter 
With words, till aAion might become them better. 

To see sad sights moves more than hear them told ; 
For then the eye interprets to the ear 
The heavy motion that it doth behold. 

When every part a part of woe doth bear. 

*Tis but a part of sorrow that we hear : 

Deep sounds make lessernoi.se than shallow fords, 
And sorrow ebbs, being blown with wind of 
words. 1330 

Her letter now is seal'd, and on it writ 
' At Ardea to my lord with more than haste.' 

The post attends, and she delivers it, 

Charging the s<iur*faced groom to hie as fast 
As lagging fowls before the northern blast ; 

Speed more than speed but dull and slow she 
deems : 

Extremity still urgeth such extremes. 
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• The homely villain court’ sies to her low ; 

And, blushing on her, with a steadfast eye 
Receives the scroll without or yea or no, 1340 
And forth with bashful innocence doth hie. 

But they whose guilt within their bosoms lie 
Imagine every eye beholds their blame ; 

For Liicrece thought he blush’d to see her 
shame 

When, silly groom ! God wot, it was defect 
Of spirit, life, and bold audacit3\ 

Such harmless creatures liave a true respe<5l 
'I'o talk in deeds, while others saucily 
Promise more speed, but do it leisurely : 

Even so this pattern of the worn-out age 1350 

• Pawn’d honest looks, but laid no words to gage. 

His kindled duty kindled her mistrust, 
rhat two red fires in both their faces blazed : 

She thought he blush'd, as knowing Tarquin’s lust, 

• And, blushing with him, wistly on him gazed ; 
Her earnest eye did make him more amazed : 

The more she saw the blood his cheeks replenish. 
The more she thought he spied in her some 
blemish. 

But long she thinks till he return again. 

And yet the duteous vassal scarce is gone. 1360 
'I'hc weary time she cannot entertain, 

For now ’tis stale to sigh, to weep, and groan : 

So woe hath wearied woe, moan tired moan, 

That she her plaints a little while doth stay, 
Pausing for means to mourn some newer way. 

At last she calls to mind where hangs a piece 
Of skilful painting, made for Priam s Troy : 
Before the which is drawn the power of Greece, 
For Helen’s rape the city to destroy, 

• Threatening cloud-kissing llion with annoy; 1370 

Which the conceited painter drew so proud, 

As heaven, it seem’d, to kiss the turrets bow’d. 

A thousand lamentable obje< 5 ls there. 

In scorn of nature, art gave lifeless life: 

Many a dry drop seem’d a weeping tear, 

Shed for the slaughter’d husband by the wife : 
The red blood reek’d, to show the painter’s strife ; 
And dying eyes gleam’d forth their ashy lights, 
Like dying coals burnt out in tedious nights. 

There might you see the labouring pioner 1380 
Begrimed with sweat, and smeared all with dust ; 
And from the towers of Troy there would appear 
The very eyes of men through loop-holes thrust, 

• Gazing upon the Greeks with little lust : 

Such sweet observance in this work was had. 
That one might see those far-off eyes look sad. 

In great commanders grace and majesty 
You might behold, triumphing in their faces ; 

In youtn, quick bearing and dexterity; 

And here and there the painter interlaces 1390 
Pale cowards, marching on with trembling paces; 
Which heartless peasants did so well resemble, 
That one would swear he saw them quake and 
tremble. 

In Ajax and Ulysses, O, what art 
Of phyuognomy might one behold I 


MSS villain. Servant. 
1351 Pawned. Pledged. 
1356 wistly. Earnestly. 
1370 annoy. Injury. 
1364 lust Liking 



*ln .Ajax and Ulysses, O, what art . ’ Ajax with 

I’lysses. From a French woodcut, 1557 
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1401 Nestor. The elder statesman on the Greek side in 
the Trojan war. 



Nestor tells the story of the Trojan War. 


1407 putVd. Curled. 

1412 nice. Precise. 

1417 boWn. Swollen. 

1436 strand of Dardan. Shore of Dardania (another 
name for Troas, the country of which Troy was the 
capital). 

1437 Simois. A tributary of the River Scamander in 
Troy. 

1440 than. Then. 

1444 steWd. Portrayed. 

1447—1448 Hecuba . . . Priam. The queen and king of 
Troy. 

1448 Pyrrhus. The slayer of Priam. 

1480 anatomized. Dissected. 


The face of either cipher’d cither’s heart ; 

Their face their manners most expressly told : 

In Ajax’ eyes blunt rage and rigour roll’d ; 

But the mild glance that sly Ulysses lent 1399 
Show’d deep regard and smiling government. 

• There pleading might you see grave Nestor stand, 
As ’twcrc encour^ing the Greeks to fight ; 
Making such sober action w'ith his hand, 

That it beguiled attention, charm’d the sight : 

In speech, it seem’d, his beard, all silver white, 
Wagg’d up and down, and from his lips did fly 

• Thin winding breath, which purl’d up to the sky. 

About him were a press of gaping faces, 

Which seem’d to swallow up his sound advice; 
All jointly listening, but with several graces, 1410 
As if some mermaid did their ears entice, 

• Some high, some low, the painter was so nice ; 

The scalps of many, almost hid behind, 

To jump up higher seem’d, to mock the mind. 

Here one man’s hand loan’d on another’s head, 
His nose being shadow'd by his neighbour’s ear ; 

• Here one being throng’d bears back, all boll’n 

and red ; 

Another smother’d seems to pelt and swear; 

And in their rage such signs of rage they bear, 
As, but for loss of Nestor’s golden words, 1420 
It seem’d they would debate with angry swords. 

For much imaginary work was there ; 

Conceit deceitful, so compa< 5 l, so kind. 

That for Achilles’ image stood his spear. 

Griped in an armed hand ; himself, behind. 

Was left unseen, save to the eye of mind : 

A hand, a foot, a face, a leg, a head, 

Stood for the whole to be imagined. 

And from the walls of strong-besieged Troy 
When their brave hope, bold Hedlor, march’d to 
field, ^ ^ 1430 

Stood many Trojan mothers, sharing joy 
To see their youthful sons bright weapons wield ; 
And to their nope they such odd atflion yield, 
That through their light joy seemed to appear, 
Like bright things stain’d, a kind of heavy fear. 

• And from the strand of Dardan, where they 

fought, 

• To Simois’ reedy banks the red blood ran. 

Whose waves to imitate the battle sought 
With swelling ridges; and their ranks began 

• To break upon the galled shore, and than 1440 

Retire again, till, meeting greater ranks. 

They join and .shoot their foam at Simois’ banks. 

To this well-painted piece is Lucrecc come, 

• To find a face where all distress is stell’d. 

Many she sees where cares have carved some, 

But none where all distress and dolour dwell’d, 

• Till she despairing Hecuba beheld. 

Staring on Priam’s wounds with her old eyes, 

• Which bleeding under Pyrrhus’ proud foot lies. 

• In her the painter had anatomized 1450 

Time’sruin, beauty’s wreck, and grim care’sreign ; 
Her cheeks with chaps and wrinkles were dis- 
guised ; 


738 




THE RAPE OF LUCRECE 


Of what she was no semblance did remain : 

Her blue blood changed to black in every vein, 
Wanting the spring that those shnink pipes had 
fed, 

Show’d life imprison’d in a body dead. 

On this sad shadow Lucrece spends her eyes, 
And shapes her sorrow to the beldam’s woes, 
Who nothing wants to answer her but cries, 

• And bitter words to ban her cruel foes : 1460 

The painter was no god to lend her those ; 

And therefore Lucrece swears he did her wrong, 
To give her so much grief and not a tongue. 

‘ Poor instrument,’ quoth she, ‘ without a sound, 
ril tune thy woes with nw lamenting tongue ; 
And drop sweet balm in Priam’s painted wound, 
And rail on Pyrrhus that hath done him wrong ; 
And with my tears quench Troy that burns so long ; 
And with my knife scratch out the angry eyes 
Of all the Greeks that are thine enemies. 1470 

• ‘ Show me the strumpet that began this stir. 

That with my nails her beauty 1 may tear. 

Thy heat of lust, fond Paris, did incur 

This load of wrath that burning Troy doth bear : 
Thy eye kindled the fire that burneth here ; 

And here in Troy, for trespass of thine eye, 
The sire, the son, the dame, and daughter die. 

* Why should the private pleasure of some one 
Become the public plague of many moe? 

Let sin, alone committed, light alone 1480 

Upon his head that hath trangressed so ; 

Let guiltless souls be freed from guilty woe : 

For one’s offence why should so many fall, 

• To plague a private sin in general? 

* Lo, here weeps Hecuba, here Priam dies, 

• Here manly Hedlor faints, here Troilus swounds, 
Here friend by friend in bloody channel lies, 

And friend to friend gives unadvised wounds, 
And one man’s lust these many lives confounds: 

Had doting Priam check’d his son’s desire, 1400 
Troy had been bright with fame and not with 
fire.’ 

Here feelingly she weeps Troy’s painted woes: 
For sorrow, like a heavy-hanging bell. 

Once set on ringing, with his own weight goes : 
Then little strength rings out the doleful knell : 
So Lucrece, set a-work, sad tales doth tell 
To pencill'd pensiveness and colour’d .sorrow : 
She lends them words, and she their looks doth 
borrow. 

She throws her eyes about the painting round, 
And whom she finds forlorn she doth lament. 

At last she sees a wretched image bound, 1501 

• That piteous looks to Phrygian shepherds lent : 
His face, though full of cares, yet show’d content ; 

Onward to Troy with the blunt swains he goes. 
So mild, that Patience seem’d to scorn his woe.s. 

In him the painter labour’d with his skill 
To hide deceit, and give the harmless show 
An humble gait, calm looks, eyes wailing still, 

A brow unbent, that seem’d to welcome woe ; 
Cheek.s neither red nor pale, but mingled so 15^0 


1460 ban. Curse. 

1471 the strumpet, i.e. Helen, wife of the Greek 
Menelaus. 



V’enus prcsentinjy; Helen to Pans. Illustration by John 
Flaxman from Homer’s Iliad, translated by Alexander 
Pope, 1793 


1484 To plague . . . general. 'Po make the whole public 
suffer, for the punishment of an individual. 

1486 Hector . . . Troilus. Trojan princes. 

1602 Phrygian, i.e. from Phrygia, in Asia minor. 
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1616 jealousy. Suspicion. 

1621 Sinon, The Greek who persuaded the Trojans to 
take in the wooden horse. 



Sinon with Thersites, a misanthropic Greek in Homer’s 
Iliad. Woodcut from Thomas Heywood’s The Iron Age, 
1632 


1624 Ilion. Alternative name for Troy. 


That blushing red no guilty instance gave, 

Nor ashy pale the fear that false hearts have. 

But, like a constant and confirmed devil. 

He entertain’d a show so seeming just, 

And therein so ensconced his secret evil, 

• That jealousy itself could not mistrust 
False^creepine craft and perjury should thrust 

Into so brimt a day such black-faced storms. 
Or blot with hell-born sin such saiiu-like forms. 

The well-skiird workman this mild image drew 

• For perjured Sinon, whose enchanting story 1521 
The credulous old IViam after slew ; 

WJiose words like wildfire burnt the shining gloiy 

• Of rich-built Ilion, that the skies were sorry, 

And little stars shot from their fixed places, 
When their glass fell wherein they view’d their 
faces. 

This pi(5lure she advisedly perused, 

And chid the painter for his wondrous skill, 
Saying, some shape in Sinon’s was abused ; 

So fair a form lodged not a mind so ill : 1 530 

And still on him she gazed ; and gazing still, 
Such signs of truth in his plain face she spied, 
That she concludes the picture was belied. 

* It cannot be,* quoth she, ‘that so much guile’ — 
She would have said * can lurk in such a look ; * 
But Tarquin’s shape came in her mind the while, 
And from her tongue ‘ can lurk’ from ‘ cannot’ took: 

* It cannot be’ she in that sense forsook, 

And turn’d it thus, * It cannot be, I find, 

But such a face should bear a wicked mind : 

* For even as subtle Sinon here is painted. 

So sober-sad, so weary, and so mild, 

As if with grief or travail he had fainted, 

To me came Tarquin armed ; so beguiled 
With outward honesty, but yet defiled 
With inward vice: as Priam him did cherish, 
So did I Tarquin ; so my Troy did perish. 

* Look, look, how listening Priam wets his eyes. 
To see those borrow’d tears that Sinon sheds ! 
Priam, why art thou old and yet not wise? 1550 
For every tear he falls a Trojan bleeds: 

His eye drops fire, no water thence proceeds ; 
Those round clear pearls of his, that move thy 

Are balls of quenchless fire to burn thy city. 

* Such devils steal efTeAs from lightless hell ; 

For Sinon in his fire doth quake with cold. 

And in that cold hot-burning fire doth dwell ; 
These contraries such unity do hold. 

Only to flatter fools and rnake them bold : 

So Priam’s trust false Sinon’s tears doth flatter, 
That he finds means to burn his Troy with water. ’ 

Here, all enraged, such passion her assails. 

That patience is quite beaten from her breast. 

She tears the senseless Sinon with her nails. 
Comparing him to that unhappy guest 
Whose deed hath made herself herself detest : 

At last she smilingly with this gives o’er ; 

*Fool, fool!’ quom she, ^his wounds will not 
be sore.’ 
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Thus ebbs and flows the current of her sorrow, 
And time doth weary time with her complaining. 
She looks for niaht, and then she longs for morrow, 
And both she thinks too long with her remaining : 
Short time seems long in sorrow’s sharp sus- 
taining : 

Though woe be heavy, yet it seldom sleeps ; 
And they that watch see time how slow it creeps. 

Which all this time hath overslipp’d her thought, 
That she with painted images hath spent ; 

Being from the feeling of her own grief brought 
By deep surmise of others’ detriment ; 

Losing her woes in shows of discontent. 1580 
It easeth some, though none it ever cured, 

To think their dolour others have endured. 

But now the mindful messenger, come back, 
Brings home his lord and other company ; 

Who finds his Lucrece clad in mourning black: 
And round about her tear-distained eye 
Blue circles stream’d, like rainbows in the sky : 

• These water-galls in her dim element 
Foretell new storms to those already spent. 

Which when her sad-beholding husband saw, 
Ainazedly in her sad face he stares : 1 591 

Her eyes, though .sod in tears, look’d red and 
raw, 

Her lively colour kill'd with deadly cares. 

He hath no power to ask her how she fares : 

Both stood, like old acquaintance in a trance, 
Met far from home, wondering each other’s 
chance. 

At last he takes her by the bloodless hand. 

And thus begins: ‘What uncouth ill event 
Hath thee befall’n, that thou dost trembling stand ? 
Sweet love, what spite hath thy fair colour spent? 
Why art thou thus attired in di.sconteiu ? 1601 

Unmask, dear dear, this moody heaviness. 

And tell thy grief, that we may give redress, * 

Three times with sighs she gives her sorrow fire, 
Ere once she can discharge one word of woe : 

• At length address’d to answer his de.sire, 

She modestly prepares to let them know 
Her honour is ta’en prisoner by the foe ; 

While Collatine and his consorted lords 
With sad attention long to hear her words. j6io 

And now this pale swan in her watery nest 
Begins the sad dirge of her certain ending ; 

* Few words,’ quotli she, ‘ shall fit the trespass best, 
Where no excuse can give the fault amending : 
In me moe woes than words are now depending ; 

And my laments would be drawn out too long. 
To tell them all with one poor tired tongue. 

*Then be this all the task it hath to say : 

• Dear hus 1 iand» in the interest of thy bed 

A stranger came, and on that pillow lay 1620 
Where thou wast wont to rest thy weary head ; 
And what wrong else may be iinaeined 
By foul enforcement might be done to me, 
From that, alas, thy Lucrece is not free, 

* For in the dreadful dead of dark midnight, 

With shining falchion in my chamber came 


1B88 water ^flails. Small haloes in the clouds. 
1606 addressed. Prepared. 

1619 interest. Possession. 
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Opposite: Tor the that was thy Lucrece, now attend 
me . . Early 19th century French engraving of Lucretia 


A creeping creature, with a flaming light, 

And softly cried Awake, thou Roman dame, 
And entertain my love ; else lasting shame 

On thee and thine this night 1 will inflidt, 1630 
If thou my love’s desire do contradidl. 

For some hard-favour’d groom of thine,” quoth 
he, 

Unless thou yoke thy liking to my will, 

I ’ll murder straight, and then I’ll slaughter thee 
And swear I found you where you did fulfil 
The loathsome adl of lust, and so did kill 
The lechers in their deed : this adt will be 
My fame and thy perpetual infamy.” 

*With this, I did begin to start and cry ; 

And then against my heart he sets his sword, 1640 
Swearing, unless I took all patiently, 

I should not live to speak another word ; 

So should iny shame still rest upon record, 

And never be forgot in mighty Rome 

Th’ adulterate death of Lucrece and her groom. 

‘Mine enemy was strong, my poor self weak, 

And far the weaker with so strong a fear : 

My bloody judge forbade my tongue to speak ; 
No rightful plea might plead for justice there : 
His scarlet lust came evidence to swear 1650 
That my poor beauty had purloin’d his eyes; 
And when the judge is robb’d the prisoner 
dies. 

‘ O, teach me how to make mine own excuse ! 

Or at the least this refuge let me find ; 

Though my gross blood be stain’d with this abuse. 
Immaculate and spotless is my mind ; 

That was not forced ; that never was inclined 
To accessary yieldings, but still pure 
Doth in her poison’d closet yet endure.’ 

Lo, here, the hopeless merchant of this loss, 1660 
With head declined, and voice damm’d up with 
woe. 

With sad set eyes, and wretched arms across, 
From lips new-waxen pale begins to blow 
The grief away that stops his answer so : 

Rut, wretched as he is, he strives in vain ; 

What he breathes out his breath drinks up 
again. 

As through an arch the violent roaring tide 
Outruns the eye that doth behold his haste. 

Yet in the eddy boundeth in his pride 

Back to the strait that forced him on so fast ; 1670 

In rage sent out, recall’d in rage, being past: 

Even so his sighs, his sorrows, make a saw. 

To push grief on, and back the same grief draw. 

Which speechless woe of his poor she attendeth. 
And his untimely frenzy thus av/aketh : 

‘ Dear lord, thy sorrow to my sorrow lendeth 
Another power ; no flood by raining slaketh. 

My woe too sensible thy passion maketh 
More feeling-painful ; let it then suffice 1679 
To drown one woe, one pair of weeping eyes. 

And for my sake, when I might charm thee so 
For she that was thy Lucrece, now attend me : 

Be suddenly revenged on my foe, 
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• Thine, mine, his own : suppose thou dost defend me 
F rom what is past : the help that thou shalt lend me 

Comes all too late, yet let the traitor die ; 

For sparing justice feeds iniquity. 

* But ere I name him, you fair lords,’ quoth she, 
Speaking to those that came with Collatiiie, 

‘ Shall plight your honourable faiths to me, 1690 
With swift pursuit to venge this wrong of mine ; 
For ’tis a meritorious fair design 
To chase injustice with revengeful arms; 
Knights, by their oaths, should right poor 
ladies’ harms.’ 

At this request, with noble disposition 
Each present lord began to promise aid, 

As bound in knighthood to her imposition, 

• Longing to hear the hateful foe bewray’d. 

But she, that yet her sad task hath not said, 1699 
The protestation stops. ‘ O, speak,’ quoth she, 
‘ How may this forced stain be wiped from me? 

* What is the quality of mine offence, 

Being constrain’d with dreadful circumstance? 
May my pure mind with the foul a6l dispense, 
My low-declined honour to advance? 

May any terms acquit me from this chance? 

Ihe poison’d fountain clears itself again; 

And why not 1 from this compelled stain?’ 

With this, they all at once began to say, 

Her body’s stain her mind untainted clears ; 1710 
While with a joyless smile she turns away 
7 'he face, that map which deep impression bears 
Of hard misfortune, carved in it with tears. 

* No, no,’ quoth she, ‘ no dame, hereafter living. 
By my excuse shall claim excuse’s giving.’ 

Here with a sigh, as if her heart would break. 
She throws formT arquin’s name : ‘ He, he,’ she says. 
But more than ^he' her poor tongue could not 
speak ; 

Till after many accents and delays, 

Untimely breathings, sick and short assays, 1720 
She utters this, * He, he, fair lords, ’tis he. 
That guides this hand to give this wound to me.’ 

Even here she sheathed in her harmless breast 
A harmful knife, that thence her soul unsheathed: 
That blow did bail it from the deep unrest 
Of that polluted prison where it breathed: 

Her contrite sighs unto the clouds bequeathed 
Her winged sprite, and through her wounds 
doth fly 

Life’s lasting date from cancell’d destiny. 

Stone-still, astonish’d with this deadly deed, 1730 
Stood Collatine and all his lordly crew ; 

Till Lucrece’ father, that beholds her bleed. 
Himself on her self-slaughter’d body threw; 

• And from the purple fountain Brutus drew 

The murderous knife, and, as it left the place, 

• Her blood, in poor revenge, held it in chase ; 

And bubbling from her breast, it doth divide 
In two slow rivers, that the crimson blood 
Circles her body in on every side, 

Who, like a late-sack’d island, vastly stood 1740 
Bare and unpeopled in this fesurful flood. 


1684 his own. Tarquin is enemy to his own salvation. 
1888 bewray* d. Revealed. 



‘She throws forth 1 'arquin’s name . Illustration by J. 
Yunge-Bateman, 1948 


1734 Brutus. Lucius Junius Brutus, forbear of Marcus 
Brutus (one of the conspirators against Julius Caesar). 

1738 heldit in chase, i.e. the blood pursued the knife out 
of her body. 


Opposite : Death of Lucrece. Painting by Lucas Cranach 
the Elder (147a-* * 555 ) 
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1748 rigol. Circlet. 

1781 death. Skull. 

1797 sorrow's interest. Right to sorrow. 


Some of her blood still pure and red remain’d, 
And some look’d black, and that false Tarquin 
stain’d. 

About the mourning and congealed face 

• Of that black blood a watery rigol goes, 

Which seems to weep upon the tainted place : 
And ever since, as pitying Lucrece’ woes, 
Corrupted blood some watery token shows ; 

And blood untainted still doth red abide, 
Blushing at that which is so putrihed. 1750 

• Daughter, dear daughter,* old Lucretius cric.s, 
‘That life was mine which thou hast here de- 
prived. 

If in the child the fathers image lies, 

Where shall I live now Lucrece is unlived? 

Thou wast not to this end from me derived. 

If children pre-decease progenitors. 

We are their offspring, and they none of ours. 

‘Poor broken glass, I often did behold 
In thy sweet semblance my old age new born ; 
But now that fair fresh mirror, dim and old, 1760 

• Shows me a bare-boned death by time outworn : 
O, from thy cheeks my image thou hast torn, 

And shiver’d all the beauty of my glass, 

That I no more can see what once I was ! 

‘ O time, cease thou thy cour.se and last no longer. 
If they surcease to be that .should survive. 

Shall rotten death make conquest of the stronger 
And leave the faltering feeble souls alive? 

The old bees die, the young pos.se.ss their hive : 
Then live, sweet Lucrece, live again and see 
Thy father die, and not thy father thee !’ 1771 

By this, starts Collatine as from a dream. 

And bids Lucretius give his sorrow place ; 

And then in key-cold Lucrece’ bleeding stream 
He falls, and bathes the pale fear in his face, 

And counterfeits to die with her a space ; 

Till manly shame bids him possess his breath 
And live to be revenged on her death. 

The deep vexation of his inward soul 

Hath served a dumb arrest upon his tongue ; 1780 

Who, mad that sorrow should his use control. 

Or keep him from heart-easing words so long, 
Begins to talk ; but through his lips do throng 
Weak words, so thick come in his poor heart's 
aid, 

That no man could distinguish what he said. 

Yet sometime ‘Tarquin* was pronounced plain, 
But through his teeth, as if the name he tore. 

This windy tempest, till it blow up rain, 

Held back his sorrow’s tide, to make it more ; 

At last it rains, and busy winds give o'er: 1790 
Then son and father weep with equal strife 
Who should weep most, for daughter or for wife. 

The one doth call her his, the other his, 

Yet neither may possess the claim they lay. 

The father says ^She’s mine.* ‘O, mine she is,* 
Replies her husband: ‘do not take away 

• My sorrow’s interest ; let no mourner say 

He weeps for her, for she was only mine, 

And only must be wail’d by Collatine.* 
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‘ O/ quoth Lucretius, ‘ 1 did give that life 1800 
Which she too early and too late hath spill’d/ 
‘Woe, woe,* quoth Collatine, ‘she was my wife 

• I owed her, and *tis mine that she hath kill’d/ * 
‘My daughter* and ‘mv wife’ with clamours fill’d 

The dispersed air, who, holding Lucrece’ life, 
Answer’d their cries, ‘my daughter* and ‘my 
wife. ' 

Brutus, who pluck’d the knife from Lucrece’ side, 
Seeing such emulation in their woe, 

Began to clothe his wit in state and pride, 
Burying in Lucrece' wound his folly’s show. 1810 
He with the Romans was esteemed so 
As silly-jeering idiots are with kings, 

For sportive words and uttering foolish things: 

But now he throws that shallow habit by, 
Wherein deep policy did him disguise; 

And arm’d his long-hid wits advisedly, 

To check the tears in Collatiniis’ eyes. 

‘ I'hou wronged lord of Rome,* quoth he, ‘arise : 
J^ct my unsounded self, supposed a fool, 

Now set thy long-experienced wit to school. 

‘ Why, Collatine, is woe the cure for woe? 1821 
Do wounds help wounds, or grief help grievous 
deeds ? 

Is it revenge to give thyself a blow 
For his foul adt by whom thy fair wife bleeds? 
Such childish humour from weak minds pro- 
ceeds : 

Thy wretched wife mistook the matter so, 

To slay herself, that should have slain her foe. 

‘Courageous Roman, do not steep thy heart 

• In such relenting dew of lamentations ; 

But kneel with me and help to bear thy part. 

To rou.se our Roman gods with invocations, 1831 
That they will suflfer these abominations, 

Since Rome herself in them doth stand dis- 
graced, 

By our strong arms from forth her fair streets 
chased. 

‘ Now, by the Capitol that we adore, 

And by this chaste blood so unjustly stain’d, 

By heaven's fair sun that breeds the fat earth’s 
store, 

By all our country rights in Rome maintain'd. 
And by chaste Lucrece' soul that late complain'd 
Her wrongs to us, and by this bloody knife, 

We will revenge the death of this true wife.' 

This said, he struck his hand upon his breast, 
And kiss'd the fatal knife, to end his vow; 

And to his protestation urged the rest. 

Who, wondering at him, did his words allow : 
Then jointly to the ground their knees they bow ; 
And that deep vow, which Brutus made before. 
He doth again repeat, and that they swore. 

When they had sworn to this advised doom, 
They did conclude to bear dead Lucrece thence : 
To show her bleeding body thorough Rome, 1851 
And so to publish Tarquin's foul offence : 

Which being done with speedy diligence, 

• The Romans plausibly did give consent 
To Tarquin’s everlasting banishment 


1803 owed. Owned. 
1829 relentmff. Melting. 



‘Now, by the Capitol that we adore .* 'fhe temple of 
Jupiter on the Capitolme hill in Rome Engraving from 
a com at the time of Vespasian 

1854 plausibly . With applause, plausivcly. 
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The Sonnets were written pari passu with Venus and Adonis and The Rape of Lucrece, 
and like them for the patron, during the three years or so from 1 592 to the winter of 
*594/5. but not published until years after, in 1609, and then not by Shakespeare. For 
many of them were far too private, too near the bone; only a few of those more appro- 
priate to the public eye were circulated and very few found their way into print. This 
was natural, for they were the patron’s property, sonnets of duty from the poet, as he 
makes perfectly clear at the end of the first section, Sonnet 26, in language closely 
similar to the dedication of Lucrece. The poet’s duty to his young Lord is three times 
emphasised : 

Lord of my love, to whom in vassalage 
Thy merit hath my duty strongly knit. 

To thee I send this written ambassage 
To witness duty, not to show my wit: 

Duty so great . . . 

The poet had reason to be eternally grateful to his young Lord, for coming to his 
rescue in 1 592-3, two plague years in which the theatres were mostly shut and which 
wreaked havoc in the profession. The young Lord’s patronage enabled Shakespeare to 
write his poems and sonnets during this period, as well as the two plays produced for 
the circle. Love’s Labour’s Lost and A Midsummer Night’s Dream. In the early 1590’s 
sonneteering was all the vogue, set in motion by Sidney’s Astrophil and Stella. Several 
sonnet-sequences were published, celebrating various Delias and Celias, but not 
Shakespeare’s. His was much too idiosyncratic and exceptional. In the first place, it was 
written for his young patron and friend, in terms of affection, gratitude and love, though 
Shakespeare makes it perfectly clear that he had no sexual interest in the youth : all that 
went into his infatuation for his mistress, the musical datk lady. For another thing, the 
relations of the three became too acutely entangled, and Shakespeare, with his open 
candid nature, laid bare his soul, the anguish he suffered. 

It is really necessary to read the Sonnets as a whole to understand the story - quite a 
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drama in itself. Shakespeare felt a quasi-parental responsibility for the chaste youth, 
who would not, in spite of his urging, do his duty by the family, marry, and carry on 
the line. When the actor-playwright met the fascinating half- Italian Emilia Lanier 
(nee Bassano), the discarded mistress of the Lord Chamberlain — shortly to become 
patron of Shakespeare’s Company — he fell completely under her spell, partly out of 
pity for her unhappiness; for, when pregnant, she was married off to another of the 
Queen’s musicians whom she disliked. (It was a comedown anyway.) In the usual 
Elizabethan manner the actor-poet got his grand friend to write to the equivocal lady on 
his behalf. She, being the kind of woman she was, tried to entangle the young Lord, 
driving the poet — who was a good deal older than the young people — to distraction as 
to their relations. 

'The situation was that commonly, and vulgarly, known as a triangle; but there were 
several things to complicate it and make it very uncommon. Shakespeare’s love for his 
friend was all the stronger for being platonic, and he felt responsible for this first sordid 
introduction to sex widi women, when the youth had been innocent and chaste, more- 
ovw an orphan: he was the head of a noble family with a duty to maintain it. Emilia 
Lanier was a bad lot - no doubt about that; Shakespeare had no doubt of it, but, a 
strongly sexed heterosexual, he could not help himself. He was infatuated, under her 
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spell, with his eyes open; and she led him a fearful dance. 

Meanwhile, another complication entered briefly into his relations with the golden 
youth: Marlowe began to compete for Southampton's favour. Marlowe was gallantly, 
aggressively homosexual ; young Southampton was ambivalent, not yet sexually settled : 
here was another cause for anxiety. To that date Marlowe was the superior artist ^ as 
Shakespeare, candid as ever, recognised; he was the better poet and the senior in 
success from the time of Tamburlaine. With the plague still reigning, and with a family 
to support at Stratford, what would happen to the actor - 

Then if he thrive and I be cast away ? 

Marlowe, as we know, shortly died; but these strains left a rift within the ideal, paradisial 
relationship with which the Sonnets began. Shakespeare assured his young patron, and 
we must believe him, so candid and open he is: 

And life no longer than thy love will stay, 

P'or it depends upon that love of thine. 

The tensions within this complex and subtle relationship, the strains upon it from 
difference of age, rank and character, the importance it had for Shakespeare, the 
inspiration he received and the anguish he endured - all led to far finer poetry than the 
unmoving expertness of Venus and Adonis or Lucrece. Some of the sonnets are among 
the most moving things he ever wrote. 

Southampton, much less vulnerable to women, disentangled himself from the lady; 
we know, independently, that he knew her husband and entertained a better opinion of 
him than she did (she maligned him, as she did Shakespeare). In the end she gave the 
older man his dismissal ; the tempestuous affair broke off, with Shakespeare going to 
Bath for cure from love's distemper - a contingency which had alarmed him too for 
young Southampton. 

Such is the bare outline of the story, which has to be grasped before the full meaning 
of the Sonnets can be reached. In 1594 the Lord Chamberlain’s Company was formed, 
with Shakespeare in a key position as both actor and playwright: the patron enabled 
him to buy a share, and henceforth he was independent. 

It is ironical, yet appropriate, that the actor should have fallen for the discarded 
mistress of the randy old nobleman, first cousin of the Queen, who became patron of 
his Company. Yet the association could hardly be closer: the Lord Chamberlain had a 
residence in Blackfriars, James Burbage had always been his man. Southampton’s 
mother married, as her second husband, Vice-Chamberlain Heneage. 

The Sonnets silted up in the Southampton household, where they remained for 
years, except for those few that circulated and became public. In 1609 the publisher 
Thorpe got hold of them and published them, with a flowery dedication to the person 
who had got them, the only person to have them: a Mr. W.H. Remember that in 
Elizabethan social usage it was regular to refer to a knight as Master - one could never 
refer to a lord as such. In 1607 Southampton's mother left all the household goods and 
chattels to her young third husband. Sir William Harvey; in 1608 he married a young 
wife; this is why in 1609 Thorpe wishes him ‘all happiness and that eternity promised 
by our ever-living poet,’ i.e. what Shakespeare had promised his young patron years 
before, if only he would marry and carry on the family to posterity. 

The Elizabethan historian can confirm the date of the Sonnets from the topical 
references: from the fall of the Queen’s favourite, Sir Walter Ralegh, in the summer of 
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1592 (‘Great princes’ favourites’, etc. Sonnet 25), to the series dealing with the rival 
poet in the present tense (Sonnet 78 following), until suddenly he disappears (in the 
valedictory Sonnet 86, and is mentioned no more), ending with the death of Marlowe, 
30 May 1593. Thence to Sonnet 107, which has two topical references converging on 
one point to give us certainty : 

The mortal moon hath her eclipse endured . . . 

And peace proclaims olives of endless age. 

The surrender of Paris to Henri IV in May 1594 gave hope of an end to the religious 
wars in France, which had been going on all through Shakespeare’s life-time so far; at 
the very same time, the Queen ~ always ‘the mortal moon’ - emerged from the shadow 
of the Lopez threat to her life, with his condemnation and execution. Sonnet 124 
concludes with, 


To this I witness call the fools of time, 

Which die for goodness who have lived for crime. 


This refers to the persecution of the Jesuits and seminar\ priests, which rose to a height 
in the winter of 1594/s. They claimed that they were martyrs for their religion, the 
government that they were a fifth column, operating against the security and laws of the 
realm in war-time. Shakespeare, as usual, aligned himself with his countrymen’s point 
of view; i.e. he was not a Catholic. Southampton was a Catholic, but not a political one, 
and conformed on James Vs accession. 

The last two Sonnets in the Southampton sequence (124, 125) refer to him as ‘the 
child of state’, and to Shakespeare’s relationship with him: 


Were’t aught to me I bore the canopy, 

With my extern the outward honouring . . 

a clear depiction of the young patron’s status as a peer of the realm. But Shakespeare’s 
last words are a dignified, but grand, statement of essential independence : no art 

But mutual render, only me for thee. 


For the benefit of the reader it should be pointed out that Sonnets i to 125 are m 
recognisable chronological order. After that, Sonnets 127 to the end deal t«am y w,th 
Shakespeare’s relationship with the Dark Lady - though these sonnets too would be he 
property of the patron, and ultimately fetched up with the rest JP'"" 

cache. In dating, however, these sonnets later in numbering come mthm the Southamp- 
ton sequence, and belong to 1592-3. the plague-years. No point in tr>'mg to insert them 
where they belong. The whole reads intelligibly like a drama, with a dramatic denoue- 
ment, and should be read as a whole. . , 

Thorpe, not Shakespeare, had got hold of the Sonnets and ^ 

their derogatory portrait of the Dark Lady, not meant or er eyes, 
two years later she inserted into her own book - a long religious P^m Suite D^Rex^ 
Judaeorum, for she had undergone a religious conversion a sc ,___grament and 

men for defaming women, a 

temper, while her poem reveals her as a remarkab y 

if long-winded, poet.^ 


I. See my edition, 
The Poems of 
Shakespeare*s 
Dark Lady, 1978. 
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SONNETS 


TO THE ONLIE BEGETTER OF 
THESE INSUING SONNETS 
MR. W. H. ALL HAPPINESSF 
AND THAT ETERNITIE 
PROMISED BY 
OUR EVER-LIVING POET 
WISHETH 

THE WELL-WISHING 
ADVENTURER IN 
SETTING 
FORTH 

T. T. 


• A bullet betide a text line indicates an annotation in the 
opposite column 


A. 

From fairest creatures we desire increase, 

That thereby beauty's rose might never die, 

But as the riper should by time decease, 

His tender heir might bear his memory : 

But thou. contraA^ to thine own bright eyes, 
Feed'st thy lijjht's flame with self-substantial fuel, 
Making a famine where abundance lies, 

Thyself thy foe, to thy sweet self too cruel. 

Thou that art now the world's fresh ornament 
e And only hendd to the gaudy spring. 

Within thine own bud buriest thy content 
• And, tender diurl, makest waste in niggarding. 


Dedication. See introduction. 


7 

10 only. Sole. 

12 niggarding. Hoardina. 

Opposite : Henry Wriothcaley, third Earl of Southamp'* 
ton and Shakespeare's patron, for whom the Sonnets 
were written 
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II 

4 weed. Garment. 

9 use. Investment. 

11 sum . . . excuse. Balance my account. 


Ill 



III : 'Look in thy glass, and tell the face thou viewst . . .* 
Painting ‘The Toilet of Venus* by Diego Velazquez 
(1599-1660) 

4 unbless some mother. Deny some woman the blessing of 
motherhood. 

6 unear'd. Uncultivated. 

a 

13 remember'd not to be. To be forgotten. 

IV 

4 frank. Generous, free. Generous. 

9 niggard. Miser. 

8 live. 'Make a living*, and 'survive through posterity*. 

V 

2 gaze. Spectacle. 

4 unfair. Deface, fairly. In beauty. 

9 summer's distillation. (Flowers*) perfumes. 

14 I^ese. Lose. 


Pity the worlds or else this glutton be, 

To eat the world's due, by the grave and thee 

II. 

When forty winters shall besiege thy brow, 

And dig deep trenches in thy beauty’s held. 

Thy youth's proud livery, so gazed on now, 

• Will be a tatter'd weed, of small worth held : 
Then being ask'd where all thv beauty lies, 
Where all the treasure of thy lusty days. 

To say, within thine own deep-sunken eyes. 
Were an all-eating shame and thriftless praise. 

• How much more praise deserved thv beauty’s use. 
If thou couldst answer *This fair child of mine 

• Shall sum my count and make my old excuse,’ 
Proving his beauty by succession thine ! 

This were to be new made when thou art old, 
And see thy blood warm when thou feel’st it cold. 

III. 

Look in thy glass, and tell the face thou vie west 
Now is the time that face should form another ; 
Whose fresh repair if now thou not renewest, 

• Thou dost beguile the world, unbless some mother. 

• For where is she so fair whose unear’d womb 
Disdains the tillage of thy husbandry ? 

Or who is he so fond will be the tomb 
Of his self-love, to stop posterity? 

Thou art thy mother’s glass, and she in thee 
Calls back the lovely April of her prime : 

So thou through windows of thine a^e shalt see 
Despite of wrinkles this thy golden time. 

• But if thou live, remember’d not to be, 

Die single, and thine image dies with thee. 

IV. 

Unthrifty loveliness, why dost thou spend 
Upon thyself thy beauty’s legacy? 

Nature’s bequest gives nothing but doth lend, 

• And being frank At lends to those are free. 

• Then, beauteous niggard, why dost thou abuse 
The bounteous largess riven thee to give ? 
Profitless usurer, why dost thou use 

• So great a sum of sums, yet canst not live? 

For having traffic with thyself alone. 

Thou of thyself thy sweet self dost deceive. 

Then how, when nature calls thee to be gone. 
What acceptable audit canst thou leave? 

Thy unused beauty must be tomb'd with thee. 
Which, used, lives th’ executor to be. 

V. 

Those hours, that with gentle work did frame 

• The lovely gaze where every eye doth dwell. 

Will play the tyrants to the very same 

• And that unfair which fairly doth excel ; 

For never-resting time leads summer on 

To hideous winter and confounds him there ; 

Sap check'd with frost and lusty leaves quite 
gone. 

Beauty o’ersnow’d and bareness every where : 

• Then, were not summer’s distillation left, 

A liquid prisoner pent in walls of glass, 
neauty*.s eiledl with beauty were bereft. 

Nor it nor no remembrance what it was : 

But flowers distill’d, though they with winter 
meet, 

• Leese but their show ; their substance still lives 

sweet 
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VI. 

Then let not winter’s ragged hand deface 
In thee thy summer, ere thou be distill’d : 

• Make sweet some vial ; treasure thou some place 
With beauty’s treasure, ere it be self-kiU’d. 

That use is not forbidden usury 

Which happies those that pay the willing loan ; 
That’s for thyself to breed another thee, 

Or ten times happier, be it ten for one ; 

Ten times thyself were hajmier than thou art, 

If ten of thine ten times refigured thee: 

Then what could death do, if thou shouldst depart, 
Leaving thee living in posterity? 

Be not self-wiird, for thou art much too fair 
To be death’s conquest and make worms thine 
heir. 

VII. 

Lo ! in the orient when the gracious light 
Lifts up his burning head, each under eye 
Doth homage to his new-appearing sight. 

Serving with looks his sacred majesty; 

And having climb’d the steep-up heavenly hill, 
Resembling strong youth in his middle age. 

Yet mortal looks adore his beauty still, 

Attending on his golden pilgrimage ; 

• But when from highmost pitch, with weary car. 
Like feeble age, he reeleth from the day, 

The eyes, ’fore duteous, now converted are 
From his low tracl and look another way ; 

So thou, thyself out-going in thy noon, 
Unlook’d on diest, unless thou get a son. 

viir. 

• Music to hear, why hear’st thou music sadly? 
Sweets with sweets war not, joy delights in joy. 
Why lovest thou that which thou reccivest not 

gladly, 

• Or else receivest with pleasure thine annoy? 

If the true concord of well-timed sounds. 

By unions married, do offend thine ear, 

• They do but sweetly chide thee, who confounds 
In singleness the parts that thou shouldst bear, 
Mark how one string, sweet husband to another, 
Strikes each in each by mutual ordering, 
Resembling sire and child and happy mother 
Who all in one, one pleasing note do sing : 

Whose speechless song, being many, seeming 
one, 

• Sings this to thee : * thou single wilt prove none. ’ 

IX. 

Is it for fear to wet a widow’s eye 
That thou consumest thyself in single life ? 

Ah ! if thou issueless shalt hap to die, 

• The world will wail thee, like a makeless wife ; 
The world will be thy widow and still weep 
That thou no form of thee hast left behind, 

• When every private widow well may keep 

By children's eyes her husband’s shape in mind. 
Look» what an unthrift in the world doth spend 
Shifts but his place, for still the world enjoys it ; 
But beauty’s waste hath in the world an end, 

And kept unused, the user so destroys it. 

No love toward others in that bosom sits 
That on himself such murderous shame com- 
mits. 


VI 

3 treasure. Enrich. 

VII 

9 car. Phoebus* chariot. 

VIII 

1 Music to hear. You whom it is music to hear. 

4 annoy, i.e. what annoys you. 

7—8 confounds . . . hear. i.e. destroys harmony by per- 
forming alone rather than in concert. 

14 none. Nothing 



A man playing a lute. Painting by Hendrick ter Brugg- 
hcn. 1624 

IX 

4 makeless. Mateless. 

7 private. Separate. 
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6 stick' St not. Don’t hesitate. 

XI 

growest . . . departest. i.e. you become, in your 
children, what you cease to be in yourself. 

XII 


6 erst. Formerly. 

7 summer's green. Wheat. 

8 bier. i.e. the harvest cart. 



XII: 'And nothing ’gainst Time’s scythe can make 
defence . . . Painting ‘Time orders Old Age to destroy 
Beauty’ by Pompeo Girolamo Batoni (1708-87) 


14 breed. Offspring, brave. Defy. 

XIII 

1 O, that you were yourself! O, that you could always be 
as you are now. 

10 husbandry. Good management (pun; 'marriage’). 


X. 

For shame ! deny that thou beaFst love to any, 
Who for thyself art so unprovident 
Grant, if thou wilt, thou art beloved of many, 
But that thou none lovest is most evident ; 

For thou art so possess’d with murderous hate 

• That ’gainst thyself thou stick’st not to conspire. 
Seeking that beauteous roof to ruinate 

Which to repair should be thy chief desire. 

O, change tny thought, that I may change my 
mind ! 

Shall hate be fairer lodged than gentle love? 

Be, as thy presence is, gracious and kind, 

Or to thyself at least kind-hearted prove : 

Make thee another self, for love of me, 

That beauty still may live in thine or thee. 

XI. 

• As fast as thou shalt wane, so fast thou growest 
In one of thine, from that which thou depaitest; 
And that fresh blood which youngly thou bestowest 
Thou mayst call thine when thou from youth con- 

yertcst 

Herein lives wisdom, beauty and increase ; 
Without this, folly, age and cold decay : 

If all were minded so, the times should cease 
And threescore year would make the world away. 
Let those whom Nature hath not made for store. 
Harsh featureless and rude, barrenly perish : 
Look, whom she best endow’d she gave the more ; 
Which bounteous gift thou shouldst in bounty 
cherish : 

She carved thee for her seal, and meant thereby 
Thou shouldst print more, not let that copy die. 

XII. 

When I do count the clock that tells the time. 

And see the brave day sunk in hideous night ; 
When I behold the violet past prime, 

And sable curls all silver’d o’er with white ; 

When lofty trees 1 see barren of leaves 

• Which erst from heat did canopy the herd, 

• And summer’s ^reen all girded up in sheaves 

• Borne on the bier with ^ite and bristly beard. 
Then of thy beauty do I question make, 

That thou among the wastes of time must go, 
Since sweets and beauties do themselves forsake 
And die as fast as they see others grow ; 

And nothing ’gainst Time’s scythe can make 
defence 

• Save breed, to brave him when he takes thee 

hence. 

XIII. 

• O, that you were yourself I but, love, you are 
No longer yours than you yourself here live: 
Against this coming end you should prepare. 

And your sweet semblance to some other give. 

So should that beauty which you hold in lease 
Find no determination ; then you were 
Yourself again after yourself's decease, 

When your sweet issue your sweet form should 

hw. 

Who lets so fair a house fidi to decay, 

• Which husbandry in honour niig^t u^old 
Against the stormy mists of winter^s day 
And barren rage m death’s eternal odd 7 

O, none but unthriftsi Dear my love, you know 
You had a father: let your son say so* 
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XIV. 

Not from the stars do I my judgement pluck ; 

• And yet methinks I have astronomy. 

But not to tell of good or evil luck. 

Of plagues, of dearths, or seasons’ quality ; 

• Nor I fortune to brief minutes tell. 

Pointing to each his thunder, rain and wind, 

Or say with princes if it shall go well, 

By oft predi^ that I in heaven find : 

But from thine eyes my knowledge I derive, 

• And, constant stars, in them 1 read such art 
As truth and beauty shall together thrive. 

If from thyself to store thou wouldst convert ; 

Or else of thee this I prognosticate ; 

• Thy end is truth’s and beauty’s doom and date. 

XV. 

When I consider every thing that grows 
Holds in perfedlion but a little moment, 

That this nuge stage presenteth nought but shows 
Whereon the stars in secret influence comment; 
When I perceive that men as plants increase. 
Cheered and check’d even by the self-same sky. 
Vaunt in their youthful sap, at height decrease. 
And wear their brave state out of memory ; 

Then the conceit of this inconstant stay 
Sets you most rich in youth before my sight. 
Where wasteful Time debateth with Decay, 

To chanTC your day of youth to sullied night ; 
And all in war with Time for love of you, 

• As he takes from you, 1 engraft you new. 

XVI. 

But wherefore do not you a mightier way 
Make war upon this bloody tyrant, Time? 

And fortify yourself in your decay 

With means more blessed than my barren rhyme? 

Now stand you on the top of happy hours, 

And many maiden gardens yet unset 

With virtuous wish would bear your living flowers, 

Mudi liker than your painted counterfeit : 

• So should the lines of life that life repair, 

Which this, Time’s pencil, or my pupil pen, 
Neither in inward worth nor outward fair. 

Can make you live yourself in eyes of men. 

To give away yourself keeps yourself still, 

And you must live, drawn by your own sweet 
skiU. 

XVII. 

Who vrill believe my verse in time to come, 

If it were fill’d with your most high deserts? 
Though yet, heaven knows, it is but as a tomb 
MHiiw hides your life and shows not half your parts. 
If I could write the beauty of your eyes 
And in fresh numbers number all your graces. 
The age to come would say *This poet lies ; 
Suchheavenly touches ne'er touch'd earthly faces.' 

should my papers yellow'd with their age 
Be scorn'd like old men of less truth than tongue, 
And your true rights be term'd a i)oct’s rage 

• And stretched metre of an antique song : 

But were some child of yours alive that time, 
You should live twice ; in it and in my rhyme. 

XVlIl. 

Shall 1 compare thee to a summer's day? 

Thou art more lovely and more temperate : 


XIV 

2 astronomy. Astrology. 

B fortune . . . tell. i.e. foretell the events of every mo- 
ment. 

10 read such art. Learn such information. 

14 doom and date. Prescribed end. 

XV 

14 engraft you new. Infuse new life into you. 

XVI 

9 lines of life. Living features (i.e. of children). 

13 give away yourself, i.e. transfer yourself into 
children. 

XVII 

12 stretched metre Hvperbole 



XVII: ‘You should live twice; in it and in my rhyme’. 
Illustration from an Hungarian edition of the Sonnets, 
1964 


757 



SONNETS XIX- XXn 
XV 111 

9 thou owest. You own. 

XX 

I wtth . . . painted, i.e. without cosmetics. 
6 rolling. Straying. 

II defeated. Cheated. 

12 one thing, i.e. a penis. 

XXI 

1 Muse. Poet. 

4 rehearse. Compare. 

8 rondure. Sphere. 

13 that like . . . well. i.e. that like rumour. 

XXII 

4 expiate. Wind up. 


Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May, 
And summer’s lease hath all too snort a date : 
Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines, 

And often is his gold complexion dimm’d ; 

And every fair from fair sometime declines, 

By chance or nature’s changing course untrimm’d ; 
But thy eternal summer shall not fade 
• Nor lose possession of that fair thou owest ; 

Nor shall Death brag thou wander’st in his shade, 
When in eternal lines to time thou growest : 

So long as men can breathe or eyes can see. 

So long lives this and this gives life to thee. 

XIX. 

Devouring Time, blunt thou the lion’s paws, 

And make the earth devour her own sweet brood; 
Pluck the keen teeth from the fierce tiger’s jaws, 
And bum the long-lived phoenix in her blood ; 
Make glad and sorry seasons as thou fleets, 

And do whate’er thou wilt, swift-footed Time, 

To the wide world and all her fading sweets ; 

But I forbid thee one most heinous crime : 

O, carve not with thy hours my love’s fair brow. 
Nor draw no lines there with thine antique pen ; 
Him in thy course untainted do allow 
For beauty’s pattern to succeeding men. 

Yet, do thy worst, old Time : despite thy wrong, 
My love shall in my verse ever live young. 

XX. 

• A woman’s face with Nature’s own hand painted 
Hast thou, the master-mistress of my passion ; 

A woman’s gentle heart, but not acquainted 
With shifting change, as is false women’s fashion ; 

• An eye more bright than theirs, less false in rolling. 
Gilding the objedt whereupon it gazeth; 

A man in hue, all ‘hues’ in his controlling. 

Which steals men’s eyes and womeas souls 
amazeth. 

And for a woman wert thou first created ; 

Till Nature, as she wrought thee, fell a-dotxng, 

• And by addition me of thee defeated, 

• By adding one thing to my purpose nothing. 

But since she prick’d thee out for women’s 
pleasure, 

Mine W thy love and thy love’s use their treasure. 

XXI. 

• So is it not with me as with that Muse 
Stirr’d by a painted beauty to his verse, 

Who heaven itself for ornament doth use 

• And every fair with his fair doth rehearse ; 
M^ing a couplement of proud compare, 

With sun and moon, with earth and sea’s rich gems, 
With April’s first-born flowers, and all things rare 

• That heaven’s air in this huge rondure hems. 

O, let me, true in love, but truly write, 

And then believe me, my love is as fair 

As any mother’s child, though not so bright 
As those gold candles fix’d in heaven’s air : 

• Let them say more that like of hearsay well; 

I will not praise that purpose not to sdl. 

XXXI. 

My glass shall not perstiade me I am old. 

So long as youth and thou are of one date; 

But when in thee time’s furrows I behold, 

• Then look I death my days should expiate. 
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For all that beauty that doth cover thee 
Is but the seemly raiment of my heart, 

Which in thy breast doth live, as thine in me : 
How can I then be elder than thou art? 

O, therefore, love, be of thyself so wary 
As I, not for myself, but for thee will ; 

Bearing thy heart, which I will keep so chary 
As tender nurse her babe from faring ill. 

• Presume not on thy heart when mine is slain ; 
Thou gavest me thine, not to give back again. 

XXIII. 

As an unperfeA adlor on the stage 
Who with his fear is put besides his part, 

Or some fierce thing replete with too much rage, 
Whose strength’s abundance weakens his own 
heart, 

• So I, for fear of trust, forget to say 
The perfedl ceremony of love’s rite, 

And m mine own love’s strength seem to decay, 
O’crchargcd with burden of mine own love’s might. 
O, let my books be then the eloquence 

• And dumb presagers of my speaking breast. 

Who plead for love and look for recompense 
More than that tongue that more hath more ex- 
press’d. 

O, learn to read what silent love hath writ : 

To hear with eyes belongs to love’s fine wit. 

XXIV. 

• Mine eye hath play’d the painter and hath stell’d 
Thy beauty’s form in table of my heart ; 

My body is the frame wherein ’tis held, 

• And perspedlive it is best painter’s art. 

For tnrough the painter must you see his skill. 

To find where your true image pidlured lies ; 
Which in my bosom’s shop is hanging still, 

That hath his windows glazed with thine eyes. 
Now see what good turns eyes for eyes have done : 
Mine eyes have drawn thy shape, and thine forme 
Are windows to my breast, where-through the sun 
Delights to peep, to gaze therein on thee ; 

Yet eyes this cunning want to grace their art ; 
They draw but what they see, know not the 
heart. 

XXV. 

Let those who arc in favour with their stars 
Of public honour and proud titles boast, 

Whilst I, whom fortune of such triumph bars, 
Unlook’d for joy in that I honour most. 

Great princes’ favourites their fair leaves spread 
But as the marigold at the sun’s cw, ^ 

And in themselves their pride lies buned, 

For at a frown they in their glory die. 

• The painful warrior famoused for fight, 

After a thousand vidlories once foil’d, 

• Is from the book of honour razed quite. 

And all the rest forgot for which he toil d : 

Then happy I, that love and am beloved 
Where I may not remove nor be removed. 

XXVI. 

Lord of my love, to whom in vassalage 
Thy merit hath my duty strongly knit, 

To thee I send this written embassage, 

To witness duty, not to show my wit : 

Duty so greaty which wit so poor as mine 
May make seem bare, in wanting words to snow it, 


13 Presume not on. Do not expect to regain. 

XXIII 

6 forget . . . rite. i.e. am no longer word-perfect in 
love’s ritual. 

10 dumb presagers. Silent messengers. 

XXIV 

1 steird. Portrayed. 

4 perspective it ts. i.e. given perspective, which is. 

XXV See introduction 
9 painful. Striving. 

11 razed. Erased 




XXV: ‘The painful warrior famoused for fight ... Is 
from the book of honour razed quite’. An allusion to the 
fall of the Queen’s favourite. Sir Walter Ralegh, in the 
summer of 15^2. Miniature of Ralegh by Nicholas 
Hilliard ^.1585 


.V.Yr 7 See introduction. 
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SONNETS XXVII-XXX 


7 conceit. Concept. 

8 all naked, will bestow it ; even though simple, will store 
it. 

10 aspect. The astrological sense. 

XXVII 

9 imaginary. Imagining. 

XXVIII 

1 Mood. 

6 shake hands. Unite. 

7 the other to complain, i.e. night making me complain. 
12 twire. Peer. 

XXIX 

1 disgrace. Disfavour. 

10 state. State of mind. 

XXX 

1 sessions. Court sittings. 


• But that I hope some good conceit of thine 

• In thy soul’s thought, all naked, will bestow it ; 
Till whatsoever star that guides my moving 

• Points on me graciously with fair aspedt 
And puts apparel on my tatter’d lovmg. 

To show me worthy of thy sweet resp^: 

Then may I dare to boast how I do love thee ; 
Till then not ^ow my head where thou mayst 
prove me. 

XXVIL 

Weary with toil, I haste me to my bed. 

The aear repose for limbs with travel dred ; 

But then begins a journey in my head. 

To work my mind, when body’s work’s expired: 
For then my thoughts^ from Uar where I abide. 
Intend a zealous pilgnmage to thee. 

And keep my drooping eyelids open wide, 
Looking on darkness which the blind do see : 

• Save that my soul’s imaginary dght 
Presents thy shadow to my sightless view, 
Which, like a jewel hung in ghastly night. 
Makes black night beauteous and her old face new. 

Lo I thus, by day my limbs, by night my mind. 
For thee and for myself no quiet find. 

XX VII I. 

• How can I then return in happy plight. 

That am debarr’d the benefit of rest t 
When day’s oppression is not eased by night. 

But day by night, and night by day. oppress’d? 
And each, though enemies to eithers reign, 

• Do in consent shake hands to torture me ; 

• The one by toil, the other to complain 
How far I toil, still farther off from thee. 

I tell the day, to please him thou art bright 
And dost him grace when clouds do blot the heaven : 
So flatter I the swart-complexion’d night, 

• When sparkling stars twire not thou gild’st the 

even. 

But day doth daily draw my sorrows longer 
And night doth nightly make grief’s strength 
seem stronger. 

XXIX. 

• When, in disgrace with fortune and men’s eyes, 

I all alone beweep my outcast state 

And trouble deaf heaven with my bootless cries 
And look upon myself and curse my fate. 
Wishing me like to one more rich in hope. 
Featured like him, like him with friends possess’d, 
Desiring this man’s art and that man’s scope. 
With what I most enjoy contented least ; 

Yet in these thoughts myself almost despising, 

• Haply 1 think on thee, and then my state. 

Like to the lark at break of day arising 

From sullen earth, sings hymns at heaven’s gate ; 
For thy sweet love remember’d such wealth 
bnngs 

That then I scorn to change my state with kings. 


XXX. 

• When to the wanenB of sweet silent thought 
I summon up rememb ran ce of things pest> 

I sigh the laitt of manjr a thing I sons^t. 

And with old woes new wail my dear nine's waste : 
Then can I drown an eye, tiimsed to flow. 

For predons friends hid in death's dateless aight« 
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And weep afresh love's long since cancell'd woe, 

• And moan the expense of many a vanish’d sight : 
Then can I grieve at grievances foregone, 

And heavily from woe to woe tell o’er 
The sad account of fore-bemoaned moan, 

Which I new pay as if not paid before. 

But if the while I think on thee, dear friend, 

All losses are restored and sorrows end, 

XXXI. 

Thy bosom is endeared with all hearts. 

Which 1 by lacking have supposed dead, 

And there reigns love and all love’s loving parts, 
And all those friends which 1 thought buried. 

• How many a holy and obsequious tear 
Hath dear religious love stol’n from mine eye 

• As interest of the dead, which now appear 
But things removed that hidden in thee lie ! 

Thou art the grave where buried love doth live, 
Hung with the trophies of my lovers gone. 

Who all their parts of me to thee did give ; 

That due of many now is thine alone : 

Their images I loved I view in thee, 

And thou, all they, hast all the all of me 

XXXII. 

• If thou survive my well-contented day, 

When that churl Death my bones with dust shall 
cover, 

And shalt by fortune once more re-survey 
These poor rude lines of thy deceased lover, 
Compare them with the bettering of the time, 
And though they be outstripp’d by every pen. 
Reserve them for my love, not for their rhyme, 
Exceeded by the height of happier men. 

O, then vouchsafe me but this loving thought: 

‘ Had my friend’s Muse grown with this growing 
age, 

A dearer birth than this his love had brought. 

To march in ranks of better equipage : 

But since he died and poets better prove, 
Theirs for their style I Ml read, his for his love.* 

XXXIll. 

Full many a glorious morning have I seen 
Flatter the mountain-tops with sovereign eye, 
Kissing with golden face the meadows green, 
Gilding pale streams with heavenly alchemy ; 
Anon permit the basest clouds to ride 
With ugly rack on his celestial face, 

And fronv the forlorn world his visage hide, 
Stealing unseen to west with this disgrace : 

Even so my sun one early morn did shine 
With all-tnumphant splendour on my brow ; 

But out, alack 1 he was but one hour mine ; 

• The region cloud hath mask’d him from me now. 

Yet him for this my love no whit disdaineth ; 
Suns of the world may stain when heaven s sun 
etaineth. 


8 expense. Loss. 

XXXI 

5 obsequious. Mourning. 

7 interest. Rightful due. 

XXXJf 

1 my well-contented day. i.e. the fulfilled day of my 
death. 

XXXIll 

12 region cloud. Clouds of the upper air. 


XXXIV. 

Why dKUt thou promise such a beauteous day 
And make me travel forth without my cloak, 

To let base clouds o'ertake me in my way, 
Hiding thy bravery in their rotten smoke ! 

Tif not enough that through the cloud thou break, 
To dry the rain on my storm-beaten «<*» 

For no well of such a salve can spew 
That the wound and cures not the disgrace : 
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A'.V.Y/r* 



XXIV: ‘Though thou repent, yet I have still the loss:’ 
Illustration by Byam Shaw, The Chiswick Shakespeare , 
1902 


14 ransom. Atone for. 

XXXV 

6 Authorizing. Justifying. 

7 salving thy amiss. Excusing your offence. 

9 to thy . . . sense. To your physical fault I bring in an 
argument. 

XXXVJ 

5 but one respect. A singleness of regard. 

6 separable spite. Spiteful separation. 

14 report. Reputation. 

XXXVII 

3 made lame. Handicapped, dearest. Uttermost. 

8 engrafted to this store, i.e. joined to this abundance. 

10 shadow. Idea, substance. Reality. 

XXXVIII 

3 argument Theme. 

4 vulgar paper. Common writing. 


Nor can thy shame give phvsic to my grief ; 
Though thou repent, yet 1 have still the loss ; 

The offender’s sorrow lends but weak relief 
To him that bears the strong offence's cross. 

Ah ! but those tears are pearl which thy love 
sheds, 

• And they are rich and ransom all ill deeds. 

XXXV. 

No more be ^ieved at that which thou hast done : 
Roses have thorns, and silver fountains mud ; 
Clouds and eclipses stain both moon and sun, 

And loathsome canker lives in sweetest bud. 

All men make faults, and even I in this, 

• Authorizing thy trespass with compare, 

• Myself corrupting, salving thy amiss. 

Excusing thy sins more than thy sins are ; 

• For to thy sensual fault I bring in sense — 

Thy adverse party is thy advocate — 

And ’gainst myself a lawful plea commence : 

Such civil war is in my love and hate 
That I an accessary needs must be 
To that sweet thief which sourly robs from me. 

XXXVI. 

Let me confess that we two must be twain, 
Although our undivided loves are one : 

So shall those blots that do with me remain 
Without thy help by me be borne alone. 

• In our two loves there is but one rcspedl, 

• Though in our lives a separable spite. 

Which though it alter not love’s sole effecfl, 

Yet doth it steal sweet hours from love’s delight. 

I may not evermore acknowledge thee, 

Lest my bewailed guilt should do thee shame. 
Nor thou with public kindness honour me, 

Unless thou take that honour from thy name : 
But do not so ; 1 love thee in such sort 

• As, thou being mine, mine is thy good report. 

XXXVII. 

As a decrepit father takes delight 
To see his a(5live child do deeds of youth, 

• So I, made lame by fortune’s dearest spite. 

Take all my comfort of thy worth and truth. 

For whether beauty, birth, or wealth, or wit. 

Or any of these all, or all, or more. 

Entitled in thy parts do crowned sit, 

• I make my love engrafted to this store : 

So then I am not lame, poor, nor despised, 

• Whilst that this shadow doth such substance give 
That 1 in thy abundance am sufficed 

And by a part of all thy glory live. 

Look, what is best, that best I wish in thee ; 
This wish I have ; then ten times happy me ! 

XXXVIII. 

How can my Muse want subjeA to invent, 

While thou dost breathe, that pouFst into my verse 

• Thine own sweet argument, too excellent 

• For every vulgar paper to rehearse?^ 

O, give thyself the tnanks^ if aught in me 
Worthy perusal stand against thy sight ; 

For who^s so dumb that cannot write to thee, 
When thou thyself dost give invention li^ht? 

Be thou the tenth Muse, ten times more m worth 
Than those old nine which rhymers invocate ; 
And he that calls on thee, let nim bring forth 
Eternal numbers to outlive long date. 
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• If my slight Muse do please these curious days, 

• The pain be mine, but thine shall be the praise. 

XXXIX. 

O, how thy worth with mamners may I sing, 

When thou art all the better part of me? 

What can mine own praise to mine own self bring? 
And what is’t but mine own when 1 praise thee? 
Even for this let us divided live, 

And our dear love lose name of single one. 

That by this separation I may give 

That due to thee which thou deservest alone. 

0 absence, what a torment wouldst thou prove, 
Were it not thy sour leisure gave sweet leave 
To entertain the time with thoughts of love, 

• Which time and ihouehts so sweetly doth deceive, 

And that thou teaoiest how to make one twain, 
By praising him here who doth hence remain ! 

XL. 

Take all my loves, my love, yea, take them all ; 
What hast thou then more than thou hadst before? 
No love, my love, that thou mayst true love call ; 
All mine was thine before thou hadst this more. 
Then if for my love thou my love receivest, 

• I cannot blame thee for my love thou usest ; 

But yet be blamed, if thou thyself deceivest 

• By wilful taste of what thyself refusest. 

1 do forgive thy robbery, gentle thief, 

Althou^ thou steal thee all my poverty ; 

And yet, love knows, it is a greater grief 
To bear love’s wrong than hate’s known injury. 

Lascivious grace, m whom all ill well shows, 
Kill me with spites ; yet we must not be foes. 

XLI. 

• Those pretty wrongs that liberty commits, 

When I am sometime absent from thy heart, 

Thy beauty and thy years full well befits, 

For still temptation follows where thou art. 
Gentle thou art and therefore to be won. 
Beauteous thou art, there <'ore to be assailed; 

And when a woman woos, what woman’s son 
Will sourly leave her till she have prevailed? 

• Ay me I but yet thou mightst my seat forbear, 
And chide thy beauty and thy straying youth, 

• Who lead thee in their riot even there 
Where thou art forced to break a twofold truth. 

Hers, by thy beauty tempting her to thee, 
Thine, by thy beauty being false to me. 

XLII. 

That thou hast her, it is not all my grief, 

And yet it may be said I loved her dearly ; 

That she hath thee, is of my wailing chief, 

A loss in love that touches me more nearly. 
Loving oflTenders, thus I will excuse ye : 

Thou dost love her, because thou know st I love her; 

• And for my sake even so doth she abuse me, 

• Suffering my friend for my sake to approve her. 
If I lose thee, my loss is my love’s gJ'in, 

And losing her, my friend hath found that loss , 
Both find each other, and I lose both twain, 

And both for my sake lay on me this cross : 

But here's the joy ; my friend and I are one , 
Sweet flattery ! then she loves but me alone. 


13 curious. Discriminating. 

14 patn. Taking of pains. 

XXXIX 

12 deceive. Beguile. 

XL 

6 thou usest. You enjoy. 

8 wilful. Deliberate. 

12 known. Open. 

13 Lascivious grace You who are gracious even in 
infidelity. 

XL! 

I pretty wrongs. Peccadilloes. 

9 my seat forbear Forgo the platt- belonging to me. 

II not. Revels. 

XLII 

1 abuse Betray. 

8 approve. Prove, try. 



XLII ; ‘And losing her, my friend hath found that loss:’ 
PaintinR ‘.'Mlegor>- of l.ove: 1 ’ (Unfaithfulness) by 
Paulo Veronese (d.1588) 




763 


SONNETS XLIII-XLVn 
XLIII 

1 tvink. Shut my eyes in sleep. 

2 unrespected. Unnoticed. 

S shadow. Image. 

XLIV 

2 Injurious. Spiteful. 

13 elements so slow. The elements that make up the 
body: earth and water - both dull and slow compared 
with fire and air. 


14 badges . . . woe. i.e. heaviness (for earth) and tears 
(for water). 



Water, one of the four elements of the universe. Engrav- 
ing from John Speed’s A Prospect of the Most Famous 
Parts of the World, 1631 

XLV 

8 melancholy. Induced by an excess of particular ele- 
ments, here water and earth. 

10 messengers, i.e. fire and water. 

XLVI 

0 'cide. Decide, impanneled, i.e. drawn up for a jury. 
10 quest Inquiry. 

12 moiety. Share. 

XLVIJ 

1 a league is took. A pact is drawn up. 


XLnz« 

• When most I wink, then do mine eyes best see, 

• For all the day they view things unrcspedled; 

But when I sleep, in dreams they look on thee. 
And darkly bright are bright in dark directed. 

• Then thou, whose shadow shadows doth make 

bright, 

How would thy shadow’s form form happy show 
To the clear day with thy much clearer light, 
When to unseeing eyes thy shade shines so ! 

How would, I say, mine eyes be blessed made 
By lookine on thee in the living day, 

When in dead night thy fair imperfe<5l shade 
Through heavy sleep on sightless eyes doth stey ! 
All days are nights to see till I see thee, 

And nights bright days when dreams do show 
thee me. 

XLIV. 

If the dull substance of my flesh were thought, 

• Injurious distance should not stop my way : 

For then despite of space I would be brought, 
From limits far remote, where thou dost stay. 

No matter then although my foot did stand 
Upon the farthest earth removed from thee ; 

For nimble thought can jump both sea and land 
As soon as think the place where he would be. 
But, ah ! thought kills me that I am not thought, 
To leap large lengths of miles when thou art gone, 
But that so much of earth and water wrought 

I must attend time’s leisure with my moan, 

• Receiving nought by elements so slow 

• But heavy tears, badges of cither’s woe. 

XLV. 

The other two, slight air and purring fire, 

Are both with thee, wherever I abide ; ^ 

The first my thought, the other my desire, 

These present-absent with swift motion slide. 

For when these quicker elements are gone 
In tender embassy of love to thee, 

My life, being made of four, with two alone 

• Sinks down to death, oppress’d with melancholy; 
Until life’s composition be rccured 

• By those swift messengers return’d from thee, 
who even but now come back again, assured 
Of thy fair health, recounting it to me : 

This told, I joy; but then no longer glad, 

I send them back again and straight grow sad» 

XLVI. 

Mine eye and heart are at a mortal war 
How to divide the conquest of thy sight ; 

Mine eye my heart thy pidlure’s sight would bar. 
My heart mine eye the freedom^ of that right. 

My heart doth plead that thou in him dost lie, — 
A closet never pierced with crystal eyes— 

But the defendant doth that plea deny 
And says in him thy fair appearance lies. 

• To 'cide this title is impanneled 

• A quest of thoughts, all tenants to the heart* 

And by their verdiA it determined 

• The cl^r eye’s moiety and the dear heart’s part : 

As thus ; mine eye’s due is thy outward part, 
And my heart’s right thy inward love of heart. 

XLVII. 

• Betwixt mine eye and heart a leafue it too^* 
And each doth good turns now unto the other ; 
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When that mine eye is famish’d for a look, 

Or heart in love with sighs himself doth smother. 
With my love’s picture then my eye doth feast 

• And to the painted banquet bids my heart ; 
Another time mine eye is my heart’s guest 
And in his thoughts of love doth share a part : 

So, either by thy pidlure or my love, 

Thyself away art present still with me ; 

For thou not farther than my thoughts canst move, 

• And 1 am still with them and they with thee ; 

Or, if they sleep, thy pidbure in my sight 
Awakes my heart to heart’s and eye’s delight. 

XLVXII. 

How careful was I, when I took my way. 

Each trifle under truest bars to thrust, 

That to my use it might unused stay 

From hands of falsehood, in sure wards of trust ! 

But thou, to whom my jewels trifles are, 

Most worthy comfort, now my greatest grief. 
Thou, best of dearest and mine only care, 

Art left the prey of every vulgar thief. 

Thee have 1 not lock’d up in any chest. 

Save where thou art not, though I feel thou art, 
Within the gentle closure of my breast, 

From whence at pleasure thou mayst come and 
part; 

And even thence thou wilt be stol’n, 1 fear, 

For truth proves thievish for a prize so dear. 

XLIX. 

Against that time, if ever that time come, 

'V^en I shall see thee frown on my defeats, 

• When as thy love hath cast his utmost sum, 

• Call’d to that audit by advised respeds ; 

Against that time when thou shalt strangely pass 
And scarcely greet me with that sun, thine eye. 
When love, converted from the thing it was, 

• Shall reasons find of settled gravity, — 

Against that time do 1 ensconce me here 
*\Wthin the knowledge of mine own desert, 

• And this my hand against myself uprear. 

To guard the lawful reasons on thy part : 

To leave poor me thou hast the strength of laws, 

• Since why to love I can allege no cause. 


How heavy do I journey on the way. 

When what I seek, my weary travel’s end, 

Doth teach that ease and that repose to say 
* Thus far the miles are measured from thy friend ! 
The beast that bears me, tired with my woe, 
Plods dully on, to bear that weight in me, 

As if by fomc instinil the wretch did know 
His riefer loved not speed, being made from thee : 
The bloody spur cannot provoke him on 
That sometimes anger thrusts into his hide ; 
Which heavily he answers with a 
More sharp to me than spurring to^ his side ; ^ 

For that same groan doth put this in my mind ; 
My grief lies onward and my joy bchina 

1 . 1 . 

► Thus my love excuse the slow offence 
Of my dull bewrur when from thee I . 

From where thou art why should I haste me thcnceT 
i Tai I return, of posting is no need. 

O. what excuse will my poor bewt then nno, 

I Wlm extremity can seem but slow? 


6 painted banquet. Visual feast. 

12 still. Always. 

XLIX 

3 cast hts utmost sum. Made its final reckoning. 

4 advised respects. Considered reasons. 

8 of settled gravity. Of decided weight. 

11—12 And this . . . part i.e. to swear, against myself, 
that your actions are just 

14 cause. Obligation. 

LI 

1 slaw offenie. Offending delay. 

4 posting Riding in haste. 

6 mtft extremity Extreme swiftness. 
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14 go. Walk. 

LII 

8 captain. Chief, carcanet. Jewelled collar. 

Llll 

2 strange shadows. Unknown persons, tend. Attend. 

4 And . . . lend. i.e. each can reflect only one of your 
excellences. 

8 tires. Clothes. 

9 foison. Harvest. 

LIV 

5 canker -blooms. Diseased hedge- roses. 

LV 

4 stone. Memorial tablet. 

6 broils. Battles. 


Then should I spur, though mounted on the wind ; 
In winged speed no motion shall I know : 

Then can no horse with my desire ke^ pace ; 
Therefore desire, of perfeA’st love being made. 
Shall neigh — ^no dull flesh — in his fiery race ; 

But love, for love, thus shall excuse mv jade ; 
Since from thee going he went wilful-slow, 

• Towards thee I ’ll run, and give him leave to go. 

LII. 

So am I as the rich, whose blessed key 
Can bring him to his sweet up-locked treasure. 
The which he will not every hour survey, 

For blunting the fine point of seldom pleasure. 
Therefore are feasts so solemn and so care. 

Since, seldom coming, in the long year set, 

Like stones of worth they thinly placed are, 

• Or captain jewels in the carcanet. 

So is the time that keeps you as my chest, 

Or as the wardrobe which the robe doth hide, 

To make some special instant special blest. 

By new unfolding his imprison’d pride. 

Blessed are you, whose worthiness gives scope, 
Being had, to triumph, being lack’d, to hope. 

LIII. 

What is your substance, whereof are you made, 

• That millions of strange shadows on you tend 7 
Since every one hath, every one, one shade, 

• And you, but one, can every shadow lend. 
Describe Adonis, and the counterfeit 

Is poorly imitated after you : 

On Helen’s cheek all art of beauty set, 

• And YOU in Grecian tires are painted new ; 

Speak of the spring and foison of the year ; 

The one doth shadow of your beauty .show, 

The other as your bounty doth appear ; 

And you in every blessed shape we know. 

In all external grace you have some part. 

But you like none, none you, for constant heart. 

LIV. 

O, how much more doth beauty beauteous seem 
Bv that sweet ornament which truth doth give ! 
The rose looks fair, but fairer we it deem 
For that sweet odour which doth in it live. 

• The canker-blooms have full as deep a dye 
As the perfumed tindlure of the roses, 

Hang on such thorns and play ajs wantonly 
When summer’s breath tneir masked buds dis- 
closes : 

But, for their virtue only is their show. 

They live unwoo’d and imrespe(5led fade, 

Die to themselves. Sweet roses do not so ; 

Of their sweet deaths are sweetest odours made; 
And so of you, beauteous and lovely youth. 
When that shall fade, my verse distills your 
truth. 


LV. 

Not marbl4, nor the jplded monuments 
Of princes, shall outlive this powerful rhyme; 
But you shall shine more bright in these contents 

• Than unswept stone besmeara with sluttish time. 
When wasteful war shall statues overturn, 

• And broils root out the work of masonry. 

Nor Mars his sword nor warisquick fire snail bum 
The living record of your memory. 
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• ’Gainst death and all-oblivious enmity 

Shall you pace forth; your praise shall still find 
room 

Even in the eyes of all posterity 

• That wear this world out to the ending doom. 

• So, till the judgement that yourself arise. 

You live in this, and dwell m lovers’ eyes. 

LVI. 

Sweet love, renew thy force ; be it not said 
Thy edge should blunter be than appetite. 

Which but to-day by feeding is allay’d, 
To-morrow sharpen^ in his former might : 

So, love, be thou ; although to-day thou fill 
Thy hungry eyes even till they wink with fullness, 
To-morrow see again, and do not kill 
The spirit of love with a perpetual dullness. 

Let this sad interim like the ocean be 

• Which parts the shore, where two contradlcd new 
Come daily to the banks, that, when they see 

• Return of love, more blest may be the view ; 

Else call it winter, which bein^ full of care 
Makes summer’s welcome thrice more wish’d, 
more rare. 

LVI I. 

Being your slave, what should I do but tend 
Upon the hours and times of your desire? 

I have no precious time at all to spend, 

Nor services to do, till you require. 

Nor dare I chide the world-without-end hour 
Whilst I, my sovereign, watch the clock for you, 
Nor think the bitterness of absence sour 
When you have bid your servant once adieu ; 
Nor dare I question with my jealous thought 

• Where you may be, or your affairs suppose, 

But, like a sad slave, stay and think of nought 
Save, where you are how happy you make those. 

So true a fool is love that in your will, 

Though you do any thing, he thinks no ill. 

LVIII. 

That god forbid that made me first your slave, 

I should in thought control your times of pleasure. 
Or at your hand the account of hours to crave, 
Being your vassal, bound to stay your leisure ! 

O, let me suffer, l^ing at your beck, 

• The imprison'd absence of your liberty ; 

• And patience, tame to sufferance, bide each check. 
Without accusing you of injury. 

• Be where you list, your charter is so strong 

• That you yourself may privilege your time 
To what you will ; to you it doth belong 
Yourself to pardon of self-doing crime. 

I am to wait, though waiting so be hell ; 

Not blame your pleasure, be it ill or well. 

Lix. 

If there be nothing new, but that which is 
Hath been before, how arc our brains beguiled, 

• Which, labouring for invention, bear amiss 
The second burthen of a former child ! 

O, that record could with a backward look. 

Even of five hundred courses of the sun, 

Show me your ima^ e in some antique book, 

• Since mind at first in charadler was done ! 

That I might see what the old world could say 
To this composed wonder of your frame ; 


9 all-oblivious enmity. Oblivion, the enemy of all. 

12 wear. Last. 

13 judgement that, judgement day when. 

LVI 

10 parts the shore. Divides the shores, contracted new. 
Newly betrothed. 

12 love. The loved one. 

LVI I 

10 suppose. Speculate about. 

LVIII 

6 The imprison'd . . . liberty. The imprisonment that 
your freedom to be absent brings. 

7 tame to sufferance. Trained to suffering, btde each 
check. Put up with each rebuke. 

9 list. Wish, charter. Privilege. 

10 privilege. Dispose of. 

L!X 

3 invention. Novelty, bear amiss. Miscarry. 

8 Since . . done! Since thought was first expressed in 

writing. 
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12 revolution he the same. One cycle repeats the other. 
LX 

5 Nativity. '^I'he new-born, the main of light. Light of day. 

7 Crooked. Malignant. 

8 confound. Destroy. 

13 times in hope. Hoped-for times. 

LXl 

8 scope and tenour. Aim and purport. 

LXIl 

10 chopp'd. Seamed, tann'd antiquity. Leathery old age. 

13 Tw . . . praise. 1 am praising you whom I identify with 
myself. 

LXJII 

1 Against. In time when. 


LXl II: ‘Against my love shall be, as I am now. With 
Time’s injurious hand crush’d and o’erworn ;* Painting 
*An Allegory’ (Cupid, Venus and Time) by Bronzino 

(1503-72) 


Whether we are mended, or whether better they^ 

• Or whether revolution be the same. 

O, sure 1 am, the wits of former days 
To subjedls worse have given admiring praise. 

LX. 

Like as the waves make towards the pebbled 
shore, 

So do our minutes hasten to their end ; 

Each changing place with that which goes before. 
In sec[uent toil all forwards do contend. 

• Nativity, once in the main of light, 

Crawls to maturitv, wherewith being crown'd^ 

• Crooked eclipses Against his gloiy fip^ht, 

• And Time that gave doth now his gift confound. 
Time doth transfix the flourish set on youth 
And delves the parallels in beauty's brow, 

Feeds on the rarities of nature's truth. 

And nothing stands but for his scythe to mow ; 

• t And yet to times in hope mv verse shall stand, 
Praising thy worth, despite nis cruel hand. 

LXI. 

Is it thy will thy image should keep open 
My heavy eyelids to the weary night? 

Dost thou desire my slumbers should be broken, 
While shadows like to thee do mock my sight? 

Is it thy spirit that thou send'st from thee 
So far from home into my deeds to pry. 

To find out shames and idle hours in me, 

• The scope and tenour of thy jealousy? 

O, no ! thy love, though much, is not so great : 

It is my lorre that keeps mine eye awake ; 

Mine own true love that doth my rest defeat, 

To play the watchman ever for thy sake : 

For thee watch I whilst thou dost wake else- 
where, 

From me far off, with others all too near. 


LXII. 

Sin of self-love possesseth all mine eye 
And all my soul and all my every part ; 

And for this sin there is no remedy. 

It is so grounded inward in my heart. 
Methinks no face so gracious is as mine, 

No shape so true, no truth of such account; 
And for myself mine own worth do define. 
As I all other in all worths surmount. ^ 

But when my glass shows me myself indeed, 

• Beated and chopp'd with tann'd antiqui^. 
Mine own self-love quite contrary I read; 
Self so self-loving were iniquity. 

• Tis thee, myself, that for myself I praise. 
Painting my age with beauty of thy days. 


LXllI. 

• Against my love shall be, as I am now. 

With Time's injurious hand crush’d and overworn ; 
When hours have drain'd his blood and fill’d his 
brow 

With lines, and wrinkles ; when his youthful morn 
Hath travell'd on to age's steepy nijght. 

And all those beauties whereof now he's IduK 
Are vanidling or vanish'd out of sight, 

Stealing away the treasure of his spri^; 

For sudi a time do I now fortify 
A^inst confounding age’s cruel knife. 

That he diall never cut from memory 
My sweet love's beautyi though my lovei^s life: 
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LXIV-LXVII SONNETS 


His beauty shall in these black lines be seen, 
And they shall live, and he in them still green. 


LX IV. 

When I have seen by Time’s fell hand defaced 
The rich proud cost of outworn buried age ; 
When sometime lofty towers I see down-razed 

• And brass eternal slave to mortal rage ; 

When I have seen the hungry ocean gain 
Advantage on the kingdom of the shore, 

And the nrm soil win of the watery main, 

• Increasing store with loss and loss with store ; 
When I have seen such interchange of state, 

Or state itself confounded to decay ; 

Ruin hath taught me thus to ruminate. 

That Time will come and take my love away. 
This thought is as a death, which cannot choose 
But weep to have that which it fears to lose. 

LXV. 

Since brass, nor stone, nor earth, nor boundless sea, 
But sad mortality o’er-sways their power, 

• How with this rage shall beauty hold a plea, 

• Whose a<5lion is no stronger than a flower? 

O, how shall summer’s honey breath hold out 
Asrainst the weckful siege of battering days. 
When rocks impregnable are not so stout, 

Nor gates of steel so strong, but Time decays? 

O fearful meditation ! where, alack, 

• Shall Time’s best jewel from Time’s chest lie hid? 
Or what strong hand can hold his swift foot back ? 
Or who his spoil of beauty can forbid? 

O, none, unless this miracle have might, 

That in black ink my love may still shine bright. 

LXVI. 

Tired with all these, fnr restful death I cry, 

As, to behold desert a l^eggar born, 

• And needy nothing trimm’d in jollity, 

And purest faith unhappily forsworn, 

And gilded honour shamefully misplaced. 

And maiden virtue rudely strumpeted, 

And right perfedlion vrongfully disgraced, 

• And strength by limping sway disaQed, 

And art made tongue-tied by authority, 

• And folly dodlor-like controlling skill, 

• And simple truth miscall’d simplicity, 

And captive good attending captain ill : 

Tired with all these, from these would I be gone, 
Save that, to die, I lca\ e my love alone. 


LXIV 

4 brass eternal. Everlasting brass, mortal rage. Ravages 
of men. 

8 Increasing store with loss and loss with store, i.e. one 
gaining by the other’s loss and one losing with the 
other’s gain. 

LXV 

3 rage. Destructive power. 

4 action. Case. 

10 Time's best jewel, i.e. beauty. 

LXVI 


3 needy . . .jollity, i.e. empty nobody gaily bedecked. 

8 b\' . . . disabled, i.e. weakened by incompetent leader- 
ship 

10 doctordike. i.e. pedantically. 

11 simplicity Stupidity. 



LXVII. 

Ah ! wherefore with iiifeAion should he live, 

And with his presence grace impiety. 

That sin by him advantage should achieve 

• And lace itself with his society? 

Why should false painting imitate his cheek 

• Ana steal dead seeing of his living hue ? 

• Why idioold poor beauty indircdlly seek 
Roses of shadow, since his rose is tnie? 

Why should he live, now Nature bankrupt is, 

• Beggar'd of Wood to blush through lively veins? 
O For she hath no exchequer now but his 

And, proud of many, lives upon his gains. 

O, nbn she stores, to show what wealth she had 
Ell days long since, before these last so bad. 


Death with a victim. From a medieval woodcut 
LXVII 

4 lace. Ornament. 

6 dead seeing. The lifeless appearance. 

7 poor. Inferior, indirectly. By imitation. 

10 Beggar'd . . . retns. i.e. lacking the blood to blush 
naturally. 

11 exchequer, i.e. treasury. 
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LXVIII 

3 bastard signs. Cosmetics. 

LXIX 

4 commend. Admit. 

LXX 

3 suspect. Suspicion. 

10 charged. Attacked 

12 tie up envy. i.e. silence malice. 

14 owe. Own. 


LXVIII. 

Thus is his cheek the map of days outworn, 
When beauty lived and died as flowers do now, 

• Before these bastard signs of fair were bom. 

Or durst inhabit on a living brow ; 

Before the golden tresses of the dead, 

The right of sepulchres, were shorn away. 

To live a second life on second head ; 

Ere beauty's dead fleece made another gay : 

In him those holy antitjue hours are seen. 
Without all ornament, itself and true, 

Making no summer of another’s green, 

Robbing no old to dress his beauty new ; 

And him as for a map doth Nature store, 

To show fal.se Art what beauty was of yore. 

LXIX. 

Those parts of thee that the world’s eye doth view 
Want nothing that the thought of hearts can mend ; 
All tongues, the voice of souls, give thee that due, 

• Uttering bare truth, even so as foes commend. 
Thy outward thus with outward praise is crown’d ; 
But those same tongues that give thee so thine own 
In other accents do this praise confound 

By seeing farther than the eye hath shown. 

They look into the beauty of thy mind, 

And that, in guess, they measure by thy deeds ; 
Then, churls, their thoughts, although their eyes 
were kind, 

To thy fair flower add the rank smell of weeds: 
But why thy odour matcheth not thy .show, 
l‘he solve is this, that thou dost common grow, 

LXX. 

That thou art blamed shall not be thy defedl. 

For slander’s mark was ever yet the fair ; 

• The ornament of beauty is suspe<5t, 

A crow that flies in heaven's sweetest air. 

So thou be good, slander doth but approve 
Thy worth the greater, being woo'd of time ; 

For canker vice the sweetest buds doth love. 

And thou present’st a pure unstained prime. 

Thou hast pass’d by the ambush of young days, 

• Either not assail’d or vi(5lor being charged ; 

Yet this thy praise cannot be so thy praise, 

• To tie up envy evermore enlarged : 

If some suspedl of ill mask’d not thy show, 

• Then thou alone kingdoms of hearts shouldst 

owe. 


LXXI. 

No longer mourn for me when I am dead 
Than you shall hear the surly sullen bell 
Give warning to the world that I am fled 
From this vile world, with vilest worms to dwell: 
Nay, if you read this line, remember not 
The hand that writ it ; for I love you so 
That I in your sweet thoughts would be forgot 
If thinking on me then should make you woe. 

O, if, I say, you look upon this verse 
When I perhaps compounded am with clay. 

Do not so much as my pror name rehearse. 

But let your love even with my life decay. 

Lest the wise world should look into your moan 
And mock you with me after I am gone, 

Lxxn. 

O. lest the world should task you to recite 
what merit lived in me, that you should love 
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After my death, dear love, forget me quite, 

For you in me can nothing worthy prove ; 

Unless you would devise some virtuous lie, 

To do more for me than mine own desert. 

And hang more praise upon deceased 1 
Than niggard truth would willingly impart : 

O, lest your true love may seem false in this, 

That you for love speak well of me untrue, 

My name be buried where my body is, 

And live no more to shame nor me nor you. 

For I am shamed by that which I bring forth, 
And so should you, to love things nothing worth. 

LXXIII. 

That time of year thou mayst in me behold 
When yellow leaves, or none, or few, do hang 
Upon those boughs which shake against the cold. 
Bare ruin’d choirs, where late the sweet birds 
sang. 

In me thou see’st the twilight of such day 
As after sunset fadeth in the west, 

Which by and by black night doth take away, 

• Death's second self, that seals up all in rest. 

In me thou see'st the glowing of such fire 
That on the ashes of his youth doth lie, 

As the death-bed whereon it must expire 

• Consumed with that which it was nourish’d by. 

This thou perccivest, which makes thy love 
more strong, 

Tolovc that well which thou must leave ere long. 


LXXJII 

8 Death* s second self. i.e. sleep. 

12 with that . . . by. i.e. the fire of life. 

LXXIV 

2 Without all bail. Without reprieve. 

3 line. Poem. 

13 worth of that. Only value of (the body), ts that which 
it contains, i.e. the soul. 

14 tlm I.e. his spirit 
LXXV 

3 peace of you. i.e. the peace you bring me. hold such 
strife. Struggle. 

6 Doubting. Fearing. 

8 better'd. Better pleased. 

14 Or . away. Either wholly given up to you or wholly 
deprived. 


LXXIV. 

But be contented : when that fell arrest 

• Without all bail shall carry me away, 

• My life hath in this line some interest, 

Wnich for memorial still with thee shall stay. 
When thou reviewest this, thou dost review 
The very part was consecrate to thee : 

The earth can have but earth, which is his due ; 
My spirit is thine, the better part of 
So then thou hast but lost the dregs of life, 

The prey of worms, my body being dead. 

The coward conquest of a wretch’s knife, 

Too base of thee to be remembered. 

• The worth of that is that which it contains, 

• And that is this, and this with thee remains. 

LXXV. 

So arc you to my thoughts as food to life, 

Or as sweet-.season'd showers are to the ground : 

• And for the peace of you I hold such strife 
As ’twixt a miser and his wealth is found ; 

Now proud as an enjoyer and anon 

• Doubting the filching age will steal his treasure, 
Now counting best to be with you alone, 

• Then better’d that the world may see my pleasure ; 
Sometime all full with feasting on your sight 
And by and by clean starved for a look ; 
Possessing or pursuing no delight, 

Save what is had or must from you be took. 
Thus do I pine and surfeit day by day, 

• Or gluttoning on all, or all away. 


LXXVl 

2 (fuick change, New fashion 


LXXVl. 

Why is my verse so barren of new pride, 

• So iBT from variation or quick change j 
Why with the time do I not glance , 

To new-found methods and to compounds strange T 



SONNETS LXXVII-LXXX 

^ noted weed. Familiar iiarh. 

LXXVII 

3 vacant leaves. Blank pages. 

•f 

6 mouthed. Devouring. 

13 offices. Regular duties, look. i.e. at the mirror* the 
sundial and the book. 

, LXXVIll See introduction. 

3 got my use. Followed my practice. 

5 on high. Aloud. 

LXXIX 

4 give another place. Give up place to another. 

11 afford. Offer. 

LXXX 

2 better spirit. More gifted poet. 

8 wilfully. Boldly. 


Whv write 1 still all one, ever the same, 

• And keep invention in a noted weed, 

That every word doth almost tell my name, 
Showing their birth and where they did proceed? 
O, know, sweet love, 1 always write of you, 

And you and love are still my argument ; 

So all my best is dressing old words new, 
Spending again what is already spent : 

For as the sun is daily new and old, 

So is my love still telling what is told. 

LXXVII. 

Thy glass will show thee how thy beauties wear. 
Thy dial how thy precious minutes waste ; 

• The vacant leaves thy mind's imprint will bear. 
And of this book this learning mayst thou taste. 
The wrinkles which thy ^lass will truly show 

• Of mouthed graves will give thee memory ; 

Thou by thy dial’s shady stealth mayst know 
Time’s thievish progress to eternity. 

Look, what thy memory can not contain 
Commit to these waste blanks, and thou shalt find 
Those children nursed, deliver'd from thy brain. 
To take a new acquaintance of thy mind. 

• These offices, so oft as thou wilt look, 

Shall profit thee and much enrich thy book. 

LXXVIll. 

So oft have I invoked thee for my Muse 
And found such fair assistance in my verse 

• As every alien pen hath got my use 
And under thee their poesy disperse. 

• Thine eyes that taught the dumb on high to sing 
And heavy ignorance aloft to ffy 

H ave added feathers to the learned's wing 
And given grace a double majesty. 

Yet M most proud of that which 1 compile. 
Whose influence is thine and bom of thee : 

In others' works thou dost but mend the style. 
And arts with thy sweet graces graced be ; 

But thou art all my art and dost advance 
As high as learning my rude ignorance. 

LXXIX. 

Whilst 1 alone did call upon thy aid, 

My verse alone had all tny gentle grace, 

But now my nacious numbers are decay’d 

• And my sick Muse doth gpve another place. 

I grant, sweet love, thy lovely alignment 
Deserves the travail of a worthier pen, 

Yet what of thee thy poet dodi invent 
He robs thee of and pays it thee aeain. 

He lends thee virtue and he stole that word 
From thy behaviour ; beauty doth he give 

• And found it in thy cheek ; he can afford 
No praise to thee but what in thee doth live. 

Then thank him not for that which he doth say 
Since what he owes thee thou th 3 rself dost p8y 

LXXX. 

O, how I faint when I of you do write, 
e Knowinx a better spirit doth use your name, 
And in me praise thereof spends w his 
To make me tongue*tied, speaking of yourTame ! 
But since your worth, wide as the ocean is, 

The humble as the proudest sail doth bear, 

My saucy bark inferior far to his 
m On your mad main doth wilfully 
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Your shallowest help will hold me up afloat, 
Whilst he upon your soundless deep doth ride ; 
Or, bcinz wreck’d, I am a worthless boat, 

He of building and of goodly pride : 

Then if he thrive and I be cast away, 

The worst was this; my love was my decay. 

LXXXI. 

Or I shall live your epitaph to make, 

Or you survive when I in earth am rotten ; 

• From hence your memory death cannot take, 
Although in me each part will be forgotten. 

Your name from hence immortal life shall have, 
Though I, once gone, to all the world must die : 
The earth can yield me but a common grave. 
When you entombed in men’s eyes shall lie. 

Your monument shall be my gentle verse, 

Which eyes not yet created shall o*er-rcad. 

And tongues to be your being shall rehearse 
When alT the breathers of this world are dead ; 

You still shall live — such virtue hath my pen — 
Where breath most breathes, even in the mouths 
of men. 

Lxxxir. 

I grant thou wert not married to my Muse 

• And therefore mayst without attaint o’erlook 
The dedicated words which writers use 

Of their fair subject, blessing every book. 

Thou art as fair in knowledge as in hue, 

• Finding thy worth a limit past mv praise. 

And therefore art enforced to seek anew 
Some fresher stamp of the time-bettering days. 
And do so, love ; yet when they have devised 
What strained touches rhetoric can lend, 

• Thou truly fair wert truly sympathized 

In true plain words by thy true-telling friend ; 
And tneir gross painting might be better used 
Where cheeks need blood ; in thee it is abused. 

LXXXllI. 

I never saw that you did painting need 
And therefore to your fair no painting set ; 

I found, or thought I found, you did exceed 

• The barren tender of a poet’s debt ; 

• And therefore have I slept in your report, 

That you yourself being extant well might show 
How far a modem quill doth come too short, 
Speaking of worth, what worth in you doth grow. 
Tnis silence for my sin you did impute, 

Which shall be most my glory, being dumb ; 

For I impair not beauty being mute, 

• When others would §ive life and bring a tomb. 

There lives more life in one of your fair eyes 
Than both your poets can in praise devise. 

LXXXI V. 

Who is it that says most? which can say more 
Than this rich praise, that you alone arc you ? 

• In whose confine immured is the store 
Which should example where your equal grew, 
Ijcan penury within that pen doth dwell 
That to his subjedl lends not some small glory ; 
But he that writes of you, if he can tell 

That you are you, so dif^nifles his story, 

Let him but copy what in you is writ. 

Mot worse what nature made so clear, 

And sudi a coimterpan shall fame his wit, 
Making his style admired every where. 


LXXXI 

3 hence. This verse. ^ 

LXXXIJ 

2 attaint. Dishonour. 

€ Finding . . . past. Knowing your worth is beyond 
measure. 

11 sympathized. Represented. 

LXXXllI 

4 tender. Offering. 

6 slept . . . report. Been inactive in writing of you. 

12 bring a tomb. Reduce you to a dead image. 
LXXXIV 

^ In.. . grew. In whom are locked up all the qualities 
needed to provide an equal. 
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SONNETS LXXXV LXXXVIIl 


LX XXV 

Herself. 

3 Reserve. Preserve, character. Writing. 

4 filed. Polished. 

6-7 • • • affords, i.e. give approval to every poem 

offered by that able poet. 

13 the breath of words. Actual words. 

LXXXV I See introduction. 

6 dead. i.e. dead silent. 

10 gulls . . . intelligence. Cheats him with information. 

13 countenance. Approval. 

LXXXVII 

3 charter. Privilege, releasing. Release from obligation. 

7 cause. Justification. 

11 upon misprision growing. Based on error. 

LXXXVIII 

1 set me light. Make light of me. 



LXXXVIII: ‘When thou shalt be disposed to set me 
light And place my merit in the eye of scorn*. Painting 
^Allegory of Love: IT (Scorn) by Paolo Veronese 
(d.1588) 


You to your beauteous blessings add a curse, 
Being fond on praise, which makes your praises 
worse. 

LXXXV. 

• My tongue-tied Muse in manners holds her still. 
While comments of your praise, richly compiled, 

• Reserve their chara^er with golden quill 

• And precious phrase by all the Muses hied. 

1 think good thoughts whilst other write good 
words, 

• And like unletter'd clerk still cry 'Amen' 

To every hymn that able spirit affords 

In polish'd form of well-renned pen. 

Hearing you praised, I say ‘’Tis so, 'tis true,* 
And to the most of praise add something more ; 
But that is in my thought, whose love to you. 
Though words come hindmost, holds his rank 
before. 

• Then others for the breath of words respe<5l, 
Me for my dumb thoughts, speaking in effedl. 

Lxxxvr, 

Was it the proud full sail of his great verse, 
Bound for the prize of all too precious you, 

That did my ripe thoughts in my brain inhearse. 
Making their tomb the womb wherein they grew? 
Was it his spirit, by spirits taught to write 

• Above a mortal pitch, that struck me dead? 

No, neither he, nor his compeers by night 
Giving him aid, my verse astonished. 

He, nor that affable familiar ghost 

• Which nightly gulls him with intelligence, 

As vidtors of my silence cannot boast ; 

I was not sick of any fear from thence : 

• But when your countenance hll’d up his line. 
Then lack'd I matter ; that enfeebled mine. 

LXXXVII. 

Farewell! thou art too dear for my possessing, 
And like enough thou know'st thy estimate : 

• The charter of thy worth gives thee releasing ; 
My bonds in thee are all determinate. 

For how do I hold thee but by thy granting? 

And for that riches where is my deserving? 

• The cause of this fair gift in me is wanting, 

And so my patent back again is swerving. 

Thyself thou gavest, thy own worth then not 

knowing, 

Or me, to whom thou gavest it, else mistaking; 

• So thy great gift, upon misprision growing. 
Comes home again, on better judgement making. 

Thus have 1 had thee, as a dream doth flatter. 
In sleep a king, but waking no such matter. 

LXXXVIII. 

• When thou shalt be disposed to set me light 
And place my merit in the eye of scorn, 

Upon thy side agai.'.st myself I'll fight 

And prove thee virtuous, though thou art forsworn. 
With mine own weakness being best acquainted, 
Upon thy part I can set down a story 
Of faults conceal’d, wherein I am attainted, 

That thou in losing me shalt win much glory : 
And I by this will be a gainer too ; 

For bending all my loving thoughts on thee, 

The injuries that to myself I do, 

Doing thee vantage, double-vantage me. 
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Such is my love, to thee I so belong, 

That for thy right myself will bear all wrong. 

I.XXXIX. 

Say that thou didst forsake me for some fault, 
And I will comment upon that offence ; 

• Speak of my lameness, and I straight will halt. 
Against thy reasons making no defence. 

• Thou canst not, love, disgrace me half so ill, 

• To set a form upon desired change, 

As ril myself disgrace: knowing thy will, 

I will acquaintance strangle and look strange. 

Be absent from thy walks, and in my tongue 
Thy sweet beloved name no more shall dwell. 
Lest I, too much profane, should do it wrong 
And haply of our old acquaintance tell. 

• For thee against myself I’ll vow debate, 

For 1 must ne’er love him whom thou dost hate. 

xc. 

Then hate me when thou wilt ; if ever, now ; 
Now, while the world is bent my deeds to cross. 
Join with the spite of fortune, make me bow, 

• And do not drop in for an after-loss : 

Ah, do not, when my heart hath 'scaped this sorrow, 

• Come in the rearward of a conquer’d woe ; 

Give not a windy night a rainy morrow, 

To linger out a purposed ovcrthiow. 

If thou wilt leave me, do not leave me last, 

When other petty griefs have done their ^pite. 
But in the onset come ; so shall I taste 
At first the very worst of fortune’s might, 

And other strains of woe, which now seem woe, 
Compared with loss of thee will not seem so. 

xci. 

Some glory in their birth, some in their skill, 
Some in their wealth, some in their bodies’ force, 
Some in their garments, though new-fangled ill. 
Some in their hawks and hounds, some in their 
horse ; 

• And every humour hath his adjuntfl pleasure. 
Wherein it finds a joy above the rest : 

But these particulars are not my measure ; 

All these I better in one general best. 

Thy love is better than high birth to me, 

Richer than wealth, prouder than garments’ cost, 
Of more delight than hawks or horses be ; 

And having thee, of all men’s pride I boast : 
Wretched in this alone, that thou mayst take 
All this away and me most wretched make. 

XCII. 

But do thy w'orst to steal thyself away, 

For term of life thou art assured mine. 

And life no longer than thy love will stay, 

For it depends upon that love of thine. 

Then need I not to fear the worst of wTongs, 
When in the least of them my life hath end. 

I sec a better state to me belongs 

• Than that which on thy humour doth depend ; 
Thou canst not vex me with inconstant mind, 

• Since that my life on thy revolt doth lie. 

• O, what a happy title do I find, 

Happy to have thy love, happy to die ! 

But what’s so blessed-fair that fears no blot? 
Thou mayst be false, and yet I know it not. 


LXXXIX 

3 halt. Limp. 

-t 

B disgrace. Disparage. 

6 To .. . change. To conform to the change that you 
desire. 

13 vauj debate. Take issue. 

XC 

4 drop . . after-loss. Casually add to my grief. 

6 Come . . . woe. Act atter 1 have overcome my grief. 
XCI 



XCI : ‘Some in their garments, though new-fangled ill.’ 
Illustration by Byam Shaw, The Chiswick Shakespeare^ 

IQ02 


6 humour. Disposition, adjunct. Corresponding 
XCII 

8 humour. Whim 

10 on thy . . . lie. i.e. ends with your turning away from 
me. 

11 happy title. Title to happiness. 
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XClIl 

6 m that. i.e. in your eye. / . . . change. I cannot know 
your changes of mood. 

8 strange. Unfriendly. 

XCIV 

6 expense. Expenditure. 

7 oumers . . . faces. Possessors of the qualities that show 
in them. 

8 stewards. Caretakers. 

XCV 

3 name. Reputation. 

8 sport. Love affairs. 

XCVI 

3 of more and less. By great and small. 

8 translated. Transformed. 

12 state. Power. 


XCIII. 

So shall I live, supposing thou art true. 

Like a deceived husband ; so love’s face 
May still seem love to me, though alter’d new; 
Thy looks with me, thy heart in other place: 

For there can live no hatred in thine eye, 

• Therefore in that I cannot know thy change. 

In many’s looks the false heart’s history 

• Is writ in moods and frowns and wrinkles strange, 
But heaven in thy creation did decree 

That in thy face sweet love should ever dwell; 
Whate'er tny thoughts or thy heart’s workings be, 
Thy looks should nothing thence but sweetness 
tell. 

How like Eve’s apple doth thy beauty grow, 

If thy sweet virtue answer not thy show ! 

XCIV. 

They that have power to hurt and will do none. 
That do not do the thing they most do show, 
Who, moving others, are themselves as stone, 
Unmoved, cold, and to temptation slow/ 

They rightly do inherit heaven’s graces 

• And husband nature’s riches from expense ; 

• They are the lords and owners of their faces, 

• Others but stewards of their excellence. 

The summer’s flower is to the summer sweet, 
Though to itself it only live and die, 

But if that flower with base infecflion meet. 

The basest weed outbraves his dignity: 

For sweetest things turn sourest by their deeds ; 
Lilies that fester smell far worse than weeds. 

XCV. 

How sweet and lovely dost thou make the shame 
Which, like a canker in the fragrant rose, 

• Doth spot the beauty of thy budding name ! 

O, in what sweets dost thou thy sins enclose I 
I’hat tongue that tells the story of thy days, 

• Making la.scivious comments on thy sport, 

Cannot dispraise but in a kind of praise ; 

Naming thy name blesses an ill report. 

O, what a mansion have those vices got 
Which for their habitation chose out thee, 

Where beauty’s veil doth cover every blot, 

And all things turn to fair that eyes can see 1 

Take heed, dear heart, of this large privilege ; 
The hardest knife ill-used doth lose his edge. 


xcvi. 

Some say thy fault is youth, some wantonness ; 
Some say thy grace is youth and gentle sport ; 

• Both grace and faults are loved of more and less; 
Thou makest faults graces that to thee resort 
As on the finger of a throned queen 

'rhe basest jewel will be well esteem’d. 

So are those errors that in thee are seen 

• To truths translated and for true things deem’d. 
How many lambs might the stem wolf betray, 

If like a lamb he could his looks translate I 
How many gazers mightst thou lead away^ 

• If thou woul^t use the strength of all thy statel 

But do not so ; 1 love thee in such sort 
As, thou being mine, mine is thy good report. 

XCVII. 

How like a winter hath mv absence been 
From thee, the pleasure of the fleeting year! 



XCVIII-CI SONNETS 


What freezings have I felt, what dark days seen ! 
What old December's bareness every where ! 

• And yet this time removed was summer’s time, 

• The teeming autumn, big with rich increase, 

• Bearing the wanton buruen of the prime, 

Like widow’d wombs after their lords' decease : 
Yet this abundant issue seem’d to me 

• But hope of orphans and unfather’d fruit ; 

For summer and his pleasures wait on thee. 

And, thou away, the very birds are mute ; 

Or, if they sing, ’tis with so dull a cheer 
That leaves look pale, dreading the winters 
near. 


XCVIII. 

From you have I been absent in the spring, 
When proud-pied April dress’d in all his trim 
Hath put a spirit of youth in every thing, 

• That heavy batum laugh'd and leap’d with him. 
Yet nor the lays of birds nor the sweet smell 
Of different flowers in odour and in hue 
Could make me any summer’s story tell, 

Or from their proud lap pluck them where they 
grew; 

Nor dfid I wonder at the lily’s white, 

Nor praise the deep vermilion in the rose ; 

• They were but sweet, but figures of delight, 

• Drawn after you, you pattern of all those. 

Vet seem’d it winter still, and, you away, 

As with your shadow I with these did play : 

XCIX. 

The forward violet thus did I chide : 

Sweet thief, whence didst thou steal thy sweet 
that smells, 

• If not from my love’s breath? The purple pride 
Which on thy soft check for complexion dwells 

• In my love’s veins thou hast too grossly dyed. 

• The lily I condemned for thy hand. 

And buds of marioram had stol’n thy hair : 

The roses fearfully on thorns did stand, 

One blushing shame, another white despair ; 

A third, nor red nor white, had stol’n of both 
And to his robbery had annex’d thy breath ; 

But, for his theft, in pride of all his growth 
A vengeful canker cat him up to death. 

More flowers I noted, yet I none could see 
But sweet or colour it had stol’n from thee. 

c. 

Where art thou, Muse, that thou forget’st so long 
To speak of that which gives thee all thy might? 

• Spend'st thou thy fury on some worthle^ song, 
Darkening thy power to lend base subjects light. 
Return, forgetful Muse, and straight redeem 

• In gentle numbers time so idiy spent ; 

Sing to the ear that doth thy lays esteem 
And gives thy pen both skill and argument. 

• Rise, resty Muse, my love’s sweet face survey, 

If Time have any wrinkle graven there; 

• If any, be a satire to decay, 

And make Time’s spoils despised every where. 
Give my love fame faster than Time wastes life ; 
So thou prevent’ St his scythe and crooked knife. 


XCVII 

5 removed. When I was absent. 

6 teeming. Fertile. 

7 wanton burthen. Rich fruits, prime. Spring. 

10 hope of orphans. Orphaned hope. 

XCVIII 

4 heaty Saturn, i.e. even melancholy Saturn. 

11 figures. Emblems 

12 pattern. Original. 

XCIX 

3 purple pride. Rich colour. 

5 grossly. Obviously. 

6 condemned for. Reproached for. 

C 

3 fury. Poetic frenz> 

6 gentle numbers. Noble verses. 

9 resty. Lazy. 

11 be a satire to. Satirize 


Cl. 


O tnunt Muse, wh*t shall be thy amen^ 
For thy negleA of ttuth in beauty dyedT 


‘V 
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Cl 

4 dignified, i.e. you are respected, 

€ no colour. No artiHcial colouring. 

7 lay. Lay on. 

8 intermixed, i.e. with true and false intermingled. 

CII 

3 merchandized. Put on sale, esteeming. Valuation. 

7 Philomel. The nightingale, summer* s front. The 
beginning of summer. 

14 dull. Bore. 

cm 

3 argument all bare. Plain subject of my verse. 

11 pass. Purpose. 

CIV 

10 his figure, i.e. ‘the dial’s numeral’, and ‘his friend’s 
form’, and . . . perceived. Unmarked. 

11 still. ‘Motionless’, and ‘always’. 

13 unbred. Unborn. 


Both truth and beauty on my love depends ; 

• So dost thou too, and therein dignified. 

Make answer, Muse : w'ilt thou not haplv say 

• ‘Truth needs no colour, with his colour fix’d ; 

• Beauty no pencil, beauty’s truth to lay ; 

• But best is be.st, if never intermix'd?’ 

Because he needs no praise, wilt thou be dumb? 
Excuse not silence so ; for’t lies in thee 

To make him much outlive a gilded tomb, 

And to be praised of ages yet to be. 

Then do thy office, Muse ; I teach thee how 
To make him seem long hence as he shows now. 

CII. 

My love is strengthen’d, though more weak in 
seeming ; 

I love not less, though less the show appear : 

• That love is merchandized whose rich esteeming 
The owner’s tongue doth publish every where. 
Our love was new and then but in the spring 
When I was wont to greet it with my lays, 

• As Philomel in summer’s front doth sing 
And stops her pipe in growth of riper days : 

Not that the summer is less pleasant now 
Than when her mournful hymns did hush the night. 
But that wild music burthens every bough 

And sweets grown common lose their dear delight. 
Therefore like her I sometime hold my tong^ie, 

• Because I would not dull you with my song. 

cm. 

Alack, what poverty my Muse brings forth, 

That having such a scope to show her pride, 

• The argument all bare is of more worth 
Than when it hath my added praise beside ! 

O, blame me not, if I no more can write ! 
r.ook in your glass, and there appears a face 
That over-goes my blunt invention quite, 

Dulling my lines and doing me disgrace. 

Were it not sinful then, striving to mend. 

To mar the subje<5l that before was well? 

• For to no other pass my verses tend 
Than of your graces and your ^ifts to tell ; 

And more, much more, than m my verse can sit 
Your own glass shows you when you look in it. 

CIV. 

To me, fair friend, you never can be old. 

For as you were when first your eye I eyed, 

Such seems your beauty still. Three winters cold 
Have from the forests shook three summers’ pride, 
Three beauteous springs to yellow autumn turn’d 
In process of the seasons have 1 .seen, 

Three April perfumes in three hot Junes burn’d. 
Since first I saw you fresh, which yet are green. 
Ah ! yet doth beauty, like a dial-hand, ^ 

• Steal from his figure and no pace perceived ; 

• So your sweet nue, which methinks still doth 

stand. 

Hath motion and mine eye may be deceived : 

• For fear of which, hear this, thou age unbred ; 
Ere you were born was beauty’s summer dead. 

cv. 

Let not my love be call'd idolatry, 

Nor my beloved as an idol show^ 

Since all alike my songs and praises be 
To one, of one, still such, ana ever so. 
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Kind is my love to-day, to-morrow kind, 

Still constant in a wondrous excellence ; 
Therefore my verse to constancy confined, 

• One thing expressing, leaves out difference. 

* Fair, kind, and true’ is all my argument, 

* Fair, kind, and true’ varying to other words ; 

• And in this change is my invention spent, 

Three themes in one, which wondrous scope 

affords. 

^ Fair, kind, and true,’ have often lived alone, 
Which three till now never kept seat in one. 


CV 

8 difference. Variety. 

11 change. Sequence of musical notes used as a theme 
for variation. 

CVI 

1 wasted. Past. 


CVI. 

• When in the chronicle of wasted time 

• I see descriptions of the fairest wights. 

And beauty making beautiful old rhyme 
In praise of ladies dead and lovely knights, 

• I^en, in the blazon of sweet beauty’s best, 

Of hand, of foot, of lip, of eye, of brow, 

I see their antique pen would have express’d 
Even such a beauty as you master now. 

So all their praises are but prophecies 
Of this our time, all you prefiguring ; 

And, for they look’d but with divining eyes. 
They had not .skill enough your worth to sing: 
For we, which now behold these present days, 
Have eyes to wonder, but lack tongues to praise. 

evil. 

Not mine own fears, nor the prophetic soul 
Of the wide world dreaming on things to come, 

• Can yet the lease of my true love control, 

• Supposed as forfeit to a confined doom. 

• The mortal moon hath her eclipse endured 

• And the sad augurs mock their own presage ; 

• Incertaintics now crown themselves assured 

• And peace proclaims olives of endless age. 

Now with the drops of this most balmy time 

• My love looks fresh, and Death to me subscribes, 
Since, spite of him, I ’ll live in this poor rhyme, 

• While he insults o’er dull and speechless tribes : 

And thou in this shalt find thy monument, 
When tyrants’ crests and tombs of brass are 
spent. 


CVIII. 


• What’s in the brain that ink may charafter 
Which hath not figured to thee my true spirit? 
What’s new to speak, what new to register. 
That may express my love or thy dear merit ? 
Nothing, sweet boy ; but yet, like prayers divme, 



• So that eternal love in love’s fresh case 
Weighs not the dust and injury of age, 

Nor gives to necessary wrinkles place, 

But makes antiquity lor aye his page, 

• Finding the first conceit of love there bred 
Where time and outward form would show it 

deiid. 


2 wights. Worthies. 

5 blazon. Show. 

(^Vll See introduction. 

3 lease. Term. 

4 Supposed . . doom. i.e. presumed to be limited. 

5 mortal . . . endured. The Queen has come through the 
shadow (eclipse) upon her. 



Queen Elizabeth I, who survived the threat ii* poison 
her, for which her physician, Roderigo Lope/, was 
executed in 1594 


6 presage. Predictions. 

7 Incertainties . . . assured. Uncertainty is now resolved. 

8 olives . . . age. Peace promises to be lasting. 

10 subscribes. Surrenders. 

12 insults. Triumphs. 

CVIII 

1 character. Inscribe. 


CIX. 


O, never say that I was false of heart, 

> Though absence seem'd ray flame to qualify* 
As easy might I from depart ^ 

As from my soul, which in thy breast doth lie . 
That is my home of love : if 1 have ranged, 
Like him that travels I return again, 


9 fresh case. Youthful exterior, 
13 conceit. Conception. 

CJX 

2 qualify. Abate, cool. 


779 


SONNETS CX-CXIII 
7 Jfust. Punctual. 

10 blood, i.e. flesh. 

CX 

2 motley. Jester. 

3 Gored. Wounded. 

0 strangely. At a distance. 

7 blenches. Turnings aside. 

8 essays. Exp^iences. 

10 grind. Whet. 

CXI See introduction. . 

1 chide. Quarrel. 

3 life. Livelihood. 

8 brand. Mark of infamy. 

10 else/. Vinegar (against the plague). 

M Nor.. . correction. Nor a cure that is worse than the 
disease. 



A l6th century apothecary. Potions of vinegar and other 
remedies had little effect on victims of the plague, which 
raged in London in 1592-3 

CXII 

2 vulgar scandal, i.e. notoriety. 

4 o*er-green. Cover. 

7--8 None . . . vsrong. i.e. no other relationship affects 
his fixed sense of right and wrong. 

10 adder^s sense, i.e. deaf ears. 

12 neglect, i.e. unfriendly opinion 

CXIIJ 

8 Uaeh. Catch sight of. 

7 quick. Fleeting. 






Just to the timOi not with the time exchangedv 
So that myself bring water for my stain. 

Never believe, though in my nature reigned 
All frailties that besiege all kinds of blood, 
That it could so preposterously be stain’d. 

To leave for nothing all thy sum of good; 

For nothing this wide universe I ml. 

Save thou, my rose ; in it thou art my all. 


CX. 

Alas, ’tis true I have gone here and there 

• And made myself a motley to the view, 

e Gored mine own thoughts, sold cheap what is 
most dear, 

Made old offences of affedlions new ; 

Most true it is that I have look’d on truth 

• Askance and strangely : but, by all above, 

• These blenches gave my heart another youth, 

• And worse essays proved thee my best of love. 
Now all is done, have what shall have no end: 

• Mine appetite I never more will grind 
On newer proof, to try an older friend, 

A god in love, to whom I am confined. 

Then give me welcome, next my heaven the 
best. 

Even to thy pure and most most loving breast. 


CXI. 

• O, for my sake do you with Fortune chide. 

The guilty goddess of my harmful deeds, 

• That did not better for my life provide 

Than public means which public manners breeds. 

• Thence comes it that my name receives a brand. 
And almost thence my nature is subdued 

To what it works in, like the dyer’s hand : 

Pity me then and wish I were renew'd ; 

Whilst, like a willing patient, I wUl drink 

• Potions of eisel ’gainst my strong infe( 5 lxon ; 

No bitterness that I will bitter think, 

• Nor double penance, to corredt corredlion. 

Pity me then, dear friend, and 1 assure ye 
Even that your pity is enough to cure me. 

CXII. 

Your love and pity doth the impression fill 

• Which vulgar scandal stamp’d upon my brow ; 
For what care I who calls me well or ill, 

m So you o’er-green my bad, my good allow? 

You are my all the world, and I must strive 
Toknowmy shames and praises from your tongue ; 

• None else to me, nor I to none alive. 

That my steel’d sense or changes right or wrong. 
In so profound abysm I throw all care 

• Of others’ voices, that my adder’s sense 
To critic and to flatterer stopped are. 

• Mark how with my ne^^ledl I do dispense : 

You are so strongly m my purpose bred 
That all the worm besides metninks are dead. 

cxin. 

Since I left you, mine eye is in my mind; 

And that which governs me to go about 
Doth part his fundiion and is partly bCnd, 

Seems seeing, but effedlually is out ; 

For it no form delivers to the heart 

• Of Urd, of flower, or shape, which it doth latch: 

• Of his quick olqem hath the mind no part 
Nor his own vifion holds what it doth catch : 
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For if it toe the rudest or gentlest sight, 

• The most sweet favour or deformed’st creature, 
The mountain or the sea, the day or night, 

The crow or dove, it shapes them to your feature : 
Incapable of more, replete with you. 

My most true mind thus makes mine eye untrue. 

CXIV. 

Or whether doth my mind, being crown’d with 
you, 

Drink ud the monarch’s plague, this flattery? 

Or whether shall I say, mine eye saith true. 

And that your love taught it this alchemy, 

• To make of monsters and things indigest 
Such cherubins as your sweet self resemble, 
Creating every bad a perfedl best, 

e As fast as objedls to his beams assemble? 

O, ’tis the first ; 'tis flattery in my seeing, 

And my great mind most kingly drinks it up : 

• Mine eye well knows what with his gust is’greeing, 
And to his palate doth prepare the cup : 

If it be poison’d, 'tis the lesser sin 
That mine eye loves it and doth first begin. 

cxv. 

Those lines that I before have writ do lie, 

Even those that said I could not love you dearer : 
Yet then my judgement knew no reason why 
My most full flame should afterwards bum clearer. 

• But reckoning time, whose million’d accidents 
Creep in ’twixt vows and change decrees of kings, 

• Tan sacred beauty, blunt the sharp’st intents, 

• Divert strong minds to the course of altering things : 
Alas, why, fearing of time’s tyranny, 

Might I not then say ‘Now I love you best,’ 
When I was certain o’er incertainty, 

Crowning the present, doubting of the rest? 

Love is a ba^ ; then might I not say so, 

To give full growth to that which still doth grow ? 

cxvi. 

Let me not to the marriage of true minds 

• Admit impediments. Love is not love 
Which, alters when it alteration finds, 

• Or bends with the remover to remove : 

O, no ! it is an ever-fixed mark 

That looks on tempests and is never shaken ; 

It is the star to every wandering bark, 

• Whose worth’s unknown, although his height be 

taken. 

• Love’s not Time’s fool, though rosy lips and 

cheeks 

Within his bending sickle’s compass come; 

Love alters not with his brief hours and weeks. 
But bears it out even to the edge of doom. 

If this be error and upon me proved, 

I never writ, nor no man ever loved. 

CXVIL 

• Accuse me thus : that I have scanted all 
Wherein I should your great deserts repay, 
Forgot upon your dearest love to call, 

• Whet^to all bonds do tie me day by day; . 
That I have frequent been with unknown minds 

e And given to time your own dear-purch^d ngnt ; 
That I have hoisted sail to all the winds 
Whidi should transport me farthest from your 
sight 


10 favour. Face. 

CXIV 

5 indigest. Shapeless. 

8 to .. . assemble. Are presented to the eye’s gaze. 

11 gust. Taste. 

CXV 

B reckoning . . . accidents, i.e. time, whose casual events 
are reckoned in millions. 

7 Tan Darken and coarsen. 

8 Divert. Turn, altering thingfi Altered course. 

CXVI 

2 impediments. A reminder of the marriage service. 

4 bends . . . remove. Agrees with the withdrawer to with- 
draw. 

8 his height he taken. The star’s altitude be estimated. 

9 fool. Plaything. 

CXVII 

1 scanted. Neglected 
4 bonds. Obligations. 

6 given to time. Wasted. 
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10 on just . . . accumulate. Add surmises to what is 
known. 

CXVIII 

2 eof^er compounds. Sharp mixtures. 

6 bitter sauces. Bitter experiences, frame. Direct. 

7 meetness. Appropriateness. 

10 faults assured. Actual faults. 

11 medicine. Medical treatment. 

12 rank. Too full. 

CXIX 

1 Siren tears, i.e. appeals of the temptress. 

2 limbecks. Alembics, stills. 

3 Applying, i.e. as a salve. 

4 saw myself. Expected. 

7 spheres. Sockets, fitted. Forced. 

CXX 

14 ransoms. Redeems, excuses. 

CXXI 

2 not to be. i.e. not to be vile, being, i.e. being vile, 

3 just. Right, proper, so. i.e. vile. 

5 false adulterate. Prurient. 

6 Give salutation to. Point at. 

8 in their wills count. Determine. 


Book both my wilfulness and errors down 

• And on just proof surmise accumulate ; 

Bring me within the level of your frown, 

But shoot not at me in your waken’d hate ; 

Since my appeal says 1 did strive to prove 
The constancy and virtue of your love. 

CXVIII. 

Like as, to make our appetites more keen, 

• With eager compounds we our palate urge. 

As, to prevent our maladies unseen, 

We sicken to shun sickness when we purge, 

Even so, being full of your ne’er-cloying sweet- 
ness, 

• To bitter sauces did I frame my feeding 

• And, sick of welfare, found a kind of meetness 
To be diseased ere that there was true needing. 
Thus policy in love, to anticipate 

• The ills that were not, grew to faults assured 

• And brought to medicine a healthful state 

• Which, rank of goodness, w^ould by ill be cured : 

But thence I learn, and find the lesson true. 
Drugs poison him that so fell sick of you. 

CXIX. 

• What potions have I drunk of Siren tears, 

• Distill^ from limbecks foul as hell within, 

• Applying fears to hopes and hopes to fears, 

• Still losing when I saw myself to win ! 

What wretched errors hath my heart committed, 
Whilst it hath thought itself so blessed never ! 

• How have mine eyes out of their spheres been 

fitted 

In the distradlion of this madding fever ! 

O benefit of ill ! now 1 find true 
Th.xt better is by evil still made better; 

And ruin’d love, when it is built anew, 

Grows fairer than at first, more strong, far greater. 
So I return rebuked to my content 
And gain by ill thrice more than I have spent. 

CXX. 

That you were once unkind befriends me now, 
And for that sorrow which I then did feel 
Needs must I under my transgression bow. 
Unless my nerves were brass or hammer’d steel. 
For if you were by my unkindness shaken 
As I by yours, you ’ve pass’d a hell of time. 

And I, a tyrant, have no leisure taken 
To weigh how once I suffer’d in your crime. 

O, that our night of woe might have remember’d 
My deepest sense, how hard true sorrow hits. 
And soon to you, as you to me, then tender’d 
The humble salve wnich wounded bosoms fits ! 
But that your trespass now becomes a fee ; 

• Mine ransoms yours, and yours must ransom me. 

CXXI. 

’Tis better to be vile than vile esteem’d, 

• When not to be receives reproach of being, 

• And the just pleasure lost which is so deem’d 
Not by our feeling but hy others’ seeing : 

• For why should others’ false adulterate eyes 

• Give saluution to my sportive bloodf 
Or on my frailties wny are frailer spies, 

• Which in their wills count bad what I think good? 
No, I am that I am, and they that level 

At my abuses reckon up their own : 
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• I may be straight, though they themselves be 

bevel ; 

By their rank thoughts my deeds must not be 
shown ; 

Unless this general evil they maintain, 

All men are oad, and in their badness reign. 

CXXII. 

• Thy gift, thy tables, are within my brain 

• Full charadler’d with lasting memory, 

• Which shall above that idle rank remain 
Beyond all date, even to eternity ; 

Or at the least, so long as brain and heart 
Have faculty by nature to subsist : 

Till each to razed oblivion yield his part 
Of thee, thy record never can be miss’d. 

• That poor retention could not so much hold, 

• Nor need I tallies thy dear love to score ; 
Therefore to give them from me was I bold, 

• To trust those tables that receive thee more : 

To keep an adjundl to remember thee 

• Were to import forgetfulness in me. 


11 bevel. Crooked. 

CXXII 

1 tables Writing-tablet. 

2 character’d. Inscribed. 

3 idle rank. Empty leaves. 

9 retention. Retainer (the tablet). 

10 tallies. On which scores are kept. 

12 those tables, i.e. the tablet of the memory. 
14 import. Impute. 

CXXIII 

2 Thy pyramids. Time’s marvels. 


CXXIII. 

No, Time, thou shalt not boast that I do change : 

• Thy pyramids built up with newer might 
To me are nothing novel, nothing strange ; 

• They arc but dressings of a former sight. 

• Our dates are brief, and therefore we admire 
What thou dost foist upon us that is old, 

And rather make them born to our desire 
Than think that we before have heard them told. 
Thy registers and thee I both defy, 

Not wondering at the present nor the past, 

• For thy records and what we see doth lie, 

Made more or less by thy continual haste. 

This I do vow and this shall ever be ; 

I will be true, despite thy scythe and thee. 


exxiv. 

• If my dear love were but the child of state, 

• It might for Fortune’s bastard be unfather d, 

As subjedl to Time’s love or to Time s hate, 
Weeds among weeds, or flowers with flowers 

gather’d. 

No, it was builded far from accident; 

It suffers not in smiling pomp, nor falls 

• Under the blow of thralled discontent, 

• Whereto the inviting time our fashion calls: 

• It fears not policy, that heretic, , , , , ^ 

• Which works on leases of short-number d hours, 

• But all alone stands hugclv politic. 

That it nor grows with heat nor drowns with 

showers. , , r • 

To this I witness call the fools of time. 

• Which die for goodness, who have lived for 

crime. 


4 dressings Imitations. 

5 dates. Lifespans. 

11 record\ . see. i.e both past and present. 

('XXJV See introciuetion. 

1 the child of state A person of state i.e. of high rank. 

2 be unfather’d. Be disclaimed. 

7 thralled. Oppressed 

8 Whereto . . . (alls. To which condition our times invite 
us. 

9 policy, that heretic. False practices. 

10 (m . . . hours. On short term leases. 

11 all . . . politic. I.e. only love is true practice. 

14 Which . . crime. Who die as martyrs though con- 
victed of crime. 

fW-Vr See iniroduciion. 

1 Were’t aught. Were it anything, canopy, i.e. for a 
person of high rank. 

2 extern the outward. Merely honouring exterior appear- 


exxv. 

• Were ’t aught to me I bore the canopy, 

• With my extern the outward honouring, 

Or laid great bases for eternity, , . 

Which prove more short than waste or ruining? 

• Have Inot seen dwellers on form and favour 
Lose all, and more, by paying too much rent, 
For compound sweet forgoing simple savour, 

• Pitiful thrivers, in their garing sj^nt? 

• No, let me be obsequious in thy heart. 

And take thou my oblation, poor but free, 


ance, 

5 dwellers on. i.e. those who depend upon favour. 

8 Pitiful thrivers. i.e. those who live pitifully, since they 
gain nothing. 

9 be obsequious. Bti a devotee. 

10 oblation. Offering. 
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SONNETS CXXVI-CXXIX 

11 seconds, i.e. second-best. art. Artifice. 

13 suborned informer. False witness. 

CXXVI 

2 glass. Hourftlass. 

3 by waning grown, i.e. increased in beauty with the 
passing of time, show'st. i.e. shows up. 

6 wrack. Wreck. 

11 audit. Final reckoning, answer’d. Paid. 

12 quietus. Settlement, render. Surrender. 

CXXVll See introduction. 

1 black. Very dark (not admired in the Elizabethan 

age)- 

6 art’s false borrow’d face. i.e. by cosmetics. 

8 if .. . disgrace, i.e. since natural beauty is simulated so 
often it is now discredited. 

12 Slandering . . . esteem, i.e. slandering nature by a 
false view. 

CXXVIII 

2 wood. Keys of a virginal, 

4 wiry concord. Harmony of strings, confounds. Con- 
fuses. 

6 jacks. On a virginal. 

10 chtps. Keys. 



Lady playing the virginal, with other musicians. From 
an engraving by Crispin van de Pasae in Hortus Volup- 
tatum, late i6th century 


CXXIX 

t a wdste of ehdme. Shameful waste. 


• Which is not mix’d with seconds, knows no art, 
But mutual render, onlv me for thee. 

• Hence, thou suborn’d informer ! a true soul 
When most impeach’d stands least in thy control. 

CXXVI. 

O thou, my lovely boy, who in thy power 

• Dost hold Time’s fickle glass, his sickle, hour ; 

• Who hast by waning grown, and therein show’st 
Thy lovers withering as thy sweet self grow’st ; 

• If Nature, sovereign mistress over wrack. 

As thou goest onwards, still will pluck thee back. 
She keeps thee to this purpose, that her skill 
May time disgrace and wretched minutes kill. 
Yet fear her, O thou minion of her pleasure ! 

She may detain, but not still keep, her treasure : 

• Her audit, though delay’d, answer’d must be, 

• And her quietus is to render thee. 


CXXVII. 

• In the old age black was not counted fair, 

Or if it were, it bore not beauty’s name ; 

But now is black beauty’s successive heir, 

And beauty slander’d with a bastard shame ; 

For since each hand hath put on nature's power, 

• Fairing the foul with art’s false borrow’d face. 
Sweet beauty hath no name, no holy bower, 

• But is profaned, if not lives in disgrace. 
Therefore my mistress’ brows are raven black, 
Her eyes so suited, and they mourners seem 
At such who, not bom fair, no beauty lack, 

• Slandering creation with a fadse esteem : 

Yet so they mourn, becoming of their woe. 
That every tongue says beauty should look so. 

cxxvni. 

How oft, when thou, my music, music play’st, 

• Upon that blessed wood whose motion sounds 
With thy sweet fingers, when thou gently sway'st 

• The wiry concord that mine ear confounds, 

• Do 1 envy those jacks that nimble leap 
To kiss the tender inward of thy hand. 

Whilst my poor lips, which should that harvest 
reap. 

At the wood's boldness by thee blushing stand 1 
To be so tickled, they would change their state 

• And situation with those dancing chips, 

O’er whom thy fingers walk with gentle gait. 
Making dead wood more blest than living lips. 

Since saucy jacks so happy are in this. 

Give them thy fingers, me thy lips to kiss. 

CXXIX. 

• The expense of spirit in a waste of shame 
Is lust in a<5tion ; and till adUon, lust 

Is peijured, murderous, bloody, full of blame, 
Savage, extreme, rude, cruel, not to trust. 
Enjoy’d no sooner but despisM straight, 

Past reason hunted, and no sooner had 
Past reason hated, as a swallow’d bait 
On purpose laid to make the taker mad ; 

Maa in pursuit and in possession so ; 

Had, having, and in quest to have, extreme : 

A bitu in piooft and proved, a very woe; 

Before^ a Joy proposed ; behind, a dream. 


CXXX-CXXXIIl SONNETS 


All this the world well knows ; yet none knows 
well 

To shun the heaven that leads men to this hell, 
cxxx. 

My mistress^ eyes are nothing like the sun ; 

Coral is far more red than her lips* red ; 

If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun ; 

If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head. 

• I have seen roses damask*d, red and white, 

But no such roses see I in her cheeks ; 

And in some perfumes is there more delight 
Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks. 

I love to hear her speak, yet well 1 know 
That music hath a far more pleasing sound ; 

I grant I never saw a goddess go ; 

My mistress, when she walks, treads on the 

f round : 

yet, by heaven, I think my love as rare 
As any she belied with false compare. 

cxxxi. 

Thou art as tyrannous, so as thou art, 

As those whose beauties proudly make them cruel ; 
For well thou know’st to my dear doting heart 
Thou art the fairest and most precious jewel. 

Yet, in good faith, some say that thee behold 
Thy face hath not the power to make love groan : 
To say they err I dare not be so bold, 

Although 1 swear it to myself alone. 

• And, to be sure that is not false I swear, 

A thousand groans, but thinking on thy face, 

• One on another’s neck, do witness bear 
Thy black is fairest in my judgement’s place. 

In nothing art thou black save in thy deeds, 
And thence this slander, as I think, proceeds. 

CXXXII. 

Thine eyes 1 love, and they, as pitying me. 
Knowing thy heart torments me with disdain. 
Have put on black and loving mourners be, 

• Looking with pretty ruth upon my pain. 

And truly not the morning sun of heaven 
Better becomes the grey cheeks of the east, 

Nor that full star that ushers in the even 
Doth half that glory to the sober west. 

As those two mourning eyes become thy face : 

O, let it Aen as well beseem thy heart 
To mourn for me, since mourning doth thee grace, 

• And suit thy pity like in every part. 

Then will I swear beauty herself is black 
And all they foul that thy complexion lack. 


CXXX 

6 damask'd. Coloured liked the damask (Damascus) 
rose 



l^ark-haired beauty, as exemplified in ihis portrait of 
Mar\ Fitton, Maid ot Honour to Queen Elizabeth, was 
unfashionable in Shakespeare’s lime. Paintiiut attributed 
to John Betts the Youn^ei 

CXXXI 

9 to he sure. i.e. for proof. 

11 Onr . . . neck. i.e. in quick succession. 

('XX XU 
4 ruth. Pity. 

12 suit thy ptty like Dress your pity alike. 


CXXXIII. 


Beshrew that heart that makes my heart “ 

For that deep woimd it gives my friend and me . 
Is*t not enough to torture me alone, * 

• But slave to ^very my sweet st J ^ ^ 

• Me from myself thy cruel eye hath taken, 

• And my next self thou harder hast engross d . 

Of him, myself, and thee. I am foi^ken; 

A torment^ce threefold Aus » 

• Prison my heart m thy steel bosom s wmd, 

• But then my friead’* "7Ms'Sd^ ’ 

• Whoe’er keeps me, let my heart be his guard , 

• Thou cans^t riien use rigour m my 

Sd yet thou wilt ; for I. 

Perforoe am thine, and idl that u m me. 


('XXXU1 

4 slave to slavery, i.e. sharer of my enslavement. 

6 myself, i.e. my true self. 

6 mv . . - engross'd, i.e. you have placed my friend under 
harder bondage, 

9 ward. Lock 

10 bail. I.e. free by serving as a substitute. 

11 his guard, i.e m> friend’s guard. 

12 gaol. i.e. heart wbich holds the friend. 
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SONNETS CXXXIV-CXXXVIII 


rA.vv/r 

3 other mine. i.e. my friend. 

6 kind. Compliant. 

7 surety-like. i.e. as if to answer for me. 

9 take. Invoke. 

10 use. Usury. 

11 came. Who became. 

12 my unkind abuse, i.e. your deceiving me. 

CXXXV 

1 'Wiir. 1 e. sex at her desire; also her husband (or 
friend), and Will Shakespeare. 



William Shakespeare: the ‘Tonson’ portrait, 1735 
2 to boot. As well. 

4 will. Desire (with sexual implication). 

0 hide. Shelter. 

8 acceptance. Acceptability. 

13 no unkind, i.e. no unkind words, no fair beseechers. 
i.e. no applicants for your favours. 

CXXXVII 

8 Be . . . ride. i.e. have brought me to anchor in a comm- 
on roadway (pun on ‘ride’). 

8 that a severed plot. i.e. that plot a private one. 

14 false plague, i.e. plague of falseness, and plaguey 
mistress. 


CXXXIV. 

So, now I have confess’d that he is thine, 

And 1 myself am mortgaged to thy will, 

Myself ril forfeit, so that other mine 
Thou wilt restore, to be my comfort still : 

But thou wilt not, nor he will not be free. 

For thou art covetous and he is kind ; 

He learn’d but surety-like to write for me 
Under that bond that him as fast doth bind. 

The statute of thy beauty thou wilt take, 

Thou usurer, that put’ st forth all to use. 

And sue a friend came debtor for my sake : 

So him I lose through my unkind abu.se. 

Him have I lost ; thou hast both him and me 
He pays the whole, and yet am I not free. 

CXXXV. 

• Whoever hath her wish, thou hast thy ‘ Will,* 

» And ‘Will* to boot, and ‘Will' in overplus ; 

More than enough am I that vex thee still, 
i I'o thy sweet will making addition thus. 

Wilt thou, whose will is large and spacious, 

• Not once vouchsafe to hide my will in thine? 
Shall wilt in others seem right gracious, 

» And in my will no fair acceptance shine? 

The sea, all water, yet receives rain still 
And in abundance addeth to his store ; 

So thou, being rich in ‘ Will,’ add to thy ‘Will’ 
One will of mine, to make thy large ‘Will’ more. 
» Let no unkind, no fair beseechers kill ; 

Think all but one, and me in that one ‘Will.’ 

cxxxvi. 

I f thy soul check thee that I come so near, 

.Swear to thy blind soul that 1 was thy ‘Will,’ 
And will, thy soul knows, is admitted there ; 
Thus far for love my love-suit, sweet, fulfil. 
‘Will’ will fulfil the treasure of thy love. 

Ay, fill it full with wills, and my will one. 

In things of great receipt with ease we prove 
Amon^ a number one is reckon’d none ; 

Then in the number let me pass untold. 

Though in thy stores’ account I one must be ; 
For nothing hold me, so it please thee hold 
That nothing me, a something sweet to thee : 
Make but my name thy love, and love that still, 
And then thou lovest me, for my name is ‘Will.’ 

CXXXVII. 

Thou blind fool. Love, what dost thou to mine eyes. 
That they behold, and see not what they see ? 
They know what beauty is, sec where it lies, 

Yet what the best is take the worst to be. 

If eyes corrupt by over-jjartial looks 
I Be anchor’d in the bay where all men ride. 

Why of eyes’ falsehood hast thou forged hooks, 
Whereto the judgement of my heart is tied? 

Why should my heart think that a several plot 
Which my heart knows the wide world’s common 
place? 

Or mine eyes seeing this, say this is not, 

To put fair truth upon so foul a face ? 

I n things nght true my heart and eyes have err d , 
And to this false plague are they now transferred. 

CXXXVllL 

When my love swears that she is made of truth 
I do believe her, though I know she iies^ 
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CXXXIX-CXLII SONNETS 


That she might think me some untutorM youth, 
Unlearned in the world's false subtleties. 

Thus vainly thinking that she thinks me young, 
Although she knows my days are past the best, 

• Simply I credit her false-speaking tongue : 

On Doth sides thus is simple truth suppress’d. 

But wherefore says she not she is unjust? 

And wherefore say not 1 that I am old? 

• O, love’s best habit is in seeming trust. 

And age in love loves not to have years told : 

• Therefore I lie with her and she with me, 

And in our faults by lies we flatter’d be. 

CXXXIX. 

O, call not me to justify the wrong 

• That thy unkindness lays upon my heart ; 
Wound me not with thine eye but with thy tongue ; 
Use power with power and slay me not by art. 
Tell me thou lovest elsewhere, but in my sight. 
Dear heart, forbear to glance thine eye aside : 
What need'st thou wound with cunning when 

thy might 

Is more than my o’er-press’d defence can bide? 
Let me excuse thee : ah ! my love well knows 
Her pretty looks have been mine enemies, 

• And therefore from my face she turns my foes, 
That they elsewhere might dart their injuries; 

Yet do not so ; but since 1 am near slain, 

Kill me outright with looks and rid my pain. 

CXL. 

Be wise as thou art cruel ; do not press 
My tongue-tied patience with too much disdain; 
Lest sorrow lend me words and words express 
The manner of my pity-wanting pain. 

If I might teach thee wit, better it were, 

• Though not to love, yet, love, to tell me so ; 

As testy sick men, when their d'^alhs be near, 
No news but health from their ph ysicians know ; 
For if I should despair, I should grow mad, 

And in my madness might sj.»eak ill of thee : 

• Now this ill-wresting world is grown so bad, 
Mad slanderers by mad ears believed be. 

• That I may not be so, nor thou belied, 

Bear thine eyes straight, though thy proud 
heart go wide. 

CXLI. 

In faith, I do not love thee with mine eyes, 

For they in thee a thousand errors note ; 

But 'tis my heart that loves what they despise, 
Who in despite of view is pleased to dote ; 

Nor are mine ears with thy tongue’s tune delighted, 
Nor tender feeling, to base touches prone, 

Nor taste, nor smell, desire to be invited 
To any sensual feast with thee alone : 

But my five wits nor my five senses can 
Dissuade one foolish heart from serving thee, 

• Who leaves unsway’d the likeness of a man., 

Tlw proud heart’s slave and vassal wretch to be ; 

Uiuy my plague thus far I count my gain, 
That she that makes me sin awards me pain. 

CXLII. 

Love is my sin and thy dear virtue hate, 

Hate of my sin, grounded on sinful loving : 

0| but with mine compare thou thine own state, 

• And thou shalt find it merits not reproving ; 


CXXXVIII 

7 Simply. Pretending to be simple. 

11 habit. Guise. 

13 lie. With double meaning. 

CXXXIX 

2 unkindness. Infidelity. 

11 foes. i.e. pretty looks. 

CXL 

6 .VO. I.e. that you do love me. 

11 ill-wresting world, i.e. this world that twists good to 
seem evil. 

13 .so i.c. slandered 
CXLI 

11 Who man. i.e. which leaves ungoverned the 

empty shell of a man 

CXLll 

4 //. I.e. mv state 
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6 scarlet ornaments. Lips. 


8 Robh*d . . . rents, i.e. stolen from others the due of the 
marriage-bed. 

13 hide. Withhold. 

* 

CXLIII 

5 holds . . . chase, i.e. chases her in turn. 

CXLIV 

2 suggest me still. Always prompt me. 

11 each. i.e. each other. 

14 fire my good one out. i.e. infect with venereal disease. 
CXLVI 

1 earth, i.e. the body. 

2 (the opening words have been variously guessed at : 
‘Fooled by’ and a repeat of ‘My sinful earth’), rebel 
powers. Rebellious flesh. 

8 charge, i.e. the body. 


Or, if it do, not from those lips of thine, 

• That have profaned their scarlet ornaments 
And seal’d false bonds of love as oft as mine, 

• Robb’d others' beds’ revenues of their rents. 

Be it lawful I love thee, as thou lovest those 
Whom thine eyes woo as mine impiortune thee ; 
Root pity in thy heart, that when it grows 
Thy pity may deserve to pitied be. 

• If thou dost seek to have what thou dost hide. 
By self-example mayst thou be denied ! 

CXLIII. 

Lo ! as a careful housewife runs to catch 
One of her feather’d creatures broke away. 

Sets down her babe and makes all swift dispatch 
In pursuit of the thing she would have stay, 

• Whilst her negle<5led child holds her in chase, 
Cries to catch her whose busy care is bent 
To follow that which flies before her face. 

Not prizing her poor infant’s discontent ; 

So runn’st thou after that which flies from thee, 
Whilst I thy babe chase thee afar behind ; 

But if thou catch thy hope, turn back to me, 

And play the mother’s part, kiss me, be kind : 

So will I pray that thou mayst have thy ‘ Will,’ 
If thou turn back, and my loud crying still. 

CXLIV. 

Two loves I have of comfort and despair, 

• Which like two spirits do suggest me still : 

The better angel is a man right fair. 

The worser spirit a woman colour'd ill. 

To win me soon to hell, my female evil 
Tcmpteth my better angel from my side, 

And would corrupt my saint to be a devil. 
Wooing his purity with her foul pride. 

And whether that my an^el be turn'd fiend 
Suspedt I may, yet not diredlly tell ; 

• But being both from me, both to each friend, 

1 guess one aneel in another's hell : 

Yet this shall I ne’er know, but live in doubt, 

• Till my bad angel fire my good one out. 

CXLV. 

Those Ups that Love’s own hand did make 
Breathed forth the sound that said ‘I hate’ 

To me that languish’d for her sake ; 

But when she saw my woeful state. 

Straight in her heart did mercy come. 

Chiding that tongue that ever sweet 
Was used in giving gentle doom. 

And taught it thus anew to greet ; 

* I hate’ she alter’d with an end,« 

That follow’d it as gentle day 
Doth follow night, who like a fiend 
From heaven to hell is flown away ; 

* 1 hate’ from hate away she threw, 

And saved my life, saying ‘ not you/ 

CXLVI. 

• Poor soul, the centre of my sinful eardi, 

• t these rebel powers that dice airay, 

Why dost thou pine within and sufier dearth, 
Painting thy outward walla so costly gay? 

Why so large cost, having ao short a ksM, 

Dost thou upon thy fading mansion spend f 
Shall worms, inhentors of this excess, 

• Eat up thy charge? is this thy body^s endf 



CXLVII--CL SONNETS 


Then, soul, live thou upon thy servant’s loss, 

• And let that pine to asravate thy store ; 

• Buy terms divine in sdling hours of dross; 
Within be fed, without be rich no mere : 

So shalt thou feed ou Death, that feeds on men, 
And Death once dead, there’s no more dying 
then. 

CXLVII. 

My love is as a fever, longing still 

• For that which longer nurseth the disease, 
Feeding on that which doth preserve the ill, 

• The uncertain sickly appetite to please. 

My reason, the physician to my love, 

Angry that his prescriptions are not kept, 

Hath left me, and I desperate now approve 

• Desire is death, which physic did except. 

Past cure I am, now reason is past care. 

And frantic-mad with eveimore unrest; 

My thoughts and my discourse as madmen’s arc, 
At random from the truth vainly express’d ; 

For 1 have sworn thee fair and thought thee 
bright. 

Who art as black as hell, as dark as night. 

CXLVIII. 

0 me, what eyes hath Love put in my head. 
Which have no correspondence with true sight ! 
Or, if they have, where is my judgement fled, 

• That censures falsely what they see aright? 

1 f that be fair whereon my false eyes dote. 

What means the world to say it is not so? 

If it be not, then love doth well denote 

• Love’s eye is not so true as all men’s *No.’ 

How can it? O, how can Love’s eye be true, 

• That is so vex’d with watching and with tears? 
No marvel then, though I mistake my view; 

The sun itself sees not till heaven clears. 

O cunning Love ! with tears thou keep’st me 
blind, 

Lest eyes well-seeing thy foul faults should And. 
CXLIX. 

Canst thou, O cruel ! say I love thee not, 

When I against myself with thee partake? 

Do 1 not think on thee, when T forgot 
Am of myself, all tyrant, for thy sake? 

Who hateth thee that I do call my friend? 

On whom frown’ st thou that I do fawn upon? 

• Nay, if thou lour’st on me, do 1 not spend 

• Revenge upon myself with present moan? 

What merit do I in myself respedl. 

That is so proud thy service to despise, 

• When all my best doth worship thy defedl, 
Commanded by the motion of thine eyes? 

But, love, hate on, for now 1 know thy mind ; 
Those that can see thou lovest, and I am blind. 

CL. 

O. from what power hast thou this powerful might 
With insufficiency my heart to sway? 

To make me give the lie to my true sight, 

And swear that brightness doth not CTace the day ? 

• V/hftnet hast Apu this becoming of things ill, 

• That in the very refuse of thy deeds 

• There is such strength and warrantise of skill 
That, in my mind, Ay worst all best exceeds? 
Who taught Aec how to make me love thee more 
The more I hear and see just cause of hate f 


10 aggravate. Increase. 

11 terms divine. Immortality in heaven. 

CXLVII 

2 longer nurseth. Prolongs. 

4 uncertain. Fickle. 

8 Desire . . . except, i.e. desire, which^rejected reason's 
medicine, proves fatal. 

CXLVIII 

4 censures. Judges. 

8 Love*s eye. i.e. love’s ‘ay’ (pun: ‘men's no’). 

10 watching. Lying awake. 

CXLIX 

7 thou lour* St You frown 

8 moan Suffering. 

11 worship thy deject. Worship your very faults. 

CL 

5 becoming ill. i.e. power to lend grace to evil things. 

6 T»erv . . . deeds. Most worthless of your actions. 

7 warrantise. Evidence. 
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CLI : ‘Love is 
too young to 
know what 
conscience is.’ 
(llustration by 
Byam Shaw, 
The Chiswick 
Shakespeare, 
1902 
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CLI-CLIV SONNETS 


O, though I love what others do abhor, 

With others thou shouldst not abhor my state : 

If thy unwo^-thiness raised love in me, 

More worthy 1 to be beloved of thee. 

CLI. 

• Love is too young to know what conscience is ; 

Yet who knows not conscience is born of love? 

• Then, gentle cheater, urge not my amiss. 

Lest guilty of my faults thy sweet self prove : 

For, thou betraying me, I do betray 

My nobler part to my gross body’s treason ; 

My soul doth tell my body that he may 

• Triumph in love ; flesh stays no farther reason ; 

• But, rising at thy name, doth point out thee 

• As his triumphant prize. Proud of this pride. 

He is contented thy poor drudge to be, 

To stand in thy affiiirs, fall by thy side, 

• No want of conscience hold it that T call 
Her ‘love* for whose dear love 1 rise and fall. 

CLIl. 

In loving thee thou know’st 1 am forsworn, 

But thou art twice forsworn, to me love swearing, 

• In aft thy bed-vow broke and new faith torn 

• In vowing new hate after new love bearing. 

But why of two oaths’ breach do 1 accuse thee, 
When I break twenty? 1 am perjured most; 

• For all my vows are oaths but to misuse thee 
And all my honest faith in thee is lost, 

For I have sworn deep oaths of thy deep kindness. 
Oaths of thy love, thy truth, thy constancy, 

• And, to enlighten thee, gave eyes to blindness, 
Or made them swear against the thing they see ; 

For I have sworn thee fair ; more perjured I, 
To swear against the truth so foul a lie ! 


CLIII. 

Cupid laid by his brand, and fell asleep: 

• A maid of Dian’s this advantage found, 

And his love-kindling fire did quickly steep 

• In a cold valley-fountain of that ground ; 

Which borrow’d from this holy fire of Love 

• A dateless lively heat, still to endure, 

And grew a seething bath, which yet men prove 
Against strange maladies a sovereign cure. 

But at my mistress’ eye Love’s brand new-nred, 

• The boy for trial needs would touch my breast ; 

I, sick withal, the help of bath desired, 

• And thither hied, a sad distemper d guest 

But found no cure : the bath for my help lies 
Where Cupid got new fire— my mistress eyes 

CUV. 

The little Love-god lying once asleep 

Laid by his side his heart-inflainmg 

Whilst many nymphs that vow d chaste life to keep 

Came tripping by ; but in her maiden hand 

• The fairest votary took up that hre . 

Which many legions of true hearts had warm d . 

• And so the general of 

Was sleeping by a virgin hand disarm f 
This brand quenched in a cool well by. 
Which from Love’s fire look heat perpetual, 
Growing a bath and healthful remedy^ 4 v,rall 
For men diseased : but I, 

Came there for cure, and this by that I pro , 
Love’s fire heats water, water cools not love. 


CLJ 

1 conscience. Awareness. 

3 urge not my amiss. Do not accuse me for my wants. 

8 reason. Reasoning. 

9 rising. Aroused (sexually) 

10 pride. Sexual heat. 

13 want of conscience 1 .ack nf awareness. 

CLII 

3 hed~vow. Marriage- vows. ne\D faith torn. i.e. a new 
pledge of fidelity broken. 

4 bearing Professing. 

7 but to misuse. Merely to misrepresent. 

11 gave eyes to blindness, i e. made the eyes swear to 
things they did not see 

CLIII 

2 Dian Diana, goddess of chastity, advantage, oppor- 
tunity 

4 of that ground. Nearb\ 

6 dateless Kxlernal 

10 /or . . would. As an experiment had to. 

12 And thither hied Would suRRest a visit to Bath for 
treatment. 

CLIV 


S rotary. A nymph to Diana. 
7 general i.e. Cupid. 



W.E. Frost (1810-1877) 
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The Phoenix 
and the Turtle 

i6oi 


In i6oi Shakespeare contributed along with other dramatists - Jonson, Chapman, 
Marston - to a book, Love’s Martyr, produced by Robert Chester, in honour of the 
married happiness of Sir John Salusbury and his wife, Ursula Stanley, of the Derby 
family. Sir John was an Esquire of the Body to the Queen, a remote cousin, and naturally 
these writers would come in contact with him in presenting plays at Court. 

Shakespeare contributed a strange poem, which all poets recognise for the magical 
work it is : emblematic, touched by the vogue among younger poets for the metaphysical, 
and today reading like an incursion into surrealism. It has upon it the enigmatic smile, 
behind which he could always withdraw from the too great exposure of the theatre into 
the privacy’ of the poet’s life. 

It carried his signature in the rare words he liked to use, ‘precurrer’ for precursor, 
and his fondness for impressive words ending in ‘ive’ - ‘defunctive’, for example. The 
man of the theatre speaks in, 

Co-supremes and stars of love, 

• As chorus to their tragic scene. 

But the poem is more an epitaph on dead love than a celebration of a living one. 

So they loved, as love in twain 

Had the essence but in one; 

Two distincts, division none : 

Number there in love was slain. 

Where have we read this before but in the Sonnets : 

Let me confess that we two must be twain, 

Although our undivided loves are one. 

At this moment, after the Essex rebellion, Southampton had been condemned to 
death, and was under suspense in the Tower. 


•m 






‘ Death is not the 
Phoenix* nest.* 
From Geoffrey 
Whitney, A 
Choice of 
Emblems, 1586 
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THE PHCENIX AND THE TURTLE. 


• A bullet beside a text line indicates an annotation in the 
opposite column 



A phoenix. Illustration from a Latin bestiary of the 
1 2th century 


S shrieking harbinger, i.c. the screech-owl. 


Let the bird of loudest lay, 

On the sole Arabian tree, 

Herald sad and trumpet be, 

To whose sound chaste wings obey. 

• But thou shrieking harbinger, 

Foul precurrer of the fiend, 

• Augur of the feveris end, 

To this troop come thou not near ! 

From this session interdi<5t 

Every fowl of tyrant wing, lo 

Save the eagle, featherid king : 

Keep the obseqiiy so stridl. 

Let the priest in surplice white, 

• That defundtive music can, 

Be the death-divining swan, 

Lest the requiem lack his right. 

• And thou treble-dated crow, 

That thy sable gender makest 

With the breath thou givest and takest, 
’Mongst our mourners shall thou go. 20 

Here the anthem doth commence : 

Love and constancy is dead ; 

Phoenix and the turtle fled 
In a mutual flame from hence. 


7 Augur. Prophet or soothsayer. 

14 defunctive. Funeral. 

17 trehle^dated crow. The crow was noted for its 
longevity. 

SE7 distincts. Separate, distinct things or persons. 

S4 kis right What was due to him. 

34 Either . . . mine. i.e. lovers were identified with each 
other. 


So they loved, as love in twain 
Had the essence but in one ; 

• Two distindls, division none 
Number there in love was slain. 

Hearts remote, yet not asunder; 

Distance, and no space was seen 30 

HTwixt the turtle and his queen: 

But in them it were a wonder. 

So between them love did shine, 

• That the turtle saw his rij|;ht 
Flaming in the phoenix’ sight ; 

• Either was the other's mine. 
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Property was tlius appalled, The turtW-dove Illustration from a Latin bestiary of 

That the self was not the same , the 12th centur\ 

Single nature’s double name ! 

Neithei two nor one was called 40 49 threne Funeral sonjij 

Reason, in itself confounded, 5, Co-supreme^. Jo.nt ruler. 

Saw division grow together, 

To themselves yet either neither, 

Simple were so well compounded, 

That it cried, How true a twain 
Seemeth this concordant one ! 

Love hath reason, reason none. 

If what parts ran so remain. 

• Whereupon it made this threne 
To the phoenix and the dove, 

• Co-siipremes and stars of love, 

As chorus to their tragic scene. 


TH RENOS. 

Beauty, truth, and rarity, 

Grace in all simplicity, 

Here enclosed in cinders lie. 

Death is now the phoenix’ nest : 

And the turtle’s loyal brea^^t 
To eternity doth rest, 

Leaving no posterity : 

’Twas not their infirmity, 6o 

It was married chastity. 

Truth may seem, but cannot be : 

Beauty brag, but ’tis not she ; 

Truth and beauty buried be. 

To this urn let those repair 
That arc cither true or fair ; 

For these dead birds sigh a prayer. 
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